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OMER is univerſally allowed to have had the greateſt Invention of any writer 
whatever. The praiſe of judgment Virgil has juſtly conteſted with him, and others 
may have their pretenſions as to particular excellencies; but his Invention remains yet un- 
rivaled. Nor is it a wonder if he has ever been acknowledged the greateſt of poets, who 
moſt excelled in that which is the very foundation of poetry. It is the Invention that in 
different degrees diſtinguiſhes all great Geniuſes: the utmoſt ſtreteh of human ſtudy, learn- 
ing, and induſtry, which maſters every thing beſides, can never attain to this. It . 
Art with all her materials, and without it, Judgment itſelf can at beſt but ſteal wiſely; 
for Artis only like a prudent ſteward that lives on managing the riches of Nature. What- 
ever praiſes may be given to works of judgment, there is not even a ſingle beauty in them 
to which the Invention muſt not contribute: as in the moſt regular gardens, Art can only 
reduce the beauties of Nature to more regularity, and ſuch a figure, which the common 
eye may beiter take in, and is therefore more entertained with. And perhaps the reaſon 
why common critics are inclined to prefer a judicious and methodical genius to a great 
fruitful one, is, becauſe they find it eaſier for themſelves to purſue their obſervations 
through an uniform and bounded walk of Art, than to comprehend the vaſt and various 
extent of Nature. ä 1 | 
Our author's work is a wild paradiſe, where if we cannot ſee all the beauties ſo dif- 


tinctly as in an ordered; garden, it is only becauſe the number of them is infinitely greater. 


It is like a copious nurſery, which contains the ſeeds and firft productions of every kind, 
out of which thoſe who followed him have but ſelected ſome particular plants, each accord- 
ing to his fancy, to cultivate and beautify. If ſome things are too luxuriant, it is owing 
to the richneſs of the ſoil ; and if others are not arrived to perfection or maturity, it is 
only becauſe they are over-run and oppreſt by thoſe of a ſtronger nature. 17 

It is to the ſtrength of this amazing Invention we are to attribute that unequalled fire 
and rapture, which is ſo forcible in Homer, that no man of a true poetical ſpirit is maſter 
of himſelf while he reads him. What he writes, is of the mo{t animating nature imagina- 
ble; every thing moves, every thing lives, and is put in action. If a council be called, 
or a battle fought, you are not coldly informed of what was ſaid or done as from a third 
perſon ; the reader is hurried out of himſelf by the force of the Poet's imagination, and 
turns in one place to a hearer, in another to a ſpectator. The courſe of his verſes reſem- 
bles that of the army he deſcribes. | | ' 643 
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«© They pour along like a fire that ſweeps the whole earth before it.” It is however 
remarkable that his fancy, which is every where vigorous, is not diſcovered immediately 


at the beginning of his poem in its fulleſt ſplendor : it grows in the progreſs both upon him 


ſelf and others, and becomes on fire, like a chariot-wheel, by its own rapidity. Exact 
diſpoſition, juſt thought, correct elocution, poliſhed numbers, may have been found in a 
thouſand ; but this poetical fire, this © vivida vis animi,” in a very few. Even in works 
where all thoſe are imperfect or neglected, this can overpower criticiſm, and make us ad- 
mire even while we diſapprove. Nay, where this appears, though attended with abſur- 
di it brightens all the rubbiſh about it, till we ſee nothing but its own ſplendor. This 
fire is rned in Virgil, but diſcerned as through a glaſs, reflected from Homer, more 
ſhining than fierce, but every where equal and conſtant; in Lucan and Statius, it burſts 
out in ſudden, ſhort, and interrupted flaſhes : in Milton it glows like a furnace kept up 
to an uncommon ardor by the force of art; in Shakeſpeare it ſtrikes before we are aware, 


like an accidental fire from heaven; but in Homer, and in him only, it burns every where 


clearly, and every where irreſiſtibly. 
I ſhall here endeayour to ſhew, how this vaſt Invention exerts itſelf in a manner ſupe- 


Tior to that of any poet, through all the main conſtituent parts of his work, as it is the 


great and peculiar characteriſtic which diſtinguiſhes him from all other authors. 
This ſtrong and ruling faculty was like a powerful ſtar, which, in the violence of its 
courſe, drew.all things within its yortex. It ſeemed not enongh to have taken in the 
whole circle of arts, and the whole compaſs of nature, to ſupply his maxims and refleQi- 
ons; all the inward paſſions and affections of mankind, to ſurniſh his characters; and all 
the outward forms and images of things, for his deſcriptions ; but, wanting yet an ampler 
ſphere to expatiate in, he opened a new and boundleſs walk for his imagination, and creat- 
ed a world for himſelf in the invention of Fable. That which Ariſtotle calls the Soul 
of poetry,“ was firſt breathed into it by Homer. I ſhall begin with conſidering him in 
this part, as it is naturally the firſt ; and J ſpeak of it both as it means the deſign of a 
poem, and as it is taken for fiction. 2 
Fable may be divided into the Probable, the Allegorical, and the Marvellous. The 
Probable Fable is the recital of ſuch actions as though they did not happen, yet might, in 
the common courſe of nature: or of ſuch as, though they did, become fables by the ad- 
ditional epiſodes and manner of telling them. Of this ſort is the main ſtory of an Epic 
poem, the return of Ulyſſes, the ſettlement of the Trojans in Italy, or the like. That 
of the Iliad is the anger of Achilles, the moſt ſhort and ſingle ſubje& that ever was 
choſen by any poet. Yet this he has ſupplied with a vaſter variety of incidents and 
events, and crowded with a greater number of counſels, ſpeeches, battles, and epiſodes 
of all kinds, than are to be found even in thoſe poems whoſe ſchemes are of the utmoſt 
latitude and irregularity. The action is hurried on with the moſt vehement ſpirit, and 
its whole duration employs not ſa much as fifty days. Virgil, for want of fo warm a 
genius, aided himſelf by taking in a more extenſive ſubje&, as well as a greater length of 
time, and contracting the deſign of both Homer's poems into one, which is yet but a fourth 
art as large as his. The other epic poets have uſed the ſame practice, but general- 
ly carried it ſo far as to ſuperinduce a multipiicity of fables, deftroy the unity of action, 
and laſe their readers in an unreaſonable length of time, Nor is it only in the main de-. 
figa that they have been unable to add to his invention, but they have followed him in 
every epiſode and part of ſtory. If he has given a regular catalogue of an army, they all 
draw up their forces in the ſame order. If he has funeral games for Patroclus, Virgil has 
the ſame for Anchiſes ; and Statius (rather than omit them) deſtroys the unity of his 
action for thoſe of Archemorus. If Ulyſſes viſits the ſhades, the Eneas of Virgil, and 
Scipio of Silius, are ſent after him, If he be detained from his return by the allurements 
of Calypſo, ſo is /Eneas by Dido, and Rinaldo by Armida. If Achilles be abſent from 
the army on the ſcore of a quarrel through half the poem, Rinaldo muſt abſent himſelf 
juſt as long on the like account. If he gives his hero a ſuit of celeſtial armour, Virgil 
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and Taſſo make the ſame preſent to theirs. Virgil has not only obſerved this cloſe imi- 
tation of Homer, but, where he had, not led the way, ſupplied the want from other 
Greek authors. Thus the ſtory of Sinon, and the taking of Troy was copied (ſays 
Macrobius) almoſt word for word from Piſander, as the loves of Dido and Eneas are 
taken from thoſe of Medea and Jaſon in Apollonius, and ſeveral others in the ſame 
manner. | | 
To proceed to the Allegorical Fable : if we refle& upon thoſe innumerable knowledges, 

thoſe ſecrets of nature and phyſical philoſophy, which Homer is generally ſuppoſ 
have wrapped up in his Allegories, what a new and ample ſcene of wonder my con- 
ſideration afford us! how fertile will that imagination appear, which was able to Wthe all 
the properties of elements, the qualifications of the mind, the virtues and vices, in forms 
and perſons; and to introduce them into actions agreeable to the nature of the things they 
ſhadowed ! This is a field in which no ſucceeding poets could diſpute With Homer; and 
whatever commendations have been allowed them on this head, are by no means for their 
invention in having enlarged his circle, but for their judgment in having contracted it. 
For when the mode of learning changed in following ages, and ſcience was delivered in a 
plainer manner; it then became as reaſonable in the more modern poets to lay it aſide, 
as it was in Homer to make uſe of it. And perhaps it was no unhappy circumſtance for 

Virgil, that there was not in his time that demand upon him of ſo great an invention, as 
might be capable of furniſhing all thoſe allegorical parts of a poem. | 

The marvellous Fable includes whatever is ſupernatural, and eſpecially the tnachines of 

the Gods. He ſeems the firſt who brought them into a ſyſtem of machinery for poetry, 
and ſuch a one as makes its greateſt importance and dignity. For we find thoſe authors 

who have been offended at the literal notion of the Gods, conſtantly laying their accuſa- 
tion againſt Homer as the chief ſupport of it. But whatever cauſe there might be to 
blame his machines in a philoſophical or religious view, they are ſo perfe& in the poetic, 
that mankind have been ever ſince contented to follow them: none have been able to en- 
large the ſphere of poetry beyond the limits he has ſet : every attempt of this nature has 
proved unſucceſsful; and after all the various changes of times and religions, his Gods 
continue to this day the Gods of poetry. _ 

We come now to the characters of his perſons z and here we ſhall find no author has 
ever drawn ſo many, with ſo viſible and ſurprizing a variety, or given us ſuch lively and 
affecting impreſſions of them. Every one has ſomething ſo ſingularly his own, that no 
painter could have diſtinguiſhed them more by their features, than the poet has by their 
manners. Nothing can be more exact than the diſtinctions he has obſerved in the diffe- 
rent degrees of virtues and vices. The ſingle quality of courage is wonderfully diverſified 
in the ſeveral characters of the Iliad. That of Achilles is furious and intractable; that of 
Diomede forward, yet liſtening to advice, and ſubje& to command; that of Ajax is 
heavy, and ſelf-confiding : of Hector, active and vigilant ; the courage of Agamemnon is 
inſpirited by love of empire and ambition; that of Menelaus mixed with ſoftneſs and ten- 
derneſs for his people: we find in Idomeneus, a plain direct ſoldier, in Sarpedon a gal- 
lant and generous one. Nor is this judicious and aſtoniſhing diverſity to be found only in 
the principal quality which conſtitutes the main of each character, but even in the under 
parts of it, to which he takes care to give a tincture of that principal one. For example, 
the main characters of Ulyſſes and Neſtor conſiſt in wiſdom ; and they are diſtinct in 
this, that the wiſdom of one is artificial and various, of the other natural, open and re- 
gular. But they have, beſides, characters of courage; and this quality alſo takes a dif- 
ferent turn in each from the difference of his prudence ; for one in the war depends ſtill 
upon caution, the other upon experience. It would be endleſs to produce inftances of / 
theſe kinds. The characters of Virgil are far from ſtriking us in this open manner; they 
lie in a great degree hidden and undiſtinguiſned, and where they are marked moſt evi- 
dently, affect us not in proportion to thoſe of Homer. -His characters of valour are much 
alike ; even that of Turnus ſeems no way peculiar but as it is in a ſuperior degree; and we 
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ſee nothing that differences the courage of Mneſtheus from that of Sergeſthus, Cloantlius, 
or the reſt. In like manner it may be remarked of Statius's heroes, that an air of impe- 
tuoſity runs through them all; the ſame horrid and ſavage courage appears. in his Capaneus, 
Tydeus, Hippomedon, &c. They have a parity of character, which makes them ſeem 
brothers of one family, I believe when the reader is led into this track of reflection, if 
he will purſue it througk the Epic and Tragic writers, he will be convinced how infinitely 
1 in this point the Invention of Homer was to that of all others. 


he ſpeches are to be conſidered as they flow from the eharacters, being perfect or de- 
fectiveh they agree o diſagree with the manners of thoſe who utter them. As there is 
more variety of characters in the Iliad, ſo there is of ſpeeches, than in any other poem. 
Every thing in it has manners (as Ariſtotle expreſſes it) that is, every thing is acted or 
ſpoken. It is hardly credible in a work of ſuch length, how ſmall a number of lines are 
employed in narration. In Virgil the dramatic part is leſs in proportion to the narrative; 
and the ſpeeches often conſiſt of general reflections or thoughts, which might be equally 
Juſt in any perſon's. mouth upon the fame occaſion. As many of his perſons have no ap- 
parent characters, ſo many of his ſpeeches eſcape being applied and judged by the rule of 
propriety. We oftner think of the author himſelf when we read Virgil, than when we 


leſs in the action deſcribed: Homer makes us hearers, and Virgil leaves us readers. 

If in the next place we take a view of the ſentiments, the ſame prefiding faculty is emi- 
nent in the fublimity and ſpirit of his thoughts. Longinus has given his opinion, that it 
was in this part Homer principally excelled. What were alone ſufficient to prove the 
grandeur and excellence of his ſentiments in general, is, that they have ſo remarkable a 
parity with thoſe of the ſcripture ; Duport, in his Gnomologia Homerica, has collected 
innumerable inſtances of this ſort. And it is with juſtice an excellent modern writer al- 
lows, that if Virgil has not ſo many thoughts that are low and vulgar, he has not ſo 
many that are ſublime and noble; and that the Roman author ſeldom riſes into very 
aſtoniſhing ſentimenis, where he is not fired by the Iliad. f 


dominant. To what elſe can we aſcribe that vaſt comprehenſion of images of every ſort, 
where we ſee each circumſtance of art, and individual of nature ſummoned together by 


preſented themſelves in an inſtant, and had their impreſſions taken off to perfection at a 
heat? Nay, he not only gives us the full proſpects of things, but ſeveral unexpected pecu- 
liarities and ſide · views, unobſerved by any painter but Homer. Nothing is fo ſurprizing 
as the deſcriptions of his battles, which take up no leſs than half the Iliad, and are ſup- 
lied with ſo vaſt a variety of incidents, that no one bears a likeneſs to another ; ſuch 
different kinds of deaths, that nb two heroes are wounded in the ſame manner; and ſuch 
a profuſion of noble ideas, that every battle riſes above the laſt in greatneſs, horror, and 
confuſion. It is certain there is not near that number of images and deſcriptions in any 
Epic Poet; though every one has affiſted himſelf with a great quantity out of him: and 
it is evident of Virgil efpecially, that he has ſcarce any compariſons which are not drawn 
from his maſter. x 
If we deſcend from hence to the expreſſion, we fee the bright imagination of Homer, 
ſhining out in the moſt enlivened forms of it. We acknowledge him the father of poetical 
diction, the firſt who taught that language of the Gods to men. His expreſſion is like 
the colouring of ſome great maſters, which diſcovers itſelf to be laid on boldly, and exe- 
cuted with rapidity. It is indeed the ſtrongeſt and moſt glowing imaginable, and touched 
with the greateſt ſpirit. Ariſtotle had reaſon to ſay, He was the only poet who had found 
oat living words; there are in him more daring figures and metaphors than in any good 
author whatever. An arrow is impatient to be on the wing, and a weapon thirſts to drink 
the blood of an enemy, and the like; yet his expreſſion is never too big for the ſenſe, but 
juſtly great in proportion to it. It is the ſentiment that ſwells and fills out the diction, 


are engaged in Homer: all which are the effects of a colder invention, that intereſts us 


If we obſerve his deſcriptions, images, and ſimiles, we ſhall find the invention fill pre- 


the extent and fecundity of his imagination: to which all things in their various views. 
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which riſes with it, and forms itſelf about it: for in the ſame degree that a thought is war- 
mer, an expreſſion will be brighter; as that is more ſtrong, this will become more per- 
ſpicuous: like glaſs in the furnace, which grows to a greater magnitude, and refines to a 
greater clearneſs, only as the breath within is more powerful, and the heat more intenſe. 

To throw his language more out of proſe, Homer ſeems to have affected the com- 
pound epithets. 'Lhis is a ſort of compofition peculiarly proper to poetry, not only as it 
heightened the diction, but as it aſſiſted and filled the numbers with greater ſound and pomp, 
and likewiſe conduced in ſome meaſure to thicken the images. On this laſt conſideration 
I cannot but attribute theſe alſo to the fruitfulnefs of his invention, ſince (as he has ma- 
naged them) they are a fort of ſupernumerary pictures of the perſons or things to which 
they are joined. We ſee the motions of Hector's plumes in the epithet «opuyaion®-, the 
landſcape of Mount Neritus in that of %., and fo of others; which particular 
images could not have been inſiſted upon fo long as to expreſs. them in a deſcription 
(though but of a ſingle line) without diverting the reader too much from the principal ac- 
tion or figure. As a metaphor is a ſhort ſimile, one of thoſe epithers is a ſhort deſcrip- 
tion. | Ceo 

Laſtly, if we conſider his verſification, we ſhall be ſenſible what a ſhare of praiſe is due 
to his invention in that. He was not ſatisfied with his language as he found it ſeitled in 
any one part of Greece, but fearched through ns differing dialects with this particular 
view, to beautify and perfect his numbers: he conſidered theſe as they had a greater mix- 
ture of vowels and conſonants, and accordingly employed them as the verſe required either 
a greater ſmoothneſs or ſtrength. What he moſt affected was the Ionic, which has a pe- 
culiar ſweetneſs from its never uſing contractions, and from its cuſtom of refolving the 


dipthongs into two ſyllables ; ſo as to make the words open themſelves with a more ſpread- 


ing and ſonorous fluency. With this he mingled the Attic contractions, the broader 
Doric, and the feebler Eolic, which often rejects its aſpirate, or takes off its accent; and 
completed this variety by altering ſome letters with the licence of poetry. Thus his mea- 
ſures, inſtead of being fetters to his ſenſe, were always in readineſs to run along with the 
warmth of his rapture, and even to give a farther repreſentation of his notions, in the 


_ correſpondence of their ſounds to what they fignified. Out of all theſe he has derived 


that harmony, which makes us confeſs he had not only the richeſt head, but the fineſt ear 
in the world. This is fo great a truth, that whoever will but confult the tune of his 
verſes, even without underſtanding them (with the ſame ſort of diligence as we daily ſee 
practiſed in the caſe of Italian Operas) will find more ſweetneſs, variety, and majeſty of 
ſound, than in any other language or poetry. Ihe beauty of his numbers is allowed by 
the criticks to be copied but faintly by Virgil himſelf, though they are ſo juft to aſcribe it 
to the nature of the Latin tongue: indeed the Greek has ſome advantages both from the 
natural ſound of its words, and the turn and cadence of its verſe, which agree with the 
genius of no other language: Virgil was very ſenſible of this, and uſed the utmoſt dili- 
gence in working up a more intradtable language to whatſoever graces it was capable of; 
and in particular never failed to bring the ſound of his line to a beautiful agreement with 
its ſenſe. If the Grecian poet has not been ſo frequently celebrated on this account as 
the Roman, the only reaſon is that fewer criticks have underſtood one language than the 
other, Dionyſus of Halicarnaſſus has pointed out many of our Author's beauties in this 
kind, in his treatiſe of the Compoſition of Words. It ſuffices at preſent to obſerve of his 
numbers, that they flow with ſo much eaſe, as to make one imagine Homer had no other 
care than to tranſcribe as faſt as the Muſes dictated: and at the fame time with ſo much 
force and inſpired vigour, that they awaken and raiſe us like the ſound of a trumpet. I hey 
roll along as a pleotiful river, always in motion, and always full: while we are borne 
away by aide of verſe, the moſt rapid, and yet the moſt {ſmooth imaginable. 
Thus on whatever ſide we contemplate Homer, what principally ſtrikes us is his In- 
vention. It is that which forms the character of each part of his work; and accordingly 
we find it to have made his fable more extenſive and copious than any other, his manners 


PREFACE. 


more lively and ſtrongly marked, his ſpeeches more affecting and tranſported, his ſentiments 
more warm and ſublime, his images and deſcriptions are full and animated, his. expreſſion 
more raiſed and daring, and his numbers more rapid and various. I hope in what has 
been ſaid of Virgil with regard to any of theſe heads, I have no ways derogated from his 
chaadter. Nothing is more abſurd or endleſs, than the common method of comparing 
eminent writers by an oppoſition of particular paſſages in them, and forming a judgment 
from thence of their merit upon the whole. We ought to have a certain knowledge of the 
| principal character and diſtinguiſhed excellence of each: it is in that we are to conſider 
i him, and in proportion to his degree in that we are to admire him. No author or man 
| ever excelled all the world in more than one faculty ; and as Homer has done this in Tn- 


becauſe Virgil had it in a more eminent degree; or that Virgil wanted invention, becauſe 
Homer poſſeſt a larger ſhare of it: each of theſe great authors had more of both than per- 
haps any man beſides, and are only faid to have leſs in compariſon with one another. 


in the other the work: Homer hurrieg and tranſports us with a commanding impetuoſity, 


beſtows with a careful magnificence : Homer, like the Nile, pours out his riches with a 
boundleſs overflow ; Virgil like a river in its banks, with a gentle and canſtant ſtream. 
When we behold their battles, methinks the two poets reſemble the heroes they celebrate : 
Homer, boundleſs and irreſiſtible as Achilles, bears all before him, and ſhines more and 
more as the tumult increaſes; Virgil, calmly daring, like ZEneas, appears undiſturbed in 
the midſt of the action; diſpoſes all about him, and conquers with tranquillity. And 
when we look upon their machines, Homer ſeems like his own Jupiter in his terrors, 
ſhaking Olympus, ſcattering the lightnings, and firing the heavens; Virgil, like the ſame 

wer in his benevolence, counſelling with the Gods, laying plans for empires, and regu- 
arly ordering his whole creation. 

Bur, after all, it is with great parts, as with great virtues; they naturally border on 
ſome imperfection; and it is often hard to diſtinguiſh exactly where the virtue ends, or 
the fault begins. As prudence may ſometimes ſink to ſuſpicion, ſo may a great judgment 
decline to coldneſs; and as magnanimity may run up to profuſion or extravagance, ſo may 
a great invention to redundancy or wildneſs. If we look upon Homer in this view, we 
ſhall perceive the chief objections againſt him to proceed from ſo noble a cauſe as the ex- 
ceſs of this faculty. 5 

Among theſe we may reckon ſome of his Marvellous Fictions, upon which ſo much 
criticiſm has been ſpent, as ſurpaſſing all the bounds of probability. Perhaps it may be 
with great and ſuperior ſouls, as with gigantic bodies, which . exerting themſelves with 
unuſual ſtrength, exceed what is commonly thought the due proportion of parts, to be- 
come miracles in the whole; and like the old heroes of that make, commit ſomething 
near extravagance, amidſt a ſeries of glories and inimitable performances. Thus Homer 
has his ſpeaking horſes, and Virgil his myrtles diſtilling blood, where the latter has not 
ſo much as contrived the eaſy intervention of a Deity to fave the probability. 

It is owing to the ſame vaſt invention, that his ſimiles have been thought too exuberant 
and full of circumſtances. The force of this faculty is ſeen in nothing more, than in 


grounded: it runs out into embelliſhments of additional images, which however are ſo 
managed as not to overpower the main one. His ſimiles are like pictures, where the 
principal figure has not oaly its proportion given agreeably to the original, but is alſo ſer 
off with occaſional ornaments and proſpects. The ſame will account for his manner of 
heaping a number of compariſons together in one breath, when his fancy ſuggeſted to him 


at once ſo many various and correſpondent images, The reader will eaſily extend this 
obſeryation to more objections of the ſame kind. 


vention, Virgil has in Judgment, Not that we are to think Homer wanted Judgment, 


Homer was the greater genius, Virgil the better artiſt. In one we moſt admire the man, 


Virgil leads us with an attractive majeſty : Homer ſcatters with a generous profuſion, Virgil 


its inability to confine itſelf to that ſingle circumſtanze upon which the compariſon is 
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If there are others which ſeem rather to charge him with a defect or narrowneſs of 


genius, than an exceſs of it; thoſe ſeeming defects will be found upon examination to 


proceed wholly from the nature of the times he lived in. Such are his groſſer repreſenta- 
tions of the Gods, and the vicious and the imperfect manners of his Heroes; but I muſt 
here ſpeak a word of the latter, as it is a point generally carried into extremes, both by 
che cenſurers and defenders of Homer. It muſt be a ſtrange partiality to antiquity, to 
think with madam Dacier, that * thoſe times and manners are ſo much the more ex- 
« cellent, as they are more contrary to ours, Who can be ſo prejudiced in their favour 
as to magnify the felicity of thoſe ages, when a ſpirit of revenge and cruelty, joined with 
the practice of rapine and robbery, reigned through the world; when no mercy was ſhewn 
but for the ſake of lucre, when the greateſt princes were put to the ſword, and their wives 
and daughters made flaves and concubines ? on the other fide, I would not be ſo delicate 
as thoſe modern criticks, who are ſhocked' at the ſervile offices and mean employments in 
which we ſomerimes ſee the heroes of Homer engaged. There is a pleaſure in taking a 
view of that ſimplicity, in oppoſition to the luxury of ſucceeding ages; in beholding mo- 
narchs without their guards, princes tending their flocks, and princeſſes drawing water 
from the ſptings, When we read Homer, we ought to reffect that we are reading the 
moſt ancient author in the heathen world; and thoſe who conſider him in this light, will 
double their pleaſure in the peruſal of him. Let them think they are growing acquainted 
with nations and people that are now no more; that they are ſtepping almoſt three thou 
ſand years back into the remoteſt antiquity, and entertaining themſelves with a clear and 
ſarprizing viſion of things no where elſe to be found, the only true mirror of that ancient 
world. By this means alone their greateſt obſtacles will vaniſh ; and what uſually creates 
their diſlike, will become a ſatisfaction, | ; 

This conſideration may farther ſerve to anſwer for the conſtant uſe of the ſame epithets 
to his Gods and heroes, ſuch as the far-darting Phœbus, the blue-eyed Pallas, the ſwift- 
footed Achilles, &c. which ſome have cenſured as impertinent and tediouſly repeated. 
Thoſe of the Gods depended upon the powers and offices then believed to belong to them, 
and had contracted a weight and veneration from the rites and ſolemn devotions in which 
they were uſed : they were a ſort of attributes, with which it was a matter of religion to 
ſalute them on all occaſions, and which it was irreverence to omit. As for the epithets of 
great men, Monſ. Boileau is of opinion, that they were in the nature of ſurnames, and 
repeated as ſuch; for the Greeks, having no names derived from their fathers, were ob- 
liged to add ſome other diſtinction of each perſon ; either naming his parents expreſsly, 
or his place of birth, profeſſion, or the like: as Alexander the ſon of Philip, Herodotus 
of Halicarnaſſus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c. Homer therefore, complying with the cuſtom 
of his country, uſed ſuch diſtinctive additions as better agreed with poetry. And indeed 
we have ſomething parallel to theſe in modern times, ſuch as the names of Harold Hare. 
foot, Edmund Ironſide, Edward Long-ſhanks, Edward the Black Prince, &c. If yet 
this be thought to account better for the propriety than for the repetition, I ſhall add a 
farther conjecture. Heſiod, dividing the world into its different ages, has placed a fourth 
age between the brazen and the iron one, of Heroes diſtinct from other men: a divine 
race, who fought at Thebes and Troy, are called Demi-Gods, and live by the care of 
Jupiter in the iſlands of the bleſſed. + Now among the diyine honours which were paid 
them, they might have this alſo in common with the Gods, not to be mentioned without 
the ſolemnity of an epithet, and ſuch as might be acceptable to them by its celebrating 
their families, actions, or qualities. Z | 

What other cavils have been raiſed againſt Homer, are ſuch as hardly deſerve a reply, 
but will yet be taken notice of as they occur in the courſe of the work. Many have been 


. 


occaſioned by an injudicious endeavour to exalt Virgil; which is much the ſame, as if 


one ſhould think to raiſe the ſuperſtructure by undermining the foundation: one would 
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Imagine, by the whole courſe of their parallels, that theſe criticks never ſo much as 


Heard of Homer's having written firſt : a conſideration which whoever compares theſe 


two poets, ought to have always in his eye. Some accuſe him for the ſame things which 
they overlook or praiſe in the other; as when they. prefer the fable and moral of the 
Eneis to thoſe of the Iliad, for the ſame reaſons which might ſer the Odyſſeis above the 
LEneis :- as that the hero is a wiſer man: and the action of the one more beneficial to his 
country than that of the other; or elſe they blame him for rot doing what he never de- 
ſigned ; as becauſe Achilles is not as good and perſect a prince as Æneas, when the very 
moral of his poem required a contrary character: jt is thus that Rapin judges in his com- 
pariſon of Homer and Virgil. Others ſelect thoſe particular paſſages of Homer, which 
are not ſo laboured as ſome that Virgil drew out of them; this is the whole management 
of Scaliger in his Poetics, Others quarrel with what they take for low and mean expreſ- 
ſions, ſometimes through a falſe delicacy and refinement, oftner from an ignorance of the 
graces. of the original; and then triumph in the aukwardaeſs of their own tranſlations ; 
this is the conduct of Perault in his Parallels. Laſtly, there are others, who, pretend- 
ang to a fairer proceeding, diſtinguith between the perſonal merit of Homer, and that of 
his work; but when they come to aſſign the cauſes of the great reputation of the Iliad, 
they found it upon the ignorance of his times and the prejudice of thoſe that followed: and 
in purſuance of this principle, they make thoſe accidents (ſuch as the contention of the 
Cities, &c.) to be the cauſes of his fame, which were in reality the conſequences of his 
merit. The ſame might as well be ſaid of Virgil, or any great author, whoſe general 
charadter will infallibly raiſe many caſual additions to their reputation. This is the me- 
zhod of Monſ. de la Motte; who yet confeſſes upon the whole, that in whatever age 
Homer had lived, he muſt have been the greateſt poet of his nation, and that he may be 
Jaid in this ſenſe to be the maſter even of thoſe who ſurpaſſed him. f 
la all tneſe objections we ſee nothing that contradicts his title, to the honour of the 
chief Invention; and as long as this (which is indeed the characteriſtic of poetry itſelf ) 
remains unequalled by his. followers, he ſtill continues ſuperior to them. A cooler judg- 
ment may commit fewer faults, and be more approved in the eyes of one ſort of eriticks: 
but that warmth of fancy will carry the loudeſt and moſt univerſal applauſes, which holds 
the heart of a reader under the ſtrongeſt enchantment. Homer not only appears the In- 
ventor of poetry, but excells ali the inventors of other arts in this, that he has ſwallow- 
ed up the honour of thoſe who ſucceeded him, What he has done admitted no increaſe, 
it only left room for contraction or regulation. He ſhewed all the ſtretch of fancy at 
once; and if he has failed in ſome of his flights, it was but becauſe he attempted every 
thing. A work of this kind ſeems like a mighty tree which riſes from the moſt vigorous 
Jeed, is improved with induſtry, flonriſhes, and produces the finelt fruit; Nature and Art 
conſpire to raiſe.it ; pleaſure and profit join to make it valuable: and they who find the 
juſteſt faults, have only ſaid, that a few branches (which run luxuriant through a rich- 
neſs of nature) might be lopped into form to give it a more regular appearance. 

Having now ſpoken of the beauties and defects of the original, it remains to treat of 
the tranfJation, with the ſame view tothe chief characteriſtic. As far as that is ſeen in the 


main parts of the poem, ſuch as the Fable, Manners, and Sentiments, no tranſlator can 


prejudice it but by wilful omiſſions or contractions. As it alſo breaks out in every parti- 
cular image, deſcription, and fimile ; whoever leſſens or too much ſoftens thoſe, takes off 
from this chief character. It is the firſt grand duty of an interpreter to give his author 
entire and unmaimed ; for the reſt, the diction and verſification only are his proper pro- 
vince z ſtiace theſe mult be his own; but the others he is to take as he finds them, 

It ſhould then be conſidered what methods may afford ſome equivalent in our language 


for the graces of theſe in the Greek. It is certain no literal tranſlation can be juſt to an 


excellent original in ſuperior language : but it is a great miſtake to imagine (as many have 
done) that a raſh paraphraſe can make amends for this general defect; which is no leſs in 
danger to loſe the ſpirit of an ancient, by deviating into the tnodern manners of expreſſion. 
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If there be ſometimes a darkneſs, there is often a light in antiquity, which nothing better 
preſerves than a verſion almoſt literal. I know no liberties one ought to take, but thoſe 
which are neceſſary for transfuſing the ſpirit of the original, and ſupporting the poetical 
ſtyle of the tranſlauon : and I will venture to ſay, there have not been more men miſled 
in former times by a ſervile dul] adherence to the latter, than have been deluded in ours 
by a chimerical inſolent hope of raifing and improving their author. It is not to be doubt- 
ed that the Fire of the poem is what a tranſlator ſhould principally regard, as it is moſt 
likely to expire in his managing: however it is the ſafeſt way to be content with preſerv- 
ing this to the utmoſt in the whole, without endeavouring to be more than he finds his 
author is in any particular place. It is a great ſecret in writing, to know when to be 
plain, and when poetical and figurative; and it is what Homer will teach us, if we will 
but follow modeltly in his footſteps. Where his diction is bold and lofty, let us raiſe 
ours as high as we can; but where his is plain and humble, we ought not to be deterred 


from imitating him by the fear of incurring the cenſure of a mere Engliſh critick. No- 


thing that belongs to Homer ſeems to have been more commonly miſtaken than the juſt 
pitch of his ſtyle ; ſome of his traoflators having ſwelled into fuſtian, in a proud confi- 
dence of the ſublime ; others ſunk into flatneſs, in a cold and timorous notion of ſimpli- 
city. Methinks I ſee theſe different followers of Homer, ſome ſweating and ftraining 
after him by violent leaps and bounds (the certain ſigns of falſe mettle); others ſlowly . 
and ſervilely creeping in his train, while the poet himſelf is all the time proceeding with 
an unaffected and equal majeſty before them. However, of the two extremes, one 
would ſooner pardon frenzy than frigidity : no author is to be envied for ſuch commen- 
dations as he may gain by that character of ſtyle, which his friends muſt agree together 
to call ſimplicity, and the reſt of the world will call dullneſs. There is a graceful and 
dignified ſimplicity, as well as a bold and ſordid one, which differ as much from each 
other as the air of a plain man from that of a ſloven : it is one thing to be tricked up, 
a another not to be dreſſed at all. Simplicity is the means between oſtentation and 
ruſticity. 1 

This pure and noble ſimplicity is no where in ſuch perfection as in the Scripture and 
our Author. One may affirm, with all reſpect to the inſpired Writings, that the 
Divine Spirit made uſe of no other words but what were intelligible and common tg 
men at that time, and in that part of the world; and as Homer is the author neareſt to 
thoſe, his ſtyle muſt of courſe bear a greater reſemblance to the ſacred books than that 
of any other writer. This conſideration (together with what has been obſerved cf the 
purity of ſome of his thoughts) may methinks induce a tranſlator on the one hand to 
give into ſeveral of thoſe general phraſes and manners of expreſſion, which have attained 
a veneration even in our language from being uſed in the Old Teſtament; as on the 
other, to avoid thoſe which have been appropriated to the Divinity, and in a manner 
conſigned to myſtery and religion. | 

For a farther preſervation of this air of ſimplicity, a particular care ſhould be taken to 
expreſs with all plainneſs thoſe moral ſentences and proverbial ſpeeches which are fo nu- 
merous in this poet. They have ſomething venerable, and as I may ſay oracular, in 
that unadorned pravity and ſhortneſs with which they are delivered : a grace which 
would be utterly loſt by endeavouring to give them what we call a more ingenious (thar 
is, a more modern) turn in the paraphraſe. 5 

Perhaps the mixture of ſome Græciſms and old words after the manner of Milton, if 
done without too much affectation, might not have an ill effect in a verſion of this 
particular work, which moſt of any other ſeems to require a venerable antique caſt. But 
certainly the uſe of modern terms of war and government, ſuch as platoon, campaign, 
junto, or the like (into which ſome of his tranſlators have rallen) cannot be allowable; 
thoſe only excepted, without which it is impoſſible to treat the ſubjects in any living 
language. : 
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There are two peculiarities in Homer's diction which are a ſort of marks, or moles, by 
which every common eye diſtinguiſhes him at firſt Gght : thoſe who are not his greateſt 
admirers look upon them as defects, and thoſe who are ſeem pleaſed with them as beau- 
ties. I ſpeak of his compound epithets, and of his repetitions. Many of the former 
cannot be done literally into Engliſh without deſtroying the purity of our language. I 
believe ſuch ſhould be retained as ſlide eaſily of themſelves into an Engliſh compound, 
without violence to the ear or to the received rules of compoſition; as well as thoſe 
which have received a ſanction from the authority of our beſt poets, and are become 
familiar through their uſe of them; ſuch as the cloud-compelling Jove, &c. As for the 
reſt, whenever any can be as fully and ſignificantly expreſt in a ſingle word as in a com- 
pound one, the courſe to be taken is obvious. 

Some that cannot be ſo turned as to preſerve their full image by one or two words, 
may have juſtice done them by circumlocution ; as the epithet 500i@vanc; to a mountain, 
would appear little or ridiculous tranſlated literally “ leaf-fhaking,” but affords a ma- 
Jeſtic idea in the periphraſis : The lofty mountain ſhakes his waving woods.” Others 
that admit of differing ſigniſications, may receive an advantage by a judicious variation 
. according to the occaſions on which they are introduced. For example, the epithet of 
Apollo, zu, or “ far-ſhooting?” is capable of two explications ; one literal, in re- 
ſpect to the darts and bow, the enſigns of that God; the other allegorical, with regard 
to the rays of the ſun : therefore, in ſuch places where Apollo is repreſented as a God 
in perſon, I would uſe the former interpretation; and where the effects of the ſun 
are deſcribed, I would make choice of the latter. Upon the whole, it will be neceſ- 
ſary to avoid that perpetual repetition of the ſame epithets which we find in Homer; and 
wbtch, though it might be accommodated (as has been already ſhewn) to the ear of thoſe 
times, is by no means ſo to ours: but one may wait for opportunities of placing them, 
where they derive an additional beauty from the occaſions on which they are employed ; 
and in doing this properly, a tranſlator may at once ſhew his fancy and his judgment. 

As for Homer's repetitions, we may divide them into three ſorts; of whole narrations 
and ſpeeches, of ſingle ſentences, and of one verſe or hemiſtich. I hope it is not im- 
poſſible to have ſuch a regard to theſe, as neither to loſe fo known a mark of the Author 
on the one hand, nor to offend the reader too much on the other. The repetition is not 
ungraceful in thoſe ſpeeches where the dignity of the ſpeaker renders it a ſort of inſo- 
Jence to alter his words; as in the meſſages from Gods to men, or from higher powers to 
inferiors in concerns of ſtate, or where the ceremonial of religion ſeems to require it, in 
the ſolemn forms of prayers, oaths, or the like. In other caſes, I believe, the beſt rule 
3s, to be guided by the nearneſs, or diſtance, at which the repetitions are placed in the 
original : when they follow roo cloſe, one may vary the expreſſion ; but it is a queſtion 
' whether a profeſſed tranſlator be authoriſed to omit any: if they be tedious, the author 
is to anſwer for it. 23 | 

It only remains to ſpeak of the verſiſication. Homer (as has been ſaid) is perpetually 
applying the ſound to the ſenſe, and varying it on _ new ſubject. This is indeed 
one of the mol? exquiſite beauties of poetry, and attainable by very few: I know only 
of Homer eminent for it in the Greek, and Virgil in Latin. I am ſenſible it is what 
may ſometimes happen by chance, when a writer is warm, and fully poſſeſt of his image: 
| however it may be reaſonably believed they deſigned this, in whoſe verſe it ſo manifeſt- 
ly appears in a ſuperior degree to all others. Few readers have the ear to be judges of 
it; but thoſe who have, will ſee I have endeavoured at this beauty. % 

Upon the whole I muſt confeſs myſelf utterly incapable of doing juſtice to Homer, 
I attempt him in no other hope but that which one may entertain. without much vanity, 
of giving a more tolerable copy of him than any entire tranſlation in verſe has yet 
done. We have only thoſe of Chapman, Hobbes, and Ogilby. Chapman has taken 
the advantage of an immeaſurable length of verſe, notwithſtanding which, there. is ſcarce 
any paraphraſe more looſe and rambling than his. He has frequently interpolations of 
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four or fix lines, and I remember one in the thirteenth book of the Odyſſes, ver. 312. 
where he has ſpun twenty verſes out of two. He is often miſtaken in ſo bold a manner, 
that one may think he deviated on purpoſe, if he did not in other places of his notes in- 
ſiſt ſo. much upon verbal trifles. He appears to have had a ſtrong affectation of extracting 
new meanings out of his author, inſomuch as to promiſe, in his rhyming preface, a 
poem of the myſteries he had revealed in Homer: and perhaps he endeavoured to 
ſtrain the obvious ſenſe to this end. His expreſſion is involved in fuſtian, a fault 
for which he was remarkable in his original writings, as in the tragedy of Buſly 
d'Amboiſe, &c. In a word, the nature of the man may account for his whole perfor- 
mance ;. for he appears from his preface and remarks to have been of an arrogant turn, 
and an enthuſiaſt in poetry. His own boaſt of having finiſhed half the Iliad in leſs 
than fifteen weeks, ſhews with what negligence his verſion was performed. Bur 


that which is to be allowed him, and which very much contributed to cover 


his defects, is a daring fiery ſpirit that animates his tranſlation, which is ſomething 
like what one might imagine Homer himſelf would have wiit before he arrived at years 
of diſcretion. | 

Hobbes has given us a corre& explanation of the ſenſe in general ; but for particulars 
and circumſtances he continually lops them, and often omits the moſt beautiful. As 
for its being eſteemed a cloſe tranſlation, I doubt not many have been led into that 
error by the ſhortneſs of it, which proceeds not from his following the original line by 
line, but from the contradions abovementioned. He ſometimes omits whole ſimilies 
and ſentences, and is now and then guilty of miſtakes, into which no writer of his 
learning could have fallen, but through careleſſneſs. His poetry, as well as Ogilby's, 
is too mean for criticiſm. 

It is a great loſs to the poetical world that Mr. Dryden did not live to tranſlate the 
Iliad. He has left us only the firſt book, and a ſmall part of the ſixth; in which if he 


has in ſome places not truly interpreted the ſenſe, or preſerved the antiquities, it 


ought to be excuſed on account of the haſte he was obliged to write in. He ſeems to 
have had too much regard to Chapman, whoſe words he ſometimes copies, and has 
unhappily followed him in paſſages where he wanders from the original. However, 
had he tranſlated the whole work, I would no more have attempted Homer after him 
than Virgil, his verſion of whom {notwithſtanding ſome human errors) is the moſt no- 


ble and ſpirited tranſlation 1 know in any language. But the fate of great geniuſes is 


like that of great miniſters : though they are confeſſedly the ſirſt in the common-wealth, 
of letters, they muſt be envied and calumniated only for being at the head of it. 

That which in my opinion ought to be the endeavour of any one who tranſlates Ho- 
mer, is above all things to keep alive that ſpirit and fire which makes his chief charac- 
ter : in particular places, where the ſenſe can bear any doubt, to follow the ſtrongelt 
and moſt poetical, as moſt agreeing with that character; to copy him in all the varia- 
tions of his ſtyle, and the different modulations of his numbers; to preſerve, in the 
more active or deſcriptive parts, a warmth and elevation; in the more ſedate or narra- 


tive, a plainneſs and ſolemnity; in the ſpeeches, a fullneſs and perſpicuity; in the ſen- 


rences, a ſhortneſs and gravity : not to neglect even the little figures and turns on the 


words, nor ſometimes the very caſt of the periods; neither to omit nor confound any 


rites or cuſtoms of antiquity; perhaps too he ought to include the whole in a ſhorter 
compaſs, than has hitherto been done by any tranſlator who has tolerably preſerved 
either the ſenſe or poetry. What I would farther recommend to him, is to ſtudy 


his author rather from his own text, than from any commentaries, how learned 


loever, or whatever figure they may make in the eſtimation of the world; to conſi- 
der him attentively in compariſon with Virgil above all the ancients, and with 
Milton above all the moderns. Next theſe, the archbiſhop of Cambray's Te- 


Jemachus may give him the trueſt idea of the ſpirit aud turg of our author, and 
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| Boſiv's admirable treatiſe of the Epic poem the juſteſt notion of his deſign and conduct. 


But after all, with whatever judgment and ſtudy a man may proceed, or with whatever 
happineſs he may perform ſuch a work, he muſt hope to pleaſe but a few : thoſe only 
who have at once a taſte of poetry, and competent learning. For to fatisfy ſuch as want 
either, is not in the nature of this undertaking ; ſince a mere modern wit can like no- 
thing that is not modern, and a pedant nothing that is not Greek. 

What I have done is ſubmitted to the Publick, from whoſe opinions I am prepared 
to learn; though I fear no judges ſo little as our beſt poets, who are moſt ſenſible of the 
weight of this taſk. . As for the worſt, whatever they ſhall pleaſe to ſay, they may give 


me ſome concern as they are unhappy men, but none as they are malignant writers. I 


was guided in this tranſlation by judgments very different from theirs, and by perfons 
for whom they can have no kindneſs, if an old obſervation be true, that the ſtrongeſt an- 
tipathy in the world is that of fools to men of wit. Mr. Addiſon was the firſt whoſe 
advice determined me to undertake this taſk, who was pleaſed to write to me upon that 
occaſion in ſuch terms as I cannot repeat without vanity. I was obliged to Sir Richard 


Steele for a very early recommendation of my undertaking to the publick. Dr. Swift 


promoted my intereſt with that warmth with which he always ſerves his friend. The 
humanity and frankneſs of Sir Samuel Garth are what I never knew wanting on any oc- 
caſion. I muſt alfo acknowledge, with infinite pleaſure, the many friendly offices, as 
well as ſincere criticiſms of Mr. Congreve, who had led me the way in tranſlating ſome 
parts of Homer; as I wiſh for the ſake of the world he had prevented me the reſt. I 
muſt add the names of Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, though 1 ſhall take a further oppor- 
tunity of doing juſtice to the laſt, whoſe good-nature (to give it a great panegyrick) is 
no leſs extenſive than his Jearning. The favour of theſe gentlemen is not entirely un- 
deſerved. by one who bears them fo true an affection. But what can I ſay of the ho- 
nour ſo many of the Great have done me, while the firſt names of the age appear as my 
ſubſcribers, and the moſt diſtinguiſhed patrons and ornaments of learning as my chief 
encouragers? Among theſe it is a particular pleaſure to me to find, that my higheſt ob- 


_ ligations are to ſuch who have done moſt honour to the name of poet; that his grace 


the duke of Buckingham was not diſpleaſed I ſhould undertake the author to whom he 
has given (in his excellent Eſſay) fo complete a praiſe. 


& Read Homer once, and you can read no more 
For all books elſe appear ſo mean and poor, 

* Verſe will ſeem Proſe : but ſtill perſiſt to read, 
And Homer will be all the Books you need.“ 


That the earl of Halifax was one of the firſt to favour me, of whom * is hard to ay 
whether the advancement of the polite arts is more owing to his generoſity or his exam- 
ple. Thar ſuch a genius as my lord Bolingbroke, not more diſtinguiſhed in the great 
ſcenes of buſineſs, than in all the uſeful and entertaining parts of learning, has not re- 
fuſed to be the critick of theſe ſheets, and the patron of their writer. And that ſo ex- 
cellent an imitator of Homer as the noble author of the tragedy of Heroic Love, has 
continued his partiality to me, from my writing Paſtorals, to my attempting the Iliad. 
I cannot deny myſelf the pride of confeſſing, that I have had the advantage not only of 
their advice for the conduct in general, but their correction of ſeveral particulars of this 
tranſlation. 

I could ſay a great deal of the pleaſure of being diftinguiſhed by the earl of Carnar- 
von: but it is almoſt abſurd to particularize any one generous action in a perſon whoſe 
whole life is a continued ſeries of them. Mr. Stanhope, the preſent ſecretary of ſtate, 
will pardon my deſire of having it known that he was pleaſed to promote this affair. The 
particular zeal of Mr. Harcourt (the ſon of the late lord chancellor) gave me a proof how 
much I am honoured in a ſhare of his friendſhip, I muſt attribute to the ſame motive 
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that of ſeveral others of my friends, ro whom all acknowledgments are rendered unne- 
ceſſary by the privileges of a familiar correſpondence : and I am ſatisfied I can no wa 
better oblige men of their turn, than by my ſilence. a 

In ſhort, I have found more patrons than ever Homer wanted. He would have 
thought himſelf happy to have met the ſame favour at Athens, that has been 'ſhewn me 
by its learned rival, the univerſity of Oxford. If my author had the Wits of after ages 
for his defenders, his tranſlator has had the Beauties of the preſent for his advocates ; 
a pleaſure too great to be changed for any fame in reverfion. And I can hardly envy him 
thoſe pompous honours he received after death, when I refle& on the enjoyment of ſo 
many agreeable obligations, and eaſy friendſhips, which make the ſatisfaction of life. 
This diſtinction is the more to be acknowledged, as it is ſhewn to one whoſe pen has 
never gratified the 3 of particular parties, or the vanities of particular men. 
Whatever the ſucceſs may prove, I ſhall never repent of an undertaking in which I have 
experienced the candour and friendſhip of ſo many perſons of merit; and in which I 
hope to paſs ſome of thoſe years of youth that are generally loſt in a circle of follies, 
after a manner, neither wholly unuſeful to others, nor diſagreeable to myſelf. 
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THE ARGUMENT 


The Cintention of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


IN the war of Troy, the Greeks, having ſacked fome of the neighbouring towns, 
and taken from thence two beautiful captives, Chryſeis and Briſeis, allotted the 
firſt to Agamemnon, and the 2 to Achilles. Chryſes, the father of Chryſeis, and 
prieft of Apollo, comes to the Grecian camp to ranſom her; with which the action 
of the poem opens, in the tenth year of the ſiege. The prieft being refuſed, and in- 
fulently diſmiſſed by Agamemnon, intreats for vengeance from his God, who inflifts 
a peſtilence on the Greeks. Achilles calls a council, and encourages Chalcas to de- 
clare the cauſe of it, who attributes it to the refuſal of Chryſeis. The king being 
obliged to ſend back his captive, enters into a 7 conteſt with Achilles, which 
NMeſlon pacifies ; hawever, as he had the abſolute command of the army, he ſeizes 
on Briſeis in revenge. Achilles in diſcontent withdraws himſelf and his forces from 
the reſt of the Greeks ; and complaining to T hetis, ſhe ſupplicates Fe a to render 
them ſenſible of the wrong done to her fon, by giving victory to the Trojans, Fu- 
piter granting her ſuit incenſes Juno, between whom the debate runs high, till 
they are reconciled by the addreſs of Vulcan. 

The time of two and twenty days is taken up in this book; nine during the plague, 
one in the council and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Fupiter”s flay with the 
Athiopians, at whoſe return Thetis prefers her petition. The ſcene lies in the 
Grecian camp, then changes t» Chryſa, and laſtly to Olympus. 


CHILLES* wrath, to Greece the direful ſpring 
Ot woes unnumber' d, heavenly Goddeſs ſing 
That wrath which hurPd to Pluto's gloomy reign 
The fouls of mighty chiefs untimely ſlain; 
Whole limbs unbury'd on the naked ſhore, 5 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore; 
5.nce great Achilles and Atrides ſtrove, 


Such as the ſovereign doom, and ſuch the will of 
ove. | 


Declare, O Muſe ! in what ill-fated hour, 
Sprung the fierce ſtrife, from what offended power? 10 
Latona's fon a dire contagion ſpread, 

And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead; 

The king of men his reverend prieft defy'd, - 

And for the king's offence the people dy'd. 
For Chryſes ſought with coſtly gifts to gain 


7 
His captive daughter from the vidtor's chain. . 
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Suppliant the venerable father ſtands, 
Apollo's awful enſigns grace his hands: 
By theſe he begs; and lowly bending down, 
Extends the ſceptre and the laurel crown. 20 
He ſued to all, but chiet implor'd for grace 
The brother kings, of Atreus' royal race. 
Ye kings and warriours! may your vows be 
. crown'd, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground; 
May Jove reſtore you, when your toils are o'er, 25 
Safe to the pleaſu.es of your native ſhore. 
But oh! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 
And give Chryſeis to theſe arms again 
If mercy fail, yet let my preſents move, 
And dread avenging Phoebus, ſon of Jove. 30 

The Creeks in ſhouts their joint aſſent declare, 
The prieſt to reverence, and releaſe the fair. 

Not lo Atrides he, with kingly pride, 
Repuls'd the ſacred fire, and thus reply'd : 

Hence, on thy Jife, and fly thoſe oſtile plains, 35 
Nor aſk, preſumptuous, wha: the king detains; * 
Hence, with tny laure} crown, and golden rod, 

Nor truſt tco far thoſe enſigns ot thy God. 

Mine is thy daughter, prieit, a d ſhill remain; 

And prayers, and tears, and brib.s, ſhall plead in 
vain 3 

Till time ſhal] rifle every youthful grace, 

And age diſmits her from my cold embrace, 

In daily labours of the loom employ'd, 

Or doom? 1 to deck the bed ſhe once enjoy'd. 

Hence then, to Argos {hall the maid retire, 45 

Far from her native ſoil, and wetpii g fire. 

The trembling prieſt along the ſhore return'd, 
And in the anguiſh of a father mourn'd. 
| Diſconſolate, not daring to complain, 

S lent he wander'd by the ſo.:nding main: 
Till, fafeat-diſtance, to his God he prays, | 
The God ho darts around the world his rays. 

O Smintheus ! ſprung from fair Latona's line, 
Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine, 

Thou ſource of light! whom Tenedos adores, 5 
And whoſe bright preſence gilds thy Chryſa's ſhores : 
If &er with wreaths I hung thy ſacred fane, 

Or fed the flames with fat of oxen ſlain ; 

God of the filver bow ! thy ſhafrs employ, 

Avenge thy ſervant, and the Greeks deſtroy. 60 

Thus Chryſes pray'd: Ihe favouring power at- 

tends, | 
And from Olympus? lofty tops deſcends. 
Belit was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound; 
Fierce as he mov d, his ſilver ſhaſts reſound; 
Breathing revenge, a ſudden n. ght he ſpread, 65 
And gloomy darkneſs roll'd about his head, 
T e fleet in view, he twang'd his deadly bow, 
And hiſſing fly the ſeather'd fates below. 
On mules and dogs tht infection firſt began; 
Ad laſt, the vengeful arrows fix'd in man. 70 
F r nine long nights through all the duſky air 
Tae pyres thick flaming ſhot a diſmal glare. 
Bu: ere the tc::th revolving day was run, 
Inſpir'd by Juno, 'Thetis' god-like ſon 
Conven'd to council all the Grecian train: 
For much the Goddefs mourn'd her heroes ſtain. 

Th' aſſembly ſeated, rifing o'er the reſt, 
Achilles thus the king of men addreſt: 

Why leave we not the fatal Projan Hore, 
And meaſure batt ue ſeas we croſt before ? 
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The plague deſtroying whom the ſword would ſpare, 
*Tis time to ſave the few remains of war. 

But let ſome prophet, or fome ſacred ſage, 

Explore the cauſe of great Apollo's rage ; 

Or learn the waſteful vengeance-to remove, 85 
By myſtic dreams, for dreams deſcend from Jove. 

If broken vows this heavy curſe have laid, 

Let altars ſmoke, and hecatombs be paid. 

So heaven aton'd ſhall dying Greece reſtore, 


And Phoebus dart his burning ſhafts no more, 90 | 


He ſaid, and ſat: when Chalcas thus repli'd: 
Chalcas the wiſe, the Grecian prieſt and guide, 
That ſacred ſeer, whoſe comprehenſive view 
The paſt, the preſent, and. the iuture Knew: 
Upriſing flow, the venerable ſage _ 95 
Thus ſpoke the prudence and the fears of age. 


Belov'd of Jove, Achilles! would'ſt thou know | 


Why angry Plicebus bends his fatal bow? 

Firſt give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 

Of ſure protection, by thy power and ſword. 100 
For I muſt ſpeak what wiſdom would conceal, 

And truths, invidiou> to the great, reveal. 

Bold is the taſk, when ſuhjects grown too wiſe, 
Inſtruct a monarch where his error lies; 


For though we deem the ſhort-liv*d fury paſt, 105 


Tis ſure, the Mighty will revenge at laſt. 
To whom Pelides. From thy inmoſt ſoul 
Speak what thou know'ſt, and ſpeak without con- 
troul. PS 
Ev*n by that God I ſwear, who rules the day, 
To whom thy hands the vows of Greece convey, 110 
And whoſe bleſt oracles thy lips declare; 
Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 
No daring Greek of all the numerous band 
Againſt his prieſt ſhall lift an imp.ous hand : 
Not ev'n the chief by whom our hoſts are led, 115 
The king of kings, ſhall touch that ſacred head. 
Encourag'd thus, the blameleſs man replies; 
Nor vows unpaid, nor lighted ſacrifice, 
But he, our chief, provok'd the raging peſt, 
Apollo's vengeance for his injur*d prieſt, 120 
Nor will the God's awaken'd fury ceaſe, 
But plagues ſhall ſpread, and funeral fires increaſe, 
Till the great king, without a ranſom paid, 
To her own Chryſa ſend the black-ey'd maid. 
Perhaps, with added ſacrifice and prayer, 125 
The prieſt may par don, and the God may ſpare. 
The prophet ſpoke 3 when with a gloomy frown 
The monarch ſtarted from his ſhining throne ; 
Black choler fill'd his breaſt that boil'd with ire, 
And from his eye- balls flaſh'd the living fire. 130 
Augur accurſt | denouncing miſchief till, 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! 
Still muſt that tongue ſome wounding meſſage bring, 
And ſtili thy prieſtly pride provoke thy king? 
For this ate Phœbus' oracles explor'd, 135 
To teach the Grecks to murmur at their Lord ? 


For this with falſehoods is my honour ftain'd, 


Is heaven offended, and a prieſt profan'd; 

Becauſe my prize, my beauteous maid I hold, 

And heavenly charms prefer to proffer*d gold? 140 
A maid, unmatch'd in manners as in face, 

Skill'd in each art, and crown'd with every grace. 
Not half ſo dear were Clytæmneſtra's charms, 
When firſt her blooming heauties bjeſt my arms. 

Yet if the Gods d. mind her, let her fail; - 145 
Our cares are only for the public weal : 
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Let me be deem'd the hateful cauſe of all, 

And ſuffer, rather than my people fall. 

The prize, the beauteous prize, I will reſign, 

So dearly valued, and ſo juſtly mine, 150 
But ſince for common good I yield the fair, 

My private loſs let grateful Greece repair; 

Nor unrewarded let your prince complain, 

That he alone has fought and bled in vain. 

Inſatiate king (Achilles thus replies) I55 
Fond of the power, but fonder of the prize ! 
Would'ſt thou the Greeks their lawfu] prey ſhould 

yield, 
The due reward of many a weR-fought field? 
The ſpoils of cities raz*d, and warriours ſlain, 
We ſhare with juſtice, as with toil we gain : 160 
But to reſume whate'er thy avarice craves 
(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by ſlaves. 
Yet if our chief for plunder only fight, 
The ſpoils of Ilion ſhall thy loſs requite, 
Whene'er by Jove's decree our conquering powers 165 
Shall humble to the duſt her lofty towers. 

Then thus the king. Shall I my prize reſign 
With tame content, and thou poſſeſt of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and like a God in ſight, 

Think not to rob me of a ſoldier's right. 170 
At thy demand ſhall I reſtore the maid ? 

Firſt let the juſt equivalent be paid; 

Such as a king might aſk; and let it be 

A treaſure worthy her, and worthy me. 

Or grant me this, or with a monarch's claim, 

This hand ſhall ſeize ſome other captive dame; 

The mighty Ajax ſhall his prize reſign, 

Ulyſſes' ſpoils, or ev'n thy own be mine. 

The man who ſuffers, loudly may complain; 

And rage he may, but he ſhall rage in vain, 180 
But this when time requires—tt now remains 

We launch a bark to plow the watery plains, 

And waft the ſacrifice to Chryſa's ſhores, 

With choſen pilots, and with la»ouring oars. 

Soon ſhall the fair the ſable ſhip aſcend, 18 5 
And ſome deputed prince the charge attend: 

This Creta's king, or Ajax ſhall fulfill, 

Or wiſe Ulyſſes ſee perform' d our will; 

Or, if our royal pleaſure ſhall ordain, 

Achilles' ſelf conduct her o'er the main; 190 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage, 

The God propitiate, and the peſt aſſuage. 

At this Pelides, frowning ſtern, reply'd : 

O tyrant, arm'd with inſolence and Pie 
Inglorious ſlave to intereſt, ever join'd 195 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind ! 

What generous Greek, obedient to thy wor 1, 

Shall form an ambuſh, or ſhall lift the ſword ? 

What cauſe have I to war at thy decree ?- 

The diſtant Trojans never injur*d me: 200 
To Phthia's realms no hoſtile troops they led, 

Safe in her vales my warlike courſers fed ; 

Far hence remov'd, the hoarſe-r:ſounding main, 
And walls of rocks, ſecure my native reign, 

Whoſe fruitful ſoil luxuriant harveſts grace, 205 
Rich in her fruits; and in her martial race. o 
Hither we'ſail'd, a voluntary throng, 2 
I' avenge a private, not a public wrong: 
What elſe to Troy th' aſſembled nations draw?, 


But thine, ungrateful, and thy brother's cauſe? 210 
Vol. VI. 


A heavenly witneſs of the wrongs bear 270 
From Atreus ſon : then let thoſe eyes that view 
The daring crime, behold the vengeance too; 

| C 


7 


Is this the pay our blood and toils deſerve 3 
Diſgrac'd and injur'd by the man we ſerve ? 
And dar*ſt thou threat to ſnatch my prize away, 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day ? 
A prize as ſmall, O tyrant ! match'd with thine, 215 
As thy own actions if compar'd to mine. 
Thine in each conqueſt is the wealthy prey, 
Though mine the ſweat and danger of the day. 
Some trivial preſents to my ſhips I bear, 
Or barren praiſes pay the wounds of war. 220 
But know, proud monarch, I'm thy ſlave no more; 
My fleet ſhall waft me to Theſſalia's ſhure. 
Left by Achilles on the Trojan plain, 
What ſpoils, what conqueſts, ſhall Atrides gain ? 
To this the king : Fly, mighty warriour! fly, 225 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats deiy. 
There want not chiefs in ſuch a cauſe to fight, 
And Jove himſelf ſhall guard a monarch's right. 
Of all the kings (the God's diſtinguiſh'd care) 
To power ſuperior none ſuch hatred bear : 230 
Strife and debate thy reſtleſs ſovl employ, 
And wars and horrors are thy ſavage joy ; 
If thou haſt ſtrength, *twas heaven that ſtrength be- 
ſtow'd, 
For know, vain man! thy valour is from God. 
Haſte, launch thy veſſels, fly with ſpeed away, 235 
Rule thy oven realms with arbitrary ſway: 
I heed thee not, but prize at equal rate 
Thy ſhort-liv*d friendſhip, and thy groundleſs hate. 
Go, threat thy earth-born Myrmidons; but here 
Tis mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 240 
Know, if the God the beauteous dame demand, 
My bark ſhall waſt her to her native land; 
But then prepare, imperious prince ! prepare, 
Fierce as thou art, to yield thy captive fair : 
Ev*n in thy tent I'll ſeize the blooming prize, 245 
Thy lov'd Briſeis with the radiant eyes. 
Hence ſhalt thou prove my might, and curſe the hour. 
Thou ſtood'ſt a rival of imperial power; 
And hence to all our hoſt it ſhall be known, ; 
That kings are ſubjects to the Gods alone. 250 
Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppreſt, 
His heart ſwell'd high, and labour'd in his breaſt, 
Diſtracting thoughts by turns his boſom rul'd, 
Now fir'd by wrath, and now by reaſon cool'd : 
That prompts his hand to draw his deadly ſword, 255 
Force through the Greeks, and pierce their haughty 
lord : 
This whiſpers ſoft, his vengeance to controul, 
And calm the riſing tempeſt of his ſoul. 
Juſt as in anguiſh of ſuſpence he Ray'd, 
While half unſheath'd appear'd the glittering blade, 
260 
Minerva ſwift deſcended from above, 
Sent by the ſiſter and the wife of Jove 
(For both the princes claim'd her equal care); 
Rehind ſhe ſtood, and by the golden har 
Achilles ſeiz'd ; to him alone confeſt ; 265 
A ſable cloud.conceal'd her from the reſt. 
He ſees, and ſudden to the Goddeſs cries, 
Known by the flames that ſparkle from her eyes. 
Deſcends Minerva in her guardian care, 
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Forbear ! (the progeny of Jove replies) 
To calm thy fury I forſake the ſkies: 
Let great Achilles, to the Gods refign'd, 
To reaſon yield the empire o'er his mind. 
By awful Juno this command is given; 
Ihe king and you are both the care of heaven. 
The toi ce of keen reproaclies let him feel, 
But ſheath, obedient, thy revenging Ree]. 
For I pronounce (and truſt a heavenly power) 
Thy injur'd honour has its fated hour, 
When the proud mona ch ſhall thy arms implore, 
And brioe thy friendſhip with a boundleſs ſtore. 
Then let revenge no longer bear the ſway, 
Command thy paſſions, and the Gods obey. 
To her Pelides. With regardful car 
*Tis juſt, O Goddeſs ! I thy d. ctate s hear. 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I ſuppreſs : 
Thoſe who revere the Gods, the Gods will bleſs. 290 
He ſaid, obſervant of the blue-ey*d maid ; 
Then in the ſheath return'd the ſhining blade. 
The Goddeſs ſwift to high Olympus flies, 
And joins the ſacred ſenate of the ſkies. 
Nor yet the rage his boiling breaſt forſook, 
Which thus redoubling on Atrides broke. 
O monſter ! mi x'd of infolence and fear, 
Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer 
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When wert thou known in ambuſh'd fights to dare, 


Or nobly face the horrid front of war ? 300 
Lis ours, the chance of fighting fields to try, 
Thine to look en, and bid the valiant die, 

So much tis ſafer through the camp to go, 
And rob a ſubject, than deſpoila foe. 

Scourge of thy people, violent and haſe ! 
Sent by Jove's anger on a flaviſh race, 
Who, loſt to ſenſe of generous freedom paſt, 
Are tam'd to wrongs, or this had been thy laſt. 
Now by this ſacred ſcepter hear me ſwear, 
Which never more ſhall leaves or bloſſoms bear, 
10 


305 


3 
Which ſever'd from the trunk (as 1 from thee) 
Oa the bare mountains left its parent tree ; 
This ſceptre, form'd by temper'd ſteel to prove 
An enſign of the delegates of Jove, 
From whom the power of laws and juſtice 
ſprings 315 
(Tremendous oath! inviolate to kings): 
By this I ſpear, when bleeding Greece again 
Shall call Achilles, the ſhall call in vain. 
When, fluſh'd with ſlaughter, Hector comes to 
ſpread 
The purpled ſhore with mountains of the dead, 
| 320 
Then ſhalt thou mourn th' aftront thy madneſs 
ga ve, 
Forc'd to deplore, when impotent to ſave: 
Then rage in bitterneſs of ſoul to Know- 
This act has made the braveſt Greek thy toe. 
He ipoke : and furious hurl'd againſt the 
ground 325 
14:5 ſceptre ſtarr'd with golden ſtuds around. 
Then ſternly filent ſat. With like diſdain, 

The raging king returned his frowns again. 
To calm their paſſions with the words of age, 
Now f-om his ſeat aroſe the Pylian ſage, 330 

Experienc'd Neſtor, in perſuaſion ſkill'd, 
Words fweet as honey from his lips difcill d; 


J 


Two generations now had paſs'd away, 
Wile by his rules, and happy by his ſway ; 
Two ages o'er his native realm he reign'd, 335 
And now th' example of the third remain'd. 
All view'd with awe the venerable man ; 
Who thus with mild benevolence began : 

What ſhame, what woe is this to Greece! what 

joy 
To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of 
Troy 
That adverſe Gods commit to ſtern debate 
The beſt, the braveſt of the Grecian ſtate. 
Young-as you are, this youthful head reſtrain, 
Nor think your Neſtor's years and wiſdom 
vain. 

A Godlike race of heroes once I knew, 345 
Such, as no more thele aged eyes ſhall view 
Lives there a chief to match Pirithous' fame, 
Dryas the bold, or Ceneus' deathleſs name; 
Theſeus, endued with more than mortal might, 
Or Polyphemus, like the Gods in fight? 
With theſe of old to toils of battle bred, 
In early youth my hardy days I led: 
Fir'd with the thirſt which virtuous envy breeds, 
And ſmit with love of honourable deeds, 
Strongett of men, thy pierc'd the mountain“ 


boar, 
Rang d the wild deſarts red with monſters 
gore, 356 


And from their hills the ſhaggy Centaurs tore. 
Yet theſe with ſoft, perſuaſive arts I ſway'd ; 
When eſtor ſpoke, they liſten'd and obey'd. 
If in my youth, ev'n theſe efteem'd me wiſe; 360 
Do vou, young Warriours, hear my age adviſe. 
Atrides, feize not on the beauteous ſlave; 
That prize the Greeks by common ſuffrage gave: 
Nor thou, Achilles, treat our prince with pride ; 
Let Kings be juſt, and ſovereign power preſide. 
363 
Thee, the firſt honours of the war adorn, 
Like Gods in ſtrength, aud of a Goddeſs born; 
Him, awful majeſty exalts above 
The powers of earth, and icepter'd ſons of Jove. 
Let both unite, with well conſenting mind, 370 
So ſhall authority with ſtreugth be join'd. 
Leave me, O king to claim Achilles rage; 
Kule thou thyielf, as more advanc'd in age. 
Forbid it Gods ! Achilles thould be loſt, 
The pride «©: Greece, and bulwark of our hott. 
: | 4275 
This ſaid, he ceas'd : the king of men replies: 
Thy vears are awful, and thy words are wiſc. 
But that imperious, that unconquer'd ſoul, 
No lav/s can limit, no reſpect conutroul. 
Before his pride muſt his fuper iours fall, 
His word the law, and he the lord of ail ? 
Him mult our hoſts, our chiefs, ourtelves obey ? 
What king can bear a rival in his fway ? 
Grant that the Gods his matchleſs force hat!. 
given; 
Bas foul reproach a privilege from Heaven? 385 
Here on the monarch's ſpeech Achilles broke, 
And furious, thus, and interrupting ſpoke : 
Tyrant, I well deſerv'd thy galling chain, 
To live thy flave, and ſtill to ſerve in vain ; 
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Should I ſubmit to each unjuſt decree : 399 | 
Comm: nd thy vatſals, but command not me. 

Seize on Briſeis, whom the Grecians doom'd 

My prize of war, yet taniely fee reſum'd; 

And ſeige ſecure; no more Achilles draws 

His conquering {wo.d in any woman's cauſe. 

The Gods command nz to forgive the paſt; 


But let this firſt invaſion. be the laſt : 


For know, thy blood, when next thou dar'ſt in- 
vade, . 
Shall ſti eam in vengeance o my reeking blade. 
At this they ceas'd; the ſtern debate expir'd : 
| 400 
The chief in ſu.len maj cy retir'd. | 
Acluilss with Patrocius took his way, 
Where near his tents ::'s hollow veſſels lay. 
Mean tune Atrides iaunch'd with numerous oars 
A we'l-r1gg'd ſhip for Chrvia's ſacred ſhores: 405 
High ov the deck was fair Chriſeis plac'd, 
Aud ſage Ulyiles with the conduct grac'd ; 
Safe 11 her ſides the hecat mb iwey noed, 
Then, ſwaftly ſailing, cut the quid road. 
The hoſt to expiate, next the King prepares, 
410 
With pure luſtr ations, and with ſolemn prayers. 
Wan by the briny wave, the piuus train 
Are c:cans'd, and caſt th' ablutions in the main. 
Along the hoe whole BC cis Wee laid, 


And bulis aud goats co Pu cbs altars paid, 415 


The {9 e fumes in curling ſpixes ariſe, 
And wait their grateful oiour: to the ſkies. 
The army thus in ſacred rites cugag'd, 
Atrides ſtill with deep reſendment rag d. 
Tou it his wil, two ſacred Lc alds ſtood, 420 
Talcaybiuꝭ and Eurybates the good. 
Haſte to the fierce Achilles' tent (he cries) 
'1kence bear Brifcis as our roval prize: 
Submit he maſt or, if they will not part, 
Ourlelf in arms ſhall ai her from his heart. 425 
Th' unwyhag heralds act their lord's com- 
mands ; 
Penſive they walk along the barrcn ſands : 
Airiv'd, the hero in his tent they find, 
Wan glvomy aſpect, on his arm reciin'd. 
At a'vhu, diſtance long they ſilent ſtand, 430 
Loth advance, or ſpeak their bard command; 
1) cent confuſion! This the godiice man 
Pciceiv'd, and thus with accent mild began: 
Wi leave and hunour enter our abodcs, 
Ye .acred miniſters f men and Gods | 435 
I -:ow your meffage ; by conſtraint you came; 
Not yeu, but your imperiovs lord I blame, 
Patroclus haſte, the fair Biueis bring; 
Conduct my captive to the haugnhty King. 


But witneſs, heralds, ard proclaim my vow, 440 


Witne!s to Gods above, and men blow ! - 

But firſt, and Joudeft to your prince declare, 

That lawleſs tyrant whoſe commands you bear; 

Uumov'd as death Achilles ſhall remain. 

Though proftrate Greece ſhould blecd at ev'ry 
Vein : 445 

Tic raging chief in frantic paſſion loſt, 

Blind to himſelf, and uf leſs to his hoſt, 

Unikill'd to judge the future by the paſt, 

In blood and laughter thall repent at laſt, 


Patroclus now th' unwilling beauty brought: 


She, in ſoft ſorrow, and in penſive thought, 

Patt filent, as the heralds held her hand, 

And oft look'd back, flow moving o'er the 

ftrand. 

Not ſo his loſs the fierce Achilles bore ; 

But {ad retiring to the ſounding ſhore, 455 

O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung, 

That kindred deep from whence his mother 
{prung : 

There, bath'd in tears of anger and diſdain, 


Thus loud lamented to the ſtormy main: 


O parent Goddeſs ! fince in early bloom 460 
Thy ſon mult fall, by tov ſevere a doom; 
dure, to ſo ſhort a race of glory horn, 
Great Jove in Juſtice ſhould this tpan adorn : 
Honour and fame at leaſt the Thunderer ow'd, 
And ill he pays the promiſe of a God ; 
If yon proud monarch thus thy ſon defies, 
Obſcures my glories, and reſumes my prize. 
Far from the deep receſſes of the main, 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, 
The Goddeſs-mutaer heard, The waves divide: 
470 
And like a miſt fic roſe above the tide ; 
cheld him mourning on the naked ſhores, 
And thus the forrows of his ſoul explores. 
Why grieves my ien? Thy anguiſh let me ſhare, 
Reveal the cauſe, and truſt a parent's care. 47S 
He deeply ſighing ſaid: To tell my woe, 
Is but to mention Wliat tor well you Know. 
From Thebe ſacred to Apollo's name, 
( Action's realm) our conquering Army came, 
With treaſure loaded and triumphant ſpoils ; 480 
Whole juſt divifivas crown'd the ſoldier's toils; 
But bright Chryſeis, heavenly prize was led, 
By vote ſelected, to the general's bed. 
The prieſt of Phwbus ſought by gifts to gain 
His beautęous daughter from the victor's chain: 


4 
The fleet he reach'd, and lowly bending down, 
Held forth the ſceptre and the laurel crown, 
Entreating alt : but chiet implor'd tor grace 
The brother-Kings of Atreus' royal race: 
The.generous Greeks their joint conſent declare, 


The praeſt to reverence, and releaſe the fair ; 

Not ſo Atrides : He, with wonted pride, 

The fire inſuked, and his gifts deny'd: 

Th' inſulted fire (his God's peculiar care) 

To Phatbus pray'd, and PhUuzbus heard the 
prayer : 

A dreadful plague enſues; th' avenging darts 495 

Inceifant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. 

A prophet then, infpir'd by Heaven aroſe, 

And points the crime, and thence derives t 
woes. | 

My elf the firſt th' aſſembled chiefs inz!lin2 500 

i" avert the avengeance of the power divine; : 

Then riſing in his wrath, the monarch ſtorm'd; 

Incens'd he threaten'd, and his threats per- 
form'd : | 

The fair Chryſeis to her fire was ſent, 


With offer'd gifts to make the God relent; 505 
C2 
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But now he ſeiz'd Briſeis heav'nly charms, 
And of my valour's prize defrauds my arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train ; 
And ſervice, faith, and juſtice plead in vain. 
But, Goddeſs! thou thy ſuppliant ſon attend, 510 
To high Olympus” ſhining court aſcend, 
Urge all the ties to former ſervice ow'd, 
And ſue for vengeance to the thundering Cod. 
Oft haſt thou triumph'd in the glorious boaſt, 
That thou ſtood'iſt forth of all th' zthereal hoſt, 
15 
When bold rebellion ſhook the realms owe.” 
Th' undaunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove. 
When the bright partner of his awful reign, 
'The warlike maid, the monarch of the main, 
The traitor-gods, by mad ambition driven, $20 
Durſt threat with chains th' omnipotence of Hea- 
ven. a 
Then call'd by thee, the monſter Titan came, 
(Whom Gods Briareus, Men Ægeon name) 
Through wondering ſkies enormous ſtalk'd a- 
long; 
Not * he that ſhakes the ſolid earth ſo ſtrong : 
525 
With giant-pride at Jove's high throne he ſtands, 
And brandith'd round him all his hundred hands ; 
Th' affrighted Gods confeſs'd their awful lord, 
They dropt the fetters, trembled, and ador'd. 
This, Goddeſs, this to his remembrance call, 530 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall ; 
Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train, 
To hurl them headlong to their flect and main, 
To heap the ſhores with copious death, and bring 
The Greeks to know the curſe of ſuch a King; 
"at 335 
Let Agamemnon lift his haughty head 
O' er all his wide dominion of the dead, 
And mourn in blood, that e'er he durſt diſgrace 
The boldeſt warrior of the Grecian race. 
Unhappy ſon ! (fair Thetis thus replies, 540 
While tears celeſtial trickle from her eyes) 
Why have I borne thee with a mother's throes, 
To fates averſe, and nurs'd for future woes ? 
So ſhort a ſpace the light of Heaven to view 
So ſhort a ſpace ! and fill'd with ſorrow too! 545 
O might a parent's careful wiſh prevail, 
Far, far from Ilion ſhould thy veſſels ſail, - 
And thon, from camps remote, the danger ſhun, 
Which now, alas ! too nearly threats my ſon. 
Vet (what I can) to move thy ſuit I'll go 550 
To great Olympus crown'd with fleecy ſnow. 
Mean time, ſecure within thy ſhips, from far 
Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. ; 
The fire of Gods and all th' zthereal train, 
On the warm limits of the fartheſt main, 555 
Now mix with mortals, nor diſdain to grace 
The feaſts of Æthiopia's blameleſs 1ace ; 
Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 
Then will I mount the brazen donie, and move 
; bo 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove. a 


1 


OY — 


* Neptune, 


The Goddeſs ſpoke : the rolling waves un- 
cloſe ; | 


ſhe roſe, 
And left him ſorrowing on the lonely coaſt, 


In Chryſa's port now ſage Ulyſſes rode ; 
Beneath the deck the deſtin'd victims ſtow'd ; 
The fails they furl'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 
And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace ty'd. 
Next on the ſhore their hecatomb they land, 570 
Chryſeis laſt deſcending on the ſtrand. 

Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
Ulyſſes led to Phoebus? ſacred fane; 

Where at his ſolemn alter as the maid 

He gave to Chryſes, thus the Hero faid : 575 

Hail! reverend prieſt! to Phabus' awful 

dome | | 
A ſuppliant I from great Atrides come : 
Unranſom'd here receive the ſpotleſs fair ; 
Accept the hecatombs the Greeks prepare ; 

And may thy God, who ſcatters darts around, 580 

Aton'd by ſacrifice, deſiſt to wound. DD 
At this, the fire embrac'd the maid again, 

So ſadly loſt, ſo lately ſought in vain. 

Then near the alter of the darting king, 

Diſpos'd in rank their hecatomb they bring : 585 

With water purify their hands, and take 

The ſacred offering of the ſalted cake ; 

While thus with arms devoutly rais'd in air, 

And ſolemn voice, the prieſt directs his prayer : 

God of the ſilver bow, thy ear incline, ' 590 

Whoſe power incircles Cilla the divine ; 

Whole ſacred eye thy Tenedos ſurveys, 

And gilds fair Chryſa with diſtinguiſh'd rays ! 
If, fir'd to vengeance at thy prieſt's requeſt, 
Thy direful darts inflict the raging peſt; 595 
Once more attend! avert the waſteful woe, 

And ſmile propitious, and unbend thy bow. 

So Chryſes pray'd, Apollo heard' his prayer : 
And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepare ; 
Between their horns the ſalted barley threw, 600 
And with their heads to Heaven the victims 

flew : | | : | 
The limbs they ſever from th' incloſing hide; 
The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide: 
On theſe, in double cawts involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from every part. 605 
The prieſt himſelf before his altar ſtands, 
And burns the offering with his holy hands; 


pIre ; 
The youth with inſtruments ſurround the fire ; 
The thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 610 
Th' aſſiſtants part, transfix, and roaſt the reſt : 
Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare. 
When now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
With pure libations they conclude the feaſt; 615 
The youths with wine the copious goblets 
crown'd, 
And, pleas'd, diſpenſe the flowing bowls around. 
With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends, 


* | The Pxans lengthen'd till the ſun deſcends : | 


Then down the deep ſhe plung'd from whence | 


In wild reſentment for the fair he loſt. 565 


Pours the black wine, and ſees the flames aſ- 
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The Greeks, reſtor'd, the grateful notes pro- 
long; 620 
Apollo liſtens, and approves the ſong. 
"Twas night; the chiefs beſide their veſſel lie, 
Till roſy morn had purpled o'er the ſky : 
Then launch, and hoiſt the maſt ; indulgent gales, 
Supply'd by Phoebus, fill the ſwelling fails ; 625 
The milk-white canvas bellying as they blow, 
The parted ocean foams and roars below: 
Above the bounding billows ſwift they flew, 
Till now the Grecian camp appear'd in view, 
Far on the beach they haul their bark to land 
630 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand) ; ? 
Then part, where ſtretch'd along the winding 
ba . 
The 2 and tents in mingled proſpects lay. 
But raging ſtill, amidſt his navy ſate 
The ſtern Achilles, ſtedfaſt in his hate; 635 
Nor mix'd in combat, nor in council join'd ; 
But waſting cares lay heavy on his mind : 
In his black thoughts revenge and ſlaughter roll, 
And ſcenes of blood riſe dreadful in his ſoul. 
Twelve days were paſt, and now the dawning 
light 640 
The Gods had ſummon'd to th' Olympian height: 
Jove firſt aſcending from the watery bowers, 
Leads the long order of zthereal powers. 
When like the morning miſt in early day, 


Roſe from the flood the daughter of the ſea ; 645 
4 


And to the ſeats divine her flight addreſt. 
There, far apart, and high above the reſt, 
The Thunderer ſat; where old Olympus ſhrouds 
His hundred heads in heaven, and props the 
clouds. 
Suppliant the Goddeſs ſtood ; one handſhe plac'd 
650 
Beneath his beard, and one his knee . 
If e'er, © Father of the Gods ! ſhe ſaid, 
My words could pleaſe thee, or my actions aid ; 
Some marks of honour on my ſon beſtow, 
And pay in glory what in life you owe. 655 
Fame is at leaſt by heavenly promiſe due 
To life ſo ſhort, and now diſhonour'd too. 
Avenge this wrong, oh ever juſt and wiſe ! 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans riſe ; 
Till the proud Kind, and all the Achaian race, 
660 
Shall heap with honour him they now diſgrace. 
Thus Thetis ſpoke, but Jove in ſilence held 
The ſacred councils of his breaſt conceal'd. 
Not ſo repuls'd, the Goddeſs cloſer preſt, 
Still graſp'd his knees, -and urg'd the dear re- 
queſt : 665 
O fire of Gods and men ! thy ſuppliant hear ; 
Refuſe, or grant; for what has Jove to fear? 
Or, oh declare, of all the powers above, 
Is wretched Thetis leaſt the care of Jove ? 


o 


Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies? 
What haſt thou aſk'd ? Ah why ſhould Jove en- 
gage 
In foreign conteſts, and domeſtic rage, 
The Gods complaints, and ſuno's fierce alarms, 
WhileI, too partial, aid the Trojan arms? 675 


Go, leſt the haughty partner of my ſway 

With jealous eyes thy cloſe acceſs ſurvey ; 

But part in peace, ſecure thy prayer is ſped : 
Witneſs the ſacred honours of our head, 

The nod that ratifies the will divine 680 
The faithful, fix'd, irrevocable ſign, 

This ſeals thy ſuit, and this fulfills thy vowg— 
He ſpoke, and awful bends his ſable brows ; 
Shakes his ambroſial curls, and gives the nod; 
The ſtamp of fate, and ſanction of the God > 685 
High heaven with trembling the dread ſignal 


took, a 
And all Olympus to the centre ſhook. 

swift to the ſeas profound the Goddeſs flies, 
Jove to his ſtarry manſion in the ſkies. 

The ſhining ſynod of th' immortals wait 6 

The coming God, and from their thrones of ſtate 

Ariſing ſilent, wrapt in holy fear, 

Before the majeſty of heaven appear. 

Trembling they ſtand, while Jove aſſumes the 
throne, 

All, but the God's imperious queen alone: 695 

Late had ſhe view'd the filver-footed dame, 

And all her paſſions kindled into flame. 

Say, artful manager of heaven (ſhe cries) 

Who now partakes the ſecrets of the ſkies ? 

Thy Juno knows not the decreesof fate, 700 

In vain the partner of imperial ſtate. 

What favourite Goddeſs then thoſe cares divides, 

Which Jove in prudence from his conſort hides ? 

To this the Thunderer ; Seek not thou to find 

The ſacred counſels of Almighty mind : 705 

involy'd in darkneſs lies the great decree, 

Nor can the depths of fate be pierc'd by thee. 

What fits thy knowledge, thou the firſt ſhalt 
know 

The firſt of Gods above and men below ; 

But thou, nor they, ſhall ſearch the thoughts thar 
roll | ; 710 

Deep in the cloſe receſſes of my ſoul. 

Full on the fire the Goddeſs of the ſkies 
Roll'd the large orbs of her majeſtic eyes, 
And thus return'd : Auſtere Saturnius, ſay 
From whence this wrath, or who controls thy 

fway ? | 71 
Thy boundleſs will, for me, remains in force, 
And all thy counſels take the deſtin'd courſe. 

But *tis for Greece I fear: for late was ſeen 

In cloſe conſult the Silver-footed Queen. 

Jove to his Thetis nothing could deny, = 720 
Nor was the ſignal vain that ſhook the ſky. 

What fatal favour has the Goddeſs won, 

To grace her fierce, inexorable ſon ? 

Perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 
And glut his vengeance with my people ſlain. 725 
Then thus the God: Oh reſtleſs fate of pride, 
That ſtrives to learn what heaven reſolves tohide ; 


| Vain is the ſearch, preſumptuous and abhorr'd, 
She ſaid, and ſighing thus the God replies, 670 


Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 

Let this ſuffice ; th* immutable decree 730 
No force can ſhake : what is, that ought to be. 
Goddeſs, ſubmit, nor dare our will withſtand, 

But dread th- power of this avenging hand ; 

Th' united ſtrength of all the Gods above 


In vain reſiſts th' omnipotence of Jove. 735 
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The Thunderer ſpoke, nor durſt the Queen | Once in your cauſe I felt his matchleſs might, 


reply : - . 8 760 
A „ ſilenc'd all the ſky. Hurl'd headlong downward from th' etherial 
The feaſt diſturb'd, with ſorrow Vulcan ſaw height; | 
His mother menac'd, and the Gods in awe ; Toſt all the day in rapid circles round; + 
Peace at his heart, and pleaſure his deſign, 740 | Nor, till the ſun deſcended, touch'd the 
Thus interpos'd the Architect Divine: ground : | 
The wretched quarrels of the mortal ſtate | Breathleſs I fell, in giddy motions loft ; 
Are far unworthy, Gods ! of your debate : The Sinthians rais'd me on the Lemnian coaſt. 
Let men their days in ſenſeleſs ſtrife employ, 765 
We, in eternal peace and conſtant joy. 745 | He ſaid, "oy to her hands the goblet heay'd, 
Thou Goddeſs-mother, with our fire comply, Which with a ſmile, the white-arm'd queen re- 
Nor break the ſacred union of the ſky ; ceiv'd. 


Left, rouz'd to rage, he make the bleſt abodes, | Then to the reſt he fill'd ; and in his turn, 


Launch the red lightening, and dethrone the | Each to his lips apply'd the nectar'd urn. 


Gods. . Vulcan with aukward grace his office plies, 770 
If you ſubmit, the Thunderer ſtands appeas'd ; | And unextingaith'd laughter ſhakes the ſkies, 
| 750 Thus the bleſt Gods the genial day prolong, 


The gracious power is willing to be pleas'd. In feaſts ambroſial, aud celeſtial ſong. 

Thus Vulcan ſpoke ; and riſing with a bound, | Apollo tun'd the lyre; the Mules round 
The double bowl with ſparkliag near crown'd, | With voice alternate aid the filver ſound. 775 
Which held to Juno in a chearful way, Mean time the radiant ſun, to mortal fight 
Goddeſs, (he cried) be patient and obey. 755 | Deſcending ſwift, roll'd down the rapid light, 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, Then to their ſtarry domes the Gods depart, 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. The ſhining monuments of Vulcan's art: 
What God fo daring in your aid to move, 1 Jove on his couch reclin'd his awful head, 780 
Or lift his hand againſt the force of Jove? And Juno flumber'd on the golden bed, 
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The Trial of the Arm, and Catalogue of the Forces. 


JUPITER, in purſuance of the requeſt of Thetis, ſends a deceitful viſion to 
Agamemnon, perſuading bim to lead the army to battle; in order to make the 
Greeks ſenſible of their want of Achilles. The general, who is deluded with the 
hopes of taking Troy without his aſſiſtance, but fears the army was diſcouraged by 
bis abſence and the late plague, as well as by the length of time, contrives to make 
trial of their diſpoſition by a ftratagem. He firſi communicates his defign to the 
princes in council, that he would propoſe a return to the ſoldiers, and that they ſhould 
Put a ſtop to them if the propoſal was embraced. Then he aſſembles the whole hoſt, 
and upon moving for a return to Greece, they unanimouſly agree to it, and run to 


Prepare the ſhips, They are detained by the management of Ulyſſes, who chaſtiſes 
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A thouſand ſchemes the monarch's mind employ ; 
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the inſolence of Therſites. The aſſembly is recalled, ſeveral ſpeeches made on the ae- 
caſion, and at length the advice of Ne/tor followed, which was, to make a general 
muſier of the troops, and to divide them into their ſeveral nations, before they 
proceeded to battle. This gives occaſion to the poet to enumerate all the forces of 
the Greeks and Trojans, and in a large catalogue. 


The time employed in this book conſiſts not entirely of ove day. The ſcene lies in 
the Grecian camp and upon the ſea-ſhore; toward the end it removes to Troy, 


OW pleaſing ſleep had ſeal'd each mortal 
eye, . 

Sree the tents the Grecian leaders lie, 
Th' immortals ſſumber'd on their thrones above; 
All, but the ever wakeful eyes of ſove. 
To honour Thetis' ſon he bends his care, 5 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war : 
Then bids an empty phantom riſe to ſight, 
And thus commands the viſion of the night: 

Fly hence, deluding Dream ! and, light as air, 
To Agamemnon's ample tent repair. 10 
Bid him in arms draw forth th' embattled train, 
Lead all his Grecians to the duſty plain. 

Declare, ev'n now 'tis given him to deſtroy 

The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 

For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 15 
At ſuno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 

And nodding Ilioh waits th' impending fall. 

Swift as the word the vain illuſion fed, 
Deſcends, and hovers o'er Atrides' head; 20 
Cloath'dan the figure of the Pylian ſage, 
Renown'd for wiſdom, and rever'd for age; 
Around his temples ſpreads his golden wing, 

And thus the flattering dream deceives the King: 

Can'ſt thou, with all a nivuarch's cares op- 

preſt, \ | 2 
Oh, Atreus ſon ! can'ſt thou indulge thy reſt ? 
Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Directs in council, and in war preſides, 
To whom its ſafety a whole people owes, 
To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe. 20 
Monarch, awake! tis Jove's command I bear; 
Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 
In juſt array draw forth th' embattled train, 
Lead all thy Grecians to the duſty plain ; 
Ev'n now, O king! *tis given thee to deſtroy 35 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 


Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 


And nodding {lion waits th' impending fall. 40 


Awake, but waking this advice appro'e, 


And truſt the viſion that deſcends from Jove. 
The phantom ſaid; then vaniſh'd from his fight, 
Reſolves to air, and mixes with the night. 


45 
Elate in thought, he ſacks untaken Troy : 


Vain as he was, and to the future blind ; 

Nor ſaw what Jove and ſecret fate defign'd, 

What mighty toils to either hoſt remain, 

What ſceues of grief, and numbers of the ſlain! 
59 
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Eager he riſes, and in fancy hears 

The voice celeſtial murmuring in his ears, 

Firſt on his limbs a lender veſt he drew, 

Around him next the rega! mantle threw ; 

Th' embroider'd ſandals on his feet were tied; 

The ſtarry faulchion glitter'd at his ſide ; 3 

And laſt his arm the maſly ſceptre loads, 

Unſtain'd, immortal, and the gift of Gods. 

Now roſy morn aſcends the court of Jove, 

Lifts up her light, and opens day above, 60 

The king diſpatch'd his heralds with commands 

To range the camp, and ſummon all the bands ; 

The gathering hoſts the monarch's word obey ; 

While to the fleet Atrides bends his way. 

In his black ſhip the Pylian prince he found ; 65 

There calls a ſenate of the Peers around; 

Th' aſſembly plac'd, the King of men expreſt 

The counſels labouring in his artfnl breaſt : - 
Friends and confederatcs ! with attentive ear 

Receive my words, and credit what you hear. 70 

Late as ſlumber'd in the ſhades of night, 

A dream divine appear'd before my ſight, 


Whoſe viſionary form like Neſtor came, 


The ſame in habit, and in mien the ſaine. 

The heavenly phantom hover'd o'er my head, 75 

And, doſt thou ſleep, Oh, Atreus* ſon ? (he 
ſaid) 

III fits z chief who mighty nations guides, 

Directs in council, and in war preſides, 

To u hom its fafety a whole people owes ; 

To waſte Iong nights in indolent repoſe. 

Monarch, awake ! tis Jove's command I bear, 

Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care. 

In juſt array draw forth th* embattled train, 

And lead the Grecians to the duſty plain; 

Ev'n now, O king ! tis given thee to deſtroy $5 


The loſty towers of wide-extended Troy. 


For now no more the Gods with fate contend ; 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 


And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall. go 
This hear obſervant, and the Gods obey ! 
The viſion ſpoke, and paſt in air away. 


Now, valiant chiefs | ſince Heaven itſelf alarms; 
Unite, and route the ſons of Greece to arms. 

But firſt, with caution try what yet they dare, 95 
Worn with nine years of unſucceſsful war ! 

To move the troops to meaſure back the main 
Be mine; and your's the province to detain. 

He ſpoke, and fat ; when Neſtor riſing ſaid, 
(Neſtor, whom Pylos' ſandy realms obey'd) 108 
Princes of Greece, your faithful ears incline ; 
Nor doubt tie viſion of the power dirine; 
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Sent by great Jove to him that rules the hoſt, 


But other forces have our hopes o'erthrown, uy 
Forbid it Heaven ! this warning ſhould be loſt ! | And Troy prevails by armies not her own. 169 The 
Then let us haſte, obey the God's alarms, 103 Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run, 


And join to rouſe the ſons of Greece to arms. Since firſt the labours of this war begun : Thr 
Thus ſpoke the ſage: The kings without delay | Our cordage torn, decay'd our veſſels lie, | 


Diſſolve the council, and their chief obey : And ſcarce enſure the wretched power to fy. — 
The ſceptred rulers lead; the following hoſt Haſte then, for ever leave the Trojan wall 165 
Pour'd forth by thouſands, dar kens all the coaſt. ] Our weeping wives, our tender children call: He 
110 | Love, duty, ſafety, ſummon us away, | v 
As from ſome rocky cleft the ſnepherd ſees Tis nature's voice, and nature we obey, 
Cluſtering in heaps on heaps the driving bees, Our ſhatter'd barks may yet tranſport us o'er, By 
Rolling, and blackening, ſwarms ſucceeding | Safe and inglorious, to our native ſhore. 170 The 
ſwarms, Fly, Grecians, fly, your fails and oars employ, He 
With deeper murmurs and more hoarſe alarms; ] And dream no more of Heaven-defended Troy. Th' 
Duſky they ſpread, a cloſe embody'd crowd, 115 His deep deſign unknown, the hoſts approve Not 
And o'er the vale deſcends the living cloud. Atrides' ſpeech. The mighty numbers move. Jov 
So, from the tents and ſhips, a lengthening train | So roll the hillows to th' Icarian ſhore, 175 
Spreads all the beach, and wide o'erſhades the From Eaſt and South when winds begin to roar, Bey 
plain : Burſt their dark manſions in the clouds, and E 
Along the region runs a deafening found ; ſweep Hir 
Beneath their footſteps groans the trembling | The whitening ſurface of the ruffied deep, 
ground. And as on corn when weſtern guſts deſcend, Be 
Fame flies before, the meſſenger of Jove, I20 | Before the blaſt the lofty harveſts bend: 130 Un 
And ſhining ſoars, and claps her wings above. Thus o'er the field the moving hoſt appears, Ye 
Nine facred heralds now, proclaiming loud With nodding plumes, and groves of waving 
The monarch's will, ſuſpend the liſtening. crowd. ſpears. 


Soon as the throngs in order rang'd appear, 125 | The gathering murmur ſpreads, their trampling 
And fainter murmurs dy'd upon the ear, | feet 

The king of kings his awful figure rais'd ; Beat the looſe ſands, and thicken to the fleet. 
High in his hand the golden ſceptre blaz'd : With long-refounding cries they urge the train 
The golden ſceptre, of celeſtial frame, 185 
By Vulcan form'd, from Jove to Hermes came : | To fit the ſhips, and launch into the main. 


1% | They toil, they ſweat, thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 
The doubling clamours echo to the ſkies. 

Ev'n then the Greeks had left the hoſtile plain, 

And fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain; 190 

But Jove's imperial queen their flight ſurvey'd, 

And ſighing, thus befpoke the blue-ey'd maid : 
Shall then the Grecians fly ! Odire diſgrace ! 

And leave unpuniſh'd this perfidious race? 


To Pelops he th' immortal gift reſign'd ; 
Th' immortal gift great Pelops left behind, 
In Atreus' hand, which not with Atreus ends, 
To rich Thyeites next the prize deſcends : 
And now the mark of Agamemnan's reign, 135 
Subjects all Argos, and controls the main. 

On this bright ſceptre now the king reclin'd, 
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And artful thus pronounc'd the ſpeech defign'd : | Shall Troy, ſhall Priam, and th' adulterous 
Ye ſons of Mars | partake your leader's care, ſpouſe, 195 
Heroes of Greece, and brothers of the war! | In peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows? 
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Of partial Jove with juſtice I complain, 
| And heavenly oracles beliey'd in vain. 


And braveſt chiefs, in Helen's quarrel ſlain, 
Lie unreveng'd on yon deteſted plain ? 


No : let my Greeks, unmov'd by vain alarms, 
A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, Once more refulgent ſhine in brazen arms. 200 


Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich'd with ſpoils. | Haſte, Goddeſs, haſt ! the flying hoſt detain, 

Now ſhameful flight alone can fave the hoſt, 145 J Nor let one fail be hoiſted on the main. 

Our blood, our treaſure, and our glory loſt, Pallas obeys, and from Olympus” height 

So Jove decrees, reſiſtleſs lord of all ! Swift to the thips precipitates her flight ; 

At whoſe command whole empires rife or fall: Þ Ulyſſes, firſt in public cares, ſhe found, 205 

He ſhakes t:e feeble props of human truſt, For prudent counſel like the Gods renown'd: 

And towns and armies humbles to the duſt. 150- Oppreſs'd with gen'rous grief the hero ſtood, 

1 What ſhame to Greece a fruitleſs war to wage, Nor drew his ſable veſſels to the flood. 

. Oh, laſting ſhame in every future age And 1s it thus, divine Laertes' ſon 

Once great in arms the common ſcorn we grow, | Thus fly the Greeks (the martial maid begun) 

Repuls'd and baffled by a feeble foe : | | 210 

So ſmall their number, that if wars were ceas'd | Thus to their country bear their own diſgrace, 
And fame eternal leave to Priam's race ? 

Shall beauteous He'en ſtill remain unfreed, 

Still unreveng'd a thouſand heroes bleed ? 

Haſte, generous Ithacus ! prevent the ſhame, 


| I 

And Greece triumphant held a general feaſt, 

And rank'd by tens, whole decads when they 
dine 

Muſt want a Trojan flave to pour the wine. 


214, 
Recall your armies, and your chiefs reclaim. 


» 
And to the Immortals truſt the fall of Troy. 

The voice divine confeſs'd the warlike maid, 
Ulyſſes heard, nor uninſpir'd obey'd : 220 
Then meeting firſt Atrides, from his hand 
Receiv'd th' imperial ſceptre of command. 

Thus grac'd, attention und reſpect to gain, 

He runs, he flies, through all the Grecian train, 

Fach prince of name, or chief in arms approv'd, 

225 

He fir d with praiſe, or with perſuaſion mov'd. 

Warriours, like you, with ſtrength and wiſ- 
dom bleſt, 

By brave examples ſhonld confirm the reſt. 

The monarch's will not yet reveal'd appears ; 

He tries our courage, but reſents our fears, 230 

Th' unwary Greeks his fury may provoke ; 

Not thus the king in ſecret council ſpoke. 

Jove loves our chief, from Jove his honour 

ſprings, 8 
Beware ! for dreadful is the wrath of kings. 


i 


But if a clamorous vile plebeian roſe, 235 
Him with reproof he check'd, or tam'd with 
blows. 


Be ſtill, thou ſlave, and to thy betters yield; 

Unknown alike in council and in field! 

Ye Gods, what daſtards would our hoſt com- 

mand, 

Swept to the war, the lumber of a land 240 

Be filent, wretch, and think not here allow'd 

That worſt of tyrants, an uſurping crowd: 

To one ſole monarch Jove commits the ſway ; 

His are the laws, and him let all obey. 
With words like theſe the troops Ulyſſes rul'd, 


3 
The loudeſt filenc'd, and the fierceſt cool'd. ha 
Back to th' afſembly roll'd the thronging train, 
Deſert the ſhips, and pour upon the plain. 
Murmuring they move, as when old Ocean roars, 
And heaves huge ſurges to the trembling ſhores : 
250 

The groaning banks are burſt with bettowing 

tound, | 
The rocks remurmur, and the deeps rebound, 
At length the tumult ſinks, the noiſes ceaſe, 
And a ſtill filence lulls the camp to peace, 


Therſites only clamour'd in the throng, 255 
* Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of tongue: 


Aw'd by no ſhame, by no reſpects control'd, 

In ſcandal buſy, in reproaches bold : 

With witty malice ſtudious to defame : 

Scorn all his joy, and laughter all his aim; 260 

But chief he glory'd, with licentious ſtile, 

To laſh the great, and monarchs to revile. 

His figure ſuch as might his ſoul proclaim ; 

One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame ; 

His mountain ſhoulders half his breaſt o'erſpread, 
26 

Thin hairs beſtrew'd his long miſhapen head. ; 


Spleen to mankind his envious heart poſſeſt, 


And much he hated all, but moſt the beſt, 
Ulyſſes or Achilles {till his theme : 
But royal ſcandal nis delight ſupreme. 270 
Long had he liv'd the ſcorn of every Greek, 
— . he ſpoke, yet ſtill they heard him 
peak. | 
Vol. VI, 


We may be wanted on ſome buſy day, 
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Sharp was his voice, which, in the ſhrilleſt tone, 
Thus with injurious taunts attack] the throne : 
Amidſt the glories of ſo bright a reign, 275 
What moves the great Atrides to complain? 
*Tis thine whate'er the warriour's breaſt in- 
flames, 


| The golden ſpoil, and thine the lovely dames. 


With alt the wealth our war and blood beſtow, 

Thy cents are crowded, and thy cheſts o' erflo w, 
| 280 

Thus at full eafe in heaps of riches roll'd, 

What grieves the monarch ? Is it thirſt of gold? 

Say, ſhall we march with our unconquer'd 

powers, 

(The Greeks and I) to Ilion's hoſtile towers, 

And bring the race of royal baſtards here, 285 

For Troy to ranſom at a price too dear ? 


Nut ſafer plunder thy own hoſt ſupplies ; 


Say, would'ſt thou ſeize ſome valiant leader's 
prize? 

Or, if thy heart to generous love be led, 

Some captive fair, to bleſs thy kingly bed? 290 

Whate'er our maſter craves, ſubmit we muſt, 

Plagued with his pride, or puniſn'd for his luſt. 

Oh women of Achaia ! men no more 

Hence let us fly, and let him waſte his ſtore 

In loves and pleaſures on the Phrygian ſhore. 


2959 


When Hector comes : ſo great Achilles may : 
From him he forc'd the prize we jointly gave, 
From him, the fierce, the fearleſs, and the brave : 
And durſt he, as he ought, reſent that wrong, 
300 
This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. 
Fierce from his ſeat at this Ulyſſes ſprings, 
In generous vengeance of the king of kings; 
With indignation ſparkling in his eyes, 
He vies the wretch, and ſternly thus replies: 305 
Peace, factious monſter, born to vex the ſtate, 
With wrangling talents form'd for foul debate: 
Curb that impetuous tongue, nor raſhly vain 
And ſingly mad, aſperſe the ſovereign reign. 
Have we not known thee, flave ! of all our hoſt, 
319 
The man who acts the leaſt, upbraids the moſt ? 
Think not the Greeks to ſhameful flight to bring, 
Nor let thoſe lips profane the name of king. 


For our return we traſt the heavenly Powers ; 


Be that their care; to fight like men be ours. 315 

But grant the hoſt with wealth the general load, 

Except detraction, what haſt thou beſtow'd ? 

Snppoſe ſome hero ſhould his ſpoils reſign, 

Art thou that hero, could thoſe ſpoils be thine ? 

Gods ! let me periſh on this hateful ſhore, 320 

And let theſe eyes behold my ſon no more; 

If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 

To ſtrip thoſe arms thou ill deſerv'ſt to wear. 

Expel the council where our princes meet, 

And ſend thee ſcourg'd and howling thro' the 

fleet. 32 

He ſaid, and cowering as the daſtard bends, 

The weighty ſceptre on his back deſcends: 

On the round bunch the bloody tumours riſe; 


The tears ſpring ſtarting from his haggard eyes * 
D 
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Trembling he fat, and, ſhrunk in abject fears, 330 Full of his God, the reverend Chalcas cried, 390 
From his vile viſage wip'd the ſcalding tears. Ye Grecian warriors! lay your fears aſide, 
While to his nerghbour each expreis'd his thought: | This wonderous ſignal Jove himſelf diſplays, Tf 6 
Ye Gods ! M Frat wonders has Ulyſſes wrought! _ | Of long, Tong labours, but eternal praiſe. Mu 
What fruits his conduct and his courage yield; As many birds as by the ſnake were ſlain, But 
Great in the council, glorious in the field! 4335 | So many years the toils of Greece remain, 395 An 
Generous he riſes in the crown's defence, I But walt tlie tenth, for Ilion's fate decreed ; His 
To curb the factious tongue of infolence. I | Thus ſpoke the prophet, thus the fates ſucceed, Ant 
Such juſt examples on offenders ſhown, | | Obey, ye Grecians! with ſubmiſſion wait, | Let 
Sedition filence, and aſſert the throne. Nor tet your flight avert the Trojan fate. An 
*Twas thats the genera voice the hero prais'd, He faid : the ſhores with loud applauſes found, = 
| ; 340 400 . 
_ Who, rifing high, th“ imperial ſceptre rais'd: The hollow ſhips each deafening ſhout rebound. Til 
=__ - The blue-cy'd Pallas, his celeſtial friend, Then Neſtor thus—Theſe vain debates forbear, Let 
_ ln form a herald) bade the crowds attend. Ye talk Hke children, not like heroes dare. Til 
Th' expecting crowds in ftill attention hung, Where now are all your high reſolves at laſt ? W. 
To hear the wiſdom of his heavenly tongue. 345 | Your leagues concluded, your engagements paſt? . Ea 
Then deeply thoughtful, panfing ere he ſpoke, | 405 An 
His filence thus the prudent hero broke : Vow'd with libations and with victims then, W. 
Unhappy monarch } whom the Grecian race, I Now yaniſh'd like their ſmoke : the faith of men! W. 
With ſhame deſerting, heap with vile diſgrace. | While uſeleſs words conſume th' unactive hours, Th 
Not ſuch at Argos was their generous vow, $350 | No wonder Troy ſo long reſiſts our powers. Th 
Once all their voice, but, ah! forgotten now: |} Riſe, great Atrides ! and with courage ſway ; 410 
Ne'er to return, was then the common cry, We march to war, if thou direct the way. 
Till Troy's proud ſtructures ſhogld in aſhes lie. But leave the few that dare reſiſt thy laws, Lo 
Behold thera weeping for their natrve ſhore ! The mean deſerters of the Grecian cauſe, Tl 
What could their wives or helpleſs children more? | To grudge the conqueſts mighty Jove prepares, A 
EE 355 And view with envy our ſucceſsful wars. 415 St 
What heart but melts fo leave the tender train, I On that great day when firſt the martial train, = 
And, one ſhort month, endute the wintery main? | Big with the fate of Ilion, plow'd the main, * 
Few leagues remov'd, we wiſh our peaceful ſeat, Jove on the right, a proſperous ſignal ſent, T 
When the ſhip toſſes, and tlie tempeſts beat: And thunder rolling ſhook the firmament, A 
Then well may this long ſtay provoke their wok Encourag'd hence, maintain the glorious ſtrife, . 2 
: | 3 20 
Fhe tedious length of nine revolving years. Till every ſoldier graſp a Phrygian wife, a A 
Not for their grief the Grecian hoft I blame : Till Helen's woes at full reveng'd appear, N 
But vanguiſh'd ! baffled ! oh, eternal ſhame ! And Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear, 
Expect the time to Troy's deſtruction given, Before that day, if any Greek invite T 


And try the faith of Chalcas and of Heaven. 365 | His country's troops to baſe, inglorious flight ; 425 
What paſs'd at Aulis, Greece can witneſs bear, Stand forth that Greek ! and hoiſt his fail to fly, 
And all who live to breathe this Phrygian air. And die the daſtard firſt, who dreads to die. 


Beſide a fountain's ſacred brink we rais'd But now, O monarch ! all thy chiefs adviſe : 
Our verdant altars, and the victims blaz'd ; "Nor what they offer, thou thyſelf deſpiſe. 
('Twas where the plane-tree ſpreads its ſhades .| Among thoſe councils, let not mine be vain ; 436 
around) 370 | In tribes and nations to divide thy train; 
The altars heav'd ; and from the crumbling ground | His ſeparate troops let every leader call, 
A mighty dragon ſhot, of dire portent ; Each ſtrengthen each, and all encourage all. 
From Jove himſelf the dreadful ſign was ſefif, What chief, or ſoldicr, of the numerous band, 
Strait to the tree his ſanguine ſpire he roll'd, Or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, 435 
And curl'd around in many a winding feld. 375 | When thus diſtin& they war, ſhall ſoon be known; 
The topmoſt branch a mother-bird poſſeſt; And what the cauſe of Ilion not o'er-thrown 
Eight callow infants fill'd the moſſy neſt; If fate refiſts, or if our arms are flow, 


Herſelf the ninth : the ſerpent, as he hung, If Gods above prevent, or men below. 

Stretch'd his black jaws, and craſh'd the crying To him the king: How much thy years excel 
young ; 11 | 

While hovering near, with miſerable moan, 380 | In arts of council, and in ſpeaking well? 

The droogtng mother wail'd her children gone. O would the Gods, in love to Greece, decree 

The mother laſt, as round the neſt ſhe flew, But ten ſuch ſages as they grant in thee ; 


Seiz'd by the beating wing, the monſter flew : Su- h wiſdom ſoon ſhould Priam's force deſtroy, 
Nor long ſurviv'd ; to marble turn'd he ſtands And ſoon ſhould fall the haughty towers of Troy! 
A laſting prodigy on Aulis' ſands. 335 ; 1 5 | 
Such was the will of Jove; and hence we dare - | But Jove forbids, who plunges thoſe he hates 
Truſt in his omen, and ſupport the war. In fierce contention and in vain debates. 


For wh:le around we gaze with wondering eyes, | Now great Achilles from our aid withdraw, 
And trembling ſought the powers with ſacrifice, | By me provok'd ; a captive maid the cauſe ; 
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| The fires are kindled, and the ſmokes aſcend ; 475 | 


Before the night her gloomy veil extends, 
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Tf e'er as friends we join, the Trojan wall 450 
Muft ſhake, and heavy will the vengeance fall! 
But now, ye warriours, take a ſhort repaſt : 
And, well-refreſh'd, to bloody conflict haſte. 
His ſharpen'd ſpear let every Grecian wield, 
And every Grecian fix his brazen ſhield : 455 
Let all excite the fiery ſteeds of war, 
And all for combat fit the rattling car. 
This day, this dreadful day, let each contend ; 
No reſt, no reſpite, till the ſhades deſcend ; | 
Till darkneſs, or till death, ſhall cover fl: 450 
Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall! 
Till bath'd in ſweat be every manly breaſt, 
With the hnge ſhield each brawny arm depreſt, 
Each aching nerve refuſe the lance to throw, 
And each ſpent courſer at the chariotblow. 465 
Who dares, inglorious, in his ſhips to ſtay, 
Who dares to tremble on this ſignal day ; 
That wretch, too mean to fall hy martial power, 
The birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

The manarch ſpoke ; and ſtrait a murmur roſe, 

| | 470 

Loud as the ſurges when the tempeſt blows, 
That daſh'd on broken rocks tumultuous roar, 1+ 
And foam and thunder on the ſtony ſhore. 
Straight to the tents the troops diſperſing bend, 


With haſty feaſt they ſacrifice, and pray, 

I' avert the dangers of the doubtful day. 

A ſteer of five years' age, large limb'd, and fed, 
To ſove's high altars Agamengaon led: 

There bade the nobleſt of the Grecian peers ; 480 
And Neſtor firſt, as moſt advanc'd in years. 
Next came Idomeneus, and Tydeus' ſon, 
Ajax the leſs, and Ajax Telamon ; e 

Then wife Ulyſſes in his rank was plac'd ; 

And Menelaus came unbid, che laſt. 

The chiefs ſurround the deſtin'd beaſt, and take 
The ſacred offering of the ſalted cake. 
When thus the king prefers his ſolemn prayer: 

Oh thou ! wheſe thunder rends the clouded air, 
Who in the heaven of heavens has fix*d thy throne, 


; 490 
Supreme of Gods! unbounded and alone ! 
Hear ! and before the burning ſun deſcends, g 
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Low in the duſt be Jaid yon hoſtile ſpires, 

Be Priam's palace ſunk in Grecian fires, 495 

In Hector's breaſt be plung'd this ſhining ſword, 

And ſlaughter'd heroes groan atound their lord! 
Thus pray'd the chief ; his unavailing prayer 

Great Jove refus'd, and toſt in empty air e | 

The God averſe, while yet the ſumes aroſe, $oo 

Prepar'd new toils, and doubled woes on woes. 

Therr prayers perform'd, the chiefs the rite purſue, 

The barley ſprinkled, and the victim flew, | 

The limbs they ſever from th incloſing hide, 

The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide. $05 

On theſe, in double cauls involw'd with art, 

The choiceſt morſels lie from every part. 

From the cleft wood the. crackling flames aſpire, 

While the fat victim feed: the ſacred fire. 

The thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 510 

Th” affiſtants part, trans fix, and roaſt the reſt ; 

Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 


Each takes his ſeat, and each receives bis ſhare. 
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Soon as the rage of hunger was ſuppreſt, 

The generous Neſtor thus the prince addreft: 515 
Now bid thy heralds ſound the loud alarms, 

And call the ſquadrons ſheath'd in brazen arms: 

Now ſeize th* occaſion, new the troops ſurvey, 

And lead to war when Heaven direfts the way. 


He ſaid ; the monarch iſſued his commands: 520 


Straight the loud heralds call the gathering hands. 
The chiefs incloſe their King: the hoſt divide, 

In tribes and nations rank'd on either fide, 

High in the midſt the blue-eyed Virgin flies; 
From rank to rank ſhe darts her ardent eyes : 525 
The dreadful ægis, Jove's immortal ſhield, : 
Blaz'd on her arm, and lighten'd all the field: 
Round the vaſt orb an hundred ſerpents roll'd, 
Form'd the bright fringe, and ſeem'd to burn in 


gold. 
With this each Grecian's manly breaſt ſhe warms, 


h 530 
Swells their bold hearts, and ſtrings their ner vous 


arms; 

No more they ſigh, mglorious, to 4 
But breathe revenge, and for th combat burn. 

As on ſome mountain, through the lofty grove, 
The crackling flames aſcend, and blaze above; 535 
Ihe fires expanding as the winds ariſe, 

Shoot their long heams, and kindle half the ſkies : 

So from the paliſh'd arms. and brazen ſhields, 

A gleamy ſplendour flaſn'd along the fields. 

Not leſs their number than th embody'd cranes, 540 

Or milk-white ſwans in Afius* watery plains, 

That o'er the windings of Cayſter's ſprings, 

Stretch their long necks, and clap their ruſtling 
Wings, 

Now tower aloft, and courſe in airy rounds ; 

Now light withnoiſe; with noiſe the feld reſounds. 


4 
Thus numerous and confus'd, extending we, 
The legions crowd Scamander*s flowery ſide ; 
With ruſhing troops the plaing are covered o'er, 
And thundering footſteps ſhake the ſounding ſhore. 
Along the river's level meads they ſtand, 550 
Thick as in ſpring the flowers adorn the land, 

Or leaves the trees; or thick as inſeQs play, 

The wandering nation of a ſummer's day, 

That, drawn by milky ſteams, at evening hours, 
In gather'd ſwarms ſurraund the rural bowers ; 555 
From pail to pail with buſy murmur run : 
The gilded legions, glittering in the ſun. 


So throng d, ſo cloſe, the Grecian ſquadrons ſtood 


In radiant arms, and thirſt for Trojan blood. 

Each leader now his ſcattered force conjoins 560 

Jn cloſe array, and forms the deepening lines. 

Not with more eaſe, the ſkilful ſhepherd ſwain 
ollects his flocks from thouſands on the plain. 

The King of Kings, majeſtically tall, 

Towers o' er his armies, and outſhines them all; 


56 8. 


Like ſome proud bull that round the paſtures leads 
Fis ſubje&-herds, the monarch of the meads. 
Great as the Gods, th' exalted chief was ſeen, 
His Rrength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien, 
Jove o'er his eyes celeſtial glories ſpread, 57 
And dawning conqueſt play'd around his head. 
Say, Virgins, ſeated round the throne divine, 
All-knowing Goddeſſes ! immortal nine 
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Since earth's wide regions, heaven's anna" d 
height, 
And hell's abyſs, hide nothing from your ſight. 575 
e wretched mortals ! leſt in doubts below, 
But gueſs by rumour, and but boaſt we know) 
Oh, ſay what heroes, fir'd by thirſt of fame, 
Or urg'd by wrongs, to Troy's deſtruction came? 
To count them all, demands a thouſand Ems 
o 
A throes of braſs, and enn lungs. 
Daughters of love, aſſiſt ! inſpir'd by you 
The mighty labour dauntleſs I purſue : 
What crowed armies, from what climes they bring, 
Their names, their numbers, and their ane 1 
ſing. 
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The hardy warriours whom Bœotia bred, 
Penelius, Leitus, Prothotnor led: 
With theſe Arceſilaus and Clonius ſtand, 
Equal i in arms, and equal in command. 
heſe head the troops that rocky Aulis yields, 590 
And Eteon's hills, and Hyric's watery fields, 
And Schœnos, Scholos, Græa near the main, 
And MycaleMa's ample piny plain. 
Thoſe who on Peteon or Ilefion dwell, 
Or Harma where Apollo's prophet fell ; 595 
Heleon and Hylè, which the ſprings o 'erflow ; 3 
And Medeon lofty, and Ocalea low ; 
Or in the meads of Haliartus ſtray, 
Or Theſpia ſacred to the God of Day. 
Oncheſtus, Neptune's celebrated groves; 6c 
Copz, and Thiſbe, fam'd for filver doves, 
For flocks Erythræ, Gliſſa for the vine; 
Plat ea green, and Nyſa the divine. 
And they whom Thebe's well-built walls 3 
Where Myde, Eutreſus, Coronë roſe ; 
And Arne rich, with purple harveſts crown'd ; 
And Anthedon, Bœotia's utmoſt bound. 
Full fifty ſhips they ſend, and each conveys 
Twice ſixty warriours thr ough the foaming ſeas. 
To theſe ſucceed Aſpledon's martial train, 610 
Who plow the ſpacious Orchomenian plain. 
Two valiant brothers rule th' undaunted dex, 
Lilmen and Aſcalaphus the firong : 
Sons of Aſtyoche, the heavenly fair, 
Whoſe Virgin charms ſubdued the God of _ 
; 15 
(In Actor's court as ſhe retir'd to reſt, 
The ſtrength of Mars the bluſhing maid compreſt). 
Their troops in thirty ſable veſſels ſweep 
With equal oars the hoarſe-reſounding deep. 


The Phocians next in forty harks repair, 620 


Epiitrophus and Schedius head the war. 

From thoſe rich reg ions where Cephiſſus leads 

His filver current through the flowery meads z ; 

From Panopea, Chryſa the divine, 

Where Anemoria's ftately turrets thine, 

Where Pytho, Dauli-, Cypariſſus ſtood, 

And fair Lilza views the riſing flood. 

Theſe ranz'd in order on the flo-ting tide, 

Cloſe on the left, the bold Bozotians fide. 
Fierce Ajax led the Locrian {quadrons on, 639 

Ajax the leſs, Oileus' valiant ſon ; 

Skill'd to direct the flying dart aright ; 

Swift in purſuit and active i in the ght ; 
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Him, as their chief, the choſen troops attend, 
Which Beſſa, Thronus, and rich Cynos ſend: 63 5 
Opus, Calliarus, and Scarphe's bands, 
And thoſe who dwelt where pleaſing Augia 
ſtands, 
And where Boigrins floats the lowly lands, 
Or in fair Taphe's ſylvan ſeats reſide 
In forty veſſels cut the liquid tide. - 640 
Eubeœa next her martial ſons prepares, 
And ſends the brave Abantes to the wars: 
Breathing revenge, in arms they take their way 
From Chalcis* walls, and ſtrong Eretria'; 
Th' Ifteian field for generous vines renown'd, 645 
The fair Cariſtos, and the Styrian ground; 
Where Dios from her towers o'erlooks the plain, 
And high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
Down their broad ſhoulders falls a length of hair; 
Their hands diſmiſs not the long lance in air; 650 
But with protended ſpears in fighting fietds, 
Pierce the tough corſelets and the brazen ſhields, 
Twice twenty ſhips tranſport the warlike bands, 
Which bold Elphenor, fierce in arms, commands. 
Full fifty more from Athens ſtem the main, 655 
Led by Meneſtheus through the liquid plain, 
(Athens the fair, where great Erectheus ſway'd, 
That ow'd his nurture to the blue- eyed Maid, 


But from the teeming furrow took his birth, 


The mighty offspring of the foodful earth. 660 

Him Pallas plac'd amidſt her wealthy fane, 

Ador'd with ſacrifice and oxen flain ; 

Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 

And all the tribes reſound the Goddeſs? praiſe) 

No chief like thee, Meneſthens ! Greece could 

yield, 665 

To marſhal armies in the duſty field, 

Th' extended wings of battle to diſplay, 

Or cloſe th* embody'd hoſt in firm array. 

Neftor alone, improv'd by length of days, 

For martial conduct bore an equal praiſe. 670 
With theſe appear the Salaminian bands, 

Whom the gigantic Telamon commands ; 


courſe, 

And with the great Athenians join their force. 

Next move to war the generous Argive train, 
From high Troœzenè, and Maſeta's plain, 
And fair Ægina circled by the main: 
Whom ſtrong Tyrinthe's lofty walls ſurround, 
And Epidaur with viny harveſts crown'd ; 
And where fair Aſinen and Hermion ſhow 680 
Their cliffs above, and ample bay below. 
Theſe by the brave Euryalus were led, 
Great sthenelus, and greater Diomed, 
But chief Tydides bore the ſovereign ſway ; ; 


In four-fcore barks they plow the watery way. 685 


The proud Mycene arms her martial powers, 
Cleone, Corinth, with imperial towers, 
Fair Arzthyrea, Ornia's fruitful plain, 
| And Ægeon, and Adraſtus', ancient reign; 
And thoſe who dwell along the ſandy ſhore, 690 
And where Pellenè yields her fleecy ſtore, 
Where Helicè and Hypereſia lie, 
And Gonoella's ſpires ſalute the ſky. 


A hundred veſſels in long order ſtand, 695 


Great Agamemnon rules the numerous band, 


And cr rowded nations wait his dread command. 


In twelve black ſhips to Troy they ſteer their 
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High on the deck the king of men appears, 

And his refulgent arms in triumph wears ; 

Proud of his hoſt, unrivall'd in his reign, 

In ſilent pomp he moves along the main. 700 
His brother follows, and to vengeance warms 

The hardy Spartans exercis'd in arms; 

Phares and Bryſia's valiant troops, and thoſe 

Whom Lacedzmon's lofty hills incloſe : 

Or Meſſe's towers for filver doves renown'd, 705 

Amyclæ, Laas, Augia's happy ground, 

And thoſe whom Oetylos' low walls contain, 

And Helos, on the margin of the main : 

Theſe, o'er the bending ocean, Helen's cauſe, 

In ſixty ſhips, with Menelaus draws : 710 

Eager and loud from man to man he flies, 

Revenge and fury flaming in his eyes; 


While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 


The fair-one's grief, and ſees her falling tears. 

In ninety fail, from Pylos' ſandy coaſt, 715 

Neſtor the ſage conducts his choſen hoſt : 

From Ampkigenia's ever fruitful land; 

Where Epy high, and little Pteleon ſtand ; 

Where beauteous Arenè her ſtruQtures ſhows, 

And Thryon's walls Alpheus' ſtreams incloſe : 
6 720 

And Dorion, fam'd for Thamyris' diſgrace, 

Superior once of all the tuneful race, 

Till, vain of mortals empty praiſe, he ſtrove 

To match the ſeed of cloud-compelling Jove ! 

Too daring bard ! whoſe unſucceſsful pride 725 

Th' immortal Muſes in their art defy'd. 

Th' avenging Muſes of the light of day 

Depriv'd his eyes, and ſnatch'd his voice away ; 

No more his heavenly yoice was heard to ſing, 

His hand no more awak'd the filver ſtring. 730 

Where under high Cyllene, crown'd with wood, 
The ſhaded tomb of old ZEgyptus ſtood ; 

From Ripe, Stratie, Tegea's bordering towns, 

The Phenezn fields, and Orchomenian downs, 

Where the fat herds in plenteous paſture rove ; 

N : 735 

And Stymphelus with her ſurrounding grove, 

Parrhaſia, on her ſnowy cliffs reclin'd, 

And high Eniſpè ſhook by wintery wind, 

And fair Mantinea's ever pleaſing ſite ; 

In fixty ſail th* Arcadian bands unite, 740 

Bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, 

(Ancæus' ſon) the mighty ſquadron led. 

Their ſhips, ſupply'd by Agamemnon's care, 

8 roaring ſeas the wondering warriours 
ear ; 1 

The firſt to battle on th' appointed plain, 745 

But new to all the dangers of the main. 

Thoſe, where fair Elis and Bupraſium join ; 
Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrſinus confine, 
And bounded there where o'er the valleys roſe 
Th' Olenian rock; and where Aliſium flows; 750 
Beneath four chiefs (a numerous army) came : 
The ftrength and glory of th' Epean name. 


In ſeparate ſquadrons theſe their train divide, 


Each leads ten veſſels through the yielding tide. 
One was Amphimachus, and Thalphius one 7 55 
(Eurytus' this, and that Teatus ſon) ; 

Diores ſprung from Amarynceus' line ; 

Ard great Polyxenus, of force divine, 


But thoſe who view fair Elis o'er the ſeas 
From the bleſt iſlands of th' Echinades, 760 
In forty veſſels under Meges-move, 
Begot by Phyleus the belov'd of Jove. 
To ſtrong Dulichium from his fire he fled, 
And thence to Troy his hardy warriors led. 
Ulyſſes follow'd through the watery road, 765 


A chief, in wiſdom equal to a God. 

| With thoſe who Cephalenia's iſle inclos'd, 
Or till their fields along the coaſt oppos'd ; 
Or where fair Ithaca o'erlooks the floods, 


Where high Neritos ſhakes tris waving woods, 770 

Where ZEgilipa's rugged ſides are ſeen, | 

Crocylia rocky, and Zacynthus green. 

Theſe in twelve galleys with vermillion prores, 

Beneath his conduct ſought the Phrygian ſhores. 
Thoas came next, Andræmon's valiant ſon, 775 

From Pleuron's walls, and chalky Calydon, | 

And rough Pylenè, and th' Olenian ſteep, 

And Chalcis beaten by the rolling deep. 

He led the warriours from th' Ætolian ſhore, 


For now the ſons of Oeneus were no more! 780 


The. glories of the mighty race were fled ! 
Oeneus himſelf, and Meleager dead ! 
To Thoas care now truſt the martial train, 


His forty vetlels follow through the main. 


Next eighty barks the Cretan king —— 
785 
Of Gnoſſus, Lyctus, and Gortyna's bands, 
And thoſe who dwell where Rhytion's domes ariſe, 
Or white Lycaſtus glitters to the ſkies, 
Or where by Pheſtus ſilver Jardan runs; 
Crete's hundred cities pour forth all her ſons. 790 
Theſe march'd, Idomeneus, beneath thy care, 
And Merion, dreadful as the God of war. 
Tlepolemus, the ſon of Hercules, 
Led nine ſwift veſſels through the foamy ſeas; 
From Rhodes with everlaſting ſunſhine bright, 79g 
Jalyſſus, Lindus, and Camirus white. 
His captive mother fierce Alcides bore, 
From Ephyr's walls, and Selle's winding ſhore, 
Where mighty towns in ruins ſpread the plain, 
And ſaw their blooming warriours early lain. 800 
The hero, when to manly years he grew, 
Alcides' uncle, old Licymnius, flew ; 
For this, conſtrain'd to quit his native place, 
And ſhun the vengeance of the Herculean race, 
A fleet he built, and with a numerous train 80g 
Of willing exiles, wander'd o'er the main ; 
Where, many ſeas and many ſufferings paſt, 
On happy Rhodes the chief artiv'd at laſt : 
There in three tribes divides his native band, 
And rules them peaceful in a foreign land; 810 
Encreas'd and proſper'd in their new abodes, 
By mighty Jove, the fire of men and Gods; 
With joy they ſaw the growing empire riſe, 
And ſhowers of wealth deſcending from the ſkies. 
Three ſhips with Nireus ſought the Trojan 
1thore, : 
Nireus, whom Agläe to Charopus bore, 
Nireus, in faultleſs ſhape and blooming grace, 
The lovelieſt yout of all the Grecian race; 
Pelides only match'd his early charms ; 
But few his troops, and ſmall his ſtrength in _ 


30 
Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, 
Of thoſe Calydnz's ſea-girt iſles eontain; 
With them che youth of Nyſyrus repair, 
Caſus the ſtrong, and Crapathus the fair; 
Cos, where Eurypylus poſſeſt the ſway, 

Till great Alcides made the realms 6bey : 
Theſe Antiphus and bold Phidippus bring, 
Sprung from the God by Theſſalus the king. 


825 


From Alos, Alope, and Trechin's towers; 830 
From Phthia's ſpacious vales ; and Hella, bleſt . 
With female beauty far beyond the reſt. £8 
Full fifty ſhips beneath Achilles' care, 

Th' Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians bear; 
Theſſalians all, though various in their name ; 


- - 35 
The ſame their nation, and their chief the ſame. 
But now, inglorious, ſtretch'd along the ſhore, 
They hear the brazen voice of war no more; 
No more the fee they face in dire array; 
Cloſe in his fleet the angry leader lay ; 
Since fair Briſeis from his arms was torn, . 
The nobleſt ſpoil from ſack'd Lyrneſſus borne, 
Then, when the chief the Theban walls o'er- 


840 


threw, ; 

And the bold ſons of great Evenus flew. 

There mourn'd Achilles, plung'd in depth of 
cCare, 845 

But ſoon to riſe in ſlaughter, blood, and war. 

. To theſe the youth of Phylace ſucceed, 

Itona, famauns for her fleecy breed, 

And graſſy Pteleon deck'd with cheerful greens, 

The bowers of Ceres, and the ſylvan ſcenes, 850 

Sweet Pyrrhaſus, with blooming flowretscrown'd, 


Theſe own'd as chief Pratefilas the brave, 

Who now lay filent in the gloomy grave : 

The firſt who boldly touch'd the Trojan _— 
| | 55 

And dy'd a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore; 

There lies, far diſtant from his native plain ; 1 

Unfiniſh'd, his proud palaces remain, 

And his ſad conſort beats her breaſt in yain. 

His troops in forty ſhips Podarces led, 

Iphiclus' ſon, and brother to the dead; 

Nor he unwerthy to comm̃and the hoſt ; 

Yet ſtill they mourn'd their ancient leader loſt. 
The men who Glaphyra's fair ſoil partake, 

Where hills encircle Buebe's lowly lake. 

Where Phere hears the neighbouring waters 

fall, 

Or proud lolicus lifts her airy wall, 

Ja ten black ſhips embark'd for Ilion's fhore 

With bold Eumylus, whom Alceſte bore: 

All Pelias' race Alceſtè far outſhin'd, 

The grace and glory of t © heauteous kind. 
The troops Methone, or Thaumachia yields, 

Olizon's rocks, or Melibaa's fields, 

With Philoctetes ſail'd, whoſe matchleſs art 

From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart. 


860 


870 


Seven were his ſhips ; each veſſel fifty row, 
Skill d in his ſcience of the dart and bow. 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 

A poiſonous Hydra gave the burning wound; 


And Antroa's watery dens, and cavern'd ground. 


865 


875 


Now, Muſe, recount Pelaſgic Argos“ powers, 


q 
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There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain, 880 


To theſe his ſkili their * Parent-God imparts, 
| on 80 


Whom Greece at length ſhall wiſh, nor wiſh in 
vain. | 
His forces Medon led from Lemnos' ſhore, 
Gilens' ſon, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 
Th' Oechalian race, in thoſe high towers con- 
tain'd | | 
Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign'd, 


88 
Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears, . 
Or where Ithome, rough with rocks, appears ; 
In thirty fail the ſparkling waves divide, 
Which Podalirius and Machaon guide. 


Divine profeſſors of the healing arts. 5 


The bold Ormenian and Aſterian bands 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands, 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in ſnow, 
And where Hyperia's ſilyer fountains flow. 89g 
Thy troops, Argiſſa, Polypates leads, 
And Eleon, ſhelter'd by Olympus? ſhades, | 
Gyrtone's warriours ; and where Orthè lies, 


And Oleoffon's chalky cliffs ariſe. 


Sprung from Pirithous of immartal race, 909 

The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, 

(That day when, hurl'd from Pelion's cloydy 
—_ N | | 


'To diſtant dens the ſhaggy Centaurs fled) 


With Polypœtes join'd in equal ſway 

Leontes leads, and forty ſhips obey, gog 
In twenty ſail the bold Perrhæbians came 

From Cyphus, Guneus was their leader's name. 

With 'theſe the Enians join'd, and thoſe who 

freeze | | Oni 

Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees 

Or where the pleaſing Titareſius glides 910 

And into Peneus rolls his eaſy tides; » | 

Yet o'er the filver furface pure they flow, 


The ſacred ſtream unmix'd with ſtreams below, 


Sacred and awful! From the dark abodes 


Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of | 
Gods | | 


Laſt under Prothous the Magneſians ſtood, a 
Prothous the ſwift, of old Tenthredron's blood; 


Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny 


boughs, 
Obſcures the glade, and nods his ſhaggy brows ; 
Or where through flowery Tempe Peneus ſtray'd, 


920 
(The region ſtretch'd beneath his mighty ſhade) 
In forty ſable barks they ſtemm'd the main; 
Such were the chiefs, and ſuch the Grecian train. 
Say next, O Muſe ! of all Achaia breeds, 
Who braveſt fought, or rein'd the nobleſt ſteeds? 


Eumelus' mares are foremoſt in the chace, 

As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race : 

Bred where Pieria's faithful fountains flow, 

And train'd by him who bears the ſilver how. 

Fierce in the fight their noſtrils breath'd a flame, 
930 

Their height, their colour, and their age the 
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O'er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 

And break the ranks, and thunder through the 
war. 

Ajax in arms the firſt renown acquir'd, ' 

While ſtern Achilles in his wrath retir d 933 

(His was the ſtrength that mortal might exceeds; 

And his, th' unrivall'd race of heavenly ſteeds). 

But Thetis' ſon now ſhines in arms no more; 

His troops, neglected on the ſandy ſhore, 

In empty air their ſportive javelins throw, 940 

Or whirl the diſk, or bend an idle bow: 

Unſtain'd with blood his cover'd chariots ſtand; 

Th' immortal courſers gfaze along the ſtrand ; 

But the brave chiefs th* inglorious life deplor'd, 

And wandering o'er the camp, requir'd their 
lord. 945 

Now like a deluge, covering all around, 
The ſhining armies ſwept along the ground: 
Swift as a flood of fire, when ſtorms ariſe, 
Floats the wide field, and blazes to the ſkies. 
Earth groan'd beneath them ; as when angry 

Jove | 950 
Hurls down the forky lightning from above, 
On Arimè when he the thunder throqs, 
And fires Typhæus with redoubled blows, 
Where Typhon, preſt beneath the burning load, 
Still feels the fury of th' avenging God. 

But various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, 
Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air; 
In Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs ſhe found, 
The old conſulting, and the youths around. 
Polites' ſhape, the monarch's ſon, ſhe choſe, 960 
Who from Aſetes* tomb obſerv'd the foes, 
High on the mound ; from whence in proſpect 

la 
The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 
In this diſſembled form, ſhe haſtes to bring 


Th' unwelcomie meſſage to the Phrygian king: 


6 
Ceaſe to conſult, the time for action calls, ? 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls ! 
Aſſembled armies oft have I beheld ; 
But 2 till now ſuch numbers charg'd the 
eld, 3 ? 
Thick as autumnal leaves or driving ſand, 970 
The moving..ſquadrons blackeri all the ſtrand. 
Thou, godlikè Hector ! all thy force employ, 
Aſſemble all th'-united bands of Troy ; 
In juſt array let every leader call 
The foreign troops ; this day demands them Fw 
The voice divine the mighty chief alarms ; 
The council breaks, the warriours ruſh to arms. 


The gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 


ations on nations fill the duſky plain. 
en, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembling 
ground ; | 129 | 

The tumult thickens, and the ſkies reſound. 
Amidft the plain in ſight of Ilion ſtands 
A riſing mount, the work of human hands; 
(This for Myrinne's tomb th* Immortals know, 
Though call'd Bateiain the world below) 985 
Beneath their chiefs in martial order here, 
Th' auxiliar troops and Trojan hoſts appear. 

The godlike Hector, high above the reſt, 
dhakes his huge ſpear, and nods his plumy creft ; 


4 


In throngs around his native bands repair, 990 


And groves of lances glitter in the air. 


Divine Eneas brings the Dardan race, 
Anchiſes' ſon by Venus' ſtoPn embrace, 
Born in the ſhades of Ida's ſecret grove, 


(A mortal mixing with the I of Love) 995 


Archilochus and Acamas divide 


The warriour's toils, and combat by his fide. 


Who fair Zeleia's wealthy vallies till, 


Faſt by the foot of Ida's ſacred hill; 


Or drink, Æſepus, of thy ſable flood: 100g 
Were led by Pandarus, of royal blood. 
To whom his art Apollo deign'd to ſhow, 
Grac'd with the preſent of his ſhafts and bow. ' 
From rich Apæſus' and Adreſtia's towers, 
High Teree's ſummits, and Pityea's bowers ; 
100 
From theſe the congregated troops obey , 
Young Amphius' and Adraſtus“ equal ſway : 
Old Merops' ſons ; whom, ſkill'd in fates to come, 
The fire forewarn'd, and propheſy'd their doom; 
Fate urg'd them on! the fire forewariw'd in vain, 
| 1010 
They ruſh'd to war, and periſh'd on the plain. 
From Practiusꝰ ſtream, Percote's paſture lands, 
And Seſtos and Abydos' neighbouring frands, 
From great Ariſba's walls and Selle's coaſt, 
Aſius Hyrtacides conducts his hoſt : 1015 
High on his car he ſhakes the flowing reins, 
His fiery courſers thunder o'er the plains. 
The fierce Pelaſgi next, in war renown'd, 
March from Lariſſa's ever-fertile ground: 
In equal arms their brother leaders ſhine 1020 
Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine. 
Next Acamus and Pyrous lead their hoſts, 
In dread array, from Thracia's wintry coaſts ; 
Round the bleak realms where Helleſpontes 
roars, | ; 
And Boreas beats the hoarſe-reſounding ſhores. 
102 
With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, : 
Sprung from Trazenian Ceus, lov'd by Jove. 
Pyzchmus the Pœonian troops attend, 


 SkilPd in the fight, their crooked bows to bend: 


From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 1030 
Axius, that laves the diſtant Amydon ; | 
Axius, that ſwells with all his neighbouring rills, 


And wide around the floating region fills. 


The Paphlagonians Pyloemenes rules, 
Where rich Henetia breeds her ſavage mules, 
8 103 
Where Erythinus' riſing clifts are ſeen, , 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus | ever green 
And where Egyalus and Cromna lie, 
And lofty Sefamus invades the ſky ; 
And where Parthenius, roll'd through banks of 
flowers, | | 
Reflects her bordering palaces and bowers, 
Here march'd in arms the Halizonian band, 
Whom Odius and Epiſtrophus command, 
From thoſe far regions where the ſun refines 
The ripening ſilver in Alybean mines. 104 
There mighty Chromis led the Myſian train, 
And augur Eunomus, inſpir'd in vain, - 
For ſtern Achilles lopt his ſacred head, 


Roll'd down Scamander with the yulgar dead, 
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Phorcis and brave Aſcanius here unite 1050 | Who, trick'd with gold, and glittering on his 
Th' Aſcanian Phrygians, eager for the fight. ear, \ 

Of thoſe who round Mzonia's realms refide, | Rode like a woman to the field of war, 
Or whom the vales in ſhades of Tmolus hide, | Fool that he was! by fierce Achilles lain, 
Meſtles and Antiphus the charge partake ; The river ſwept him to the briny main: 1065 
Born on the banks of Gyges ſilent lake. 1055 | There whelm'd with waves the gaudy warri- 
There, from the fields where wild Mzander our lies; 


__ flows, The valiant victor ſeiz'd the golden prize. 
High Mycale, and Latmos' ſhady brows, . The forces laſt in fair array ſucceed, 
And proud Miletes, came the Carian throngs, Which blameleſs Glaucus and Sarpedon lead ; 


With mingled clamours, and with barbarous | The warlike bands that diſtant Lycia yields, 

tongues. 1070 
Amphimachus and Nauſtes guide the train, 1060] Where gulphy Xanthus foams along the fields. 
Nauſtes the bold, Amphimachus the vain, . | 


B O O K III. 


1 
by 


THE ARGUME Nx. 


The Duel of Menelaus and Paris. 


THE Armies being ready to engage, a ſingle combat is agreed upon between Me- 


war. Iris is ſent to call Helena to behold the fight. She leads her to the walls of 
Troy, where Priam ſat with his counſellors, obſerving the Grecian leaders on 
the plain below, to whom Helen gives an account of the chief of them. The kings 
on either part take the ſolemn oath for the conditions of the combat. The duel 
enſues; wherein Paris being overcome, he is ſnatched away in a cloud by Venus, 
and tranſported to his apartment. She then calls Helen from the walls, and 


the reſtoration of Helen, and the performance of the articles. 


is ſometimes in the Fields before Troy, and ſometimes in Tray itſelf. 


> 8p band With piercing froſts, or thick-deſcending rain, 
„ oves into ranks, and ſtretches o'er the land. To warmer ſeas, the Cranes embody'd fly, 


With ſhouts the Trojans ruſhing from afar, With noiſe, and order, through the mid-waf: 
Proclaim'd their motions, and provok'd the war; ſky; | / 


nelaus and Paris (by the intervention of Hector) for the determination of the 


brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, on the part of the Grecians, demands 


" | | The three and twentieth day ſtill continues throughout this book. The ſcene 


0! Harb by their leader's care each martial j So when inclement winters vex the plain g” 
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To pigmy nations wounds and death they bring, 

And all the war deſcends upon the wing. 10 

But ſilent, breathing rage, reſolv'd and Iilrd 

By mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 

Swift march the Greeks : the rapid duſt around 

Darkening ariſes from the labour'd ground. 

Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus ſheds 

I 

A night of vapours round the mountain-heads, ? 

Swift gliding miſts the duſky fields invade, 

To thieves more grateful than the midnight 

ſhade; . 
While ſcarce the ſwains their fweding flocks ſur- 
vey, 

Loſt _ confus'd amidft the thicken'd day: 20 

So, wrapt in gathering duſt, the Grecian train, 

A moving cloud, ſwept on, and hid the plain. 
Now front to front the hoſtile armies ſtand, 

Eager of fight, and only wait command ; 

When, to the van, before the ſons of fame 2 5 

Whom Troy ſent forth, the beauteous Paris 


- came 

In form a God ! the panther*s ſpeckled hide 
Flow'd o'er his armour with an eaty pride, 

His bended bow acroſs his ſhoulders flung, 

His ſword beſide him negligently hung, 30 
Two pointed ſpears he ſhook with gallant grace, 
And dar'd the braveit of the Grecian race. 

As thus with glorious air and proud diſdain, 
He boldly ſtalk'd, the foremoſt on the plain, 
Him Menelaus, lov'd of Mars, eſpies, 35 
With heart elated, and with joyful eyes : 

So joys a lion, if the branching deer, 

Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear ; 
Eager he ſeizes and devours the flain, 

Preſt by bold youths and baying dogs in vain. 40 
Thus fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 

In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 


From his high chariot : him, approaching near, 


The Ee champion views with marks of 
ear ; 
Smit with a conſcious ſenſe, retires behind, 45 
And ſhuns the fate he well deſerves to find. 
As when ſome ſhepherd, from the ruſtling trees 
Shot forth to view, a ſcaly ſerpent ſees; | 
Trembling and pale, he ſtarts with wild affright, 
And all confus'd precipitates his flight : 50 
So from the king the ſhining warriour flies, 
And plung'd amid the thickeſt Trojans lies. 
As God-like ector ſees the prince retreat, 
He thus upbraids him with a generous heat: 
Unhappy Paris ! but to women brave ! 55 
So fairly form'd, and only to deceive ! 
Oh, hadſt thou died when firſt thou ſaw'ſt the 
light, 
Or died at leaſt before the nuptial rite ! 
A better fate than vainly thus to boaſt, 
And fly, the ſcandal of the Trojan hoſt. 60 
Gods ! how the ſcornful Greeks exult to ſee 
Their fears of danger undeceiv'd in thee |! 
Thy figure promis'd with a martial air, 
But ill thy foul ſupplies a form ſo fair. 


In former days, in all thy gallant pride 65 
When thy tall ſhips triumphant ſtemm'd the 
_ 
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When Greece beheld thy painted canvaſs flow, 
And crowds ſtood wondering at the paſling 
ſhow ; 
Say, was it thus, with ſuch a baffled mien, 
You met th' approaches of the Spartan queen, 70 
Thus from her realm convey'd the beauteous 
prize, - 
And * both her warlike lords outſhin'd in He- 
len's eves ? 
This deed, thy foes de' ight, thy own diſgrace, 
Thy father”s grief, and ruin of thy race 
This deed recalls thee to the proffer'd fight; 75 
Or haſt thou injur'd whom thou dar'ſt not right? 
Scon to thy coſt the field would make thee know 
Thou keep'ſt the confort of a braver foe. 
Thy graceful form inſtilling ſoft defire, 
Thy curling trefles, and thy ſilver lyre, 80 
Beauty and youth; in vain to theſe you truſt, 
When youth and beauty hall be laid in duſt : 
Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow 
Cruth the dire author of his country's woe. 
His ſilence here, with bluſhes, Paris breaks; 
| 85 
Tis juſt, my brother, what your anger ſpeaks : 
But who like thee can boaſt a foul ſedate, 
So firmly proof to all the thocks of fate ? 
Thy force like ſteel a temper'd hardneſs ſhows, 
Still edg'd to wound, and ſtill untir'd with blows. 
90 
Like ſtee!, uplifted by ſome ſtrenuous ſwain, : 
With falling woods to ftrow the waſted plain: 
Thy gifts I praiſe ; nor thou deſpiſe the charms 
With which a lover golden Venus arms ; 
Soft moving ſpeech, and pleaſing outward ſhow, 


No with can gain them, but the Gods beſtow. 


Vet, would' ft thou have the proffer'd combat 


ſtand, 
The Greeks and Trojans ſeat on either hand ; 
Then let a midway ſpace our hoſts divide, 
And on that ſtage of war the cauſe be tri'd: 100 
By Paris there the Spartan king be fought, 
For beauteons Helen and the wealth ſhe brought: 


| And who his rival can in arms fubdue, 


His be the fair, and his the treaſure too. 

Thus withgg laſting league your toils may ceaſe, 

105 

And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; 

Thus may the Greeks review their native ſhore, 

Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for beauty more, 
1 ſaid. Ihe challenge Hector heard with 


OY, 
Then vv ith his ſpear reſtrain” d the youth of . 
110 
Held by the midſt, athwart; and near the foe 
Advanc'd with ſteps majeſtically flow : 
While round his dauntleſs head the Grecians 
pour 
Their ſtones and arrows in a mingled ſhower. 
Then thus the monarch great Atrides cri'd; 
115 
Forbear, ye warriours! lay the darts afide : 
A parley Hector aſks, a meſſage bears; 
We know him by the various plume he wears. 


* 


— —— 


* Theſeus and Menelaus. 
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Aw'd by his high command the Greeks attend, 
The tumult ſilence, and the fight ſuſpend. 120 
While from the centre Hector rolls his eyes 

On either hoſt, and thus to both applies: 
Hear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grecian bands ! 
What Paris, author of the war, demands. 5 
Your ſhining ſwords within the ſheath e 
. : 1 5 
And pitch your lances in the yielding plain. 
Here in the midſt, in either army's fight, 
He dares the Spartan king to fingle fight; 
And wills, that Helen and the raviih'd ſpoil _ 
That caus'd the conteſt, ſhall reward the toll. 
| 130 
Let theſe the brave triumphant victor grace, 
And differing nations part in leagues of peace. 
He ſpoke : in ſtill fuſpenſe on either fide 
Each army ftood : the Spartan chief reply'd : 
Me too, ye warriours, hear, whoſe fatal right 


135 
A world engages in the toils of fight. 
To me the labour of the field defign ; 
Me Paris injur'd ; all the war be mine. 
Fall he that muſt, beneath his rival's arms; 
And live the reſt, ſecure of future harms. 140 


Two lambs, devoted by your country's rite, 

To Earth a ſable, to the Sun a white, : 

Prepare, ye Trojans ! while a third we bring 

select to Jove, th' inviolable king. 

Let reverend Priam in the truce engage, 145 

And add the ſanction of confiderate age; 

His ſons are faithleſs, headlong in debate, 

And youth itſelf an empty wavering ſtate : 

Cool age advances venerably wiſe, 

Turns on all hands its deep-diſcerning eyes ; 150 

Sees what befel, and what may yet befall, 

Concludes from both, and beſt provides for all. 

The nations hear, with rifing hopes poſſeſt, 

And peaceful proſpects dawn in every breaſt. 

Withia the lines they drew their ſteeds around, 
155 

And from their chariots iſſued on the ground: 

Next all, unbuckling the rich mail they wore, 

Lay'd their bright arms along the ſable ſhore, 

On either ſide the meeting hoſts are ſeen, 

With lances fix'd, and cloſe the ſpace between. 
160 

Two heralds now, diſpatch'd to Troy, invite 

The Phrygian monarch to the peaceful rite ; 

Talthybius haſtens to the fleet, to bring 

The lamb for Jove, th' inviolable King. 

Meantime, to beauteous Helen, from the ſkies 

16 

The variows Goddeſs of the rain-bow flies ; 

(Like fair Laodicè in form and face, 

The lovelieſt nymph of Priam's royal race). 

Her in the palace, at her loom ſhe found; 

The golden web her own ſad ſtory crown'd. 

The Trojan wars the weav'd (herſelf the prize) 

And the dire triumph of her fatal eyes. 

To whom the Goddeſs of the painted bow ; 

Approach and view the wondrous ſcenes below 

Each hardy Greek, and valiant Trojan knight, 
17 

So dreadful late, and furious for the fight, 
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Now reſt their ſpears, or lean upon their ſhields ; 
Ceas'd is the war, and filent all the fields. 
Paris alone and Sparta's king advance, 


In ſingle fight to tofs the beamy lance ; 180 


Each met in arms, the fate of combat tries, 

Thy love the motive, and thy charms the prize. 
This faid, the many colour'd maid inſpires 

Her huſband's love, and wakes her former fires; 

Her country, parents, all that once were 3 

r 

Ruſh to her thoughts, and force a tender tear. : 

O'er her fair face a ſnowy veil ſhe threw, 

And, ſoftly fighing, from the loom withdrew : 

Her handmaids Clymene and Æthra wait 

Her ſilent footſteps to the Scæan gate. 190 
There ſat the ſeniors of the Trojan race. 

(Old Priam's chiefs, and moſt in Priam's grace) 

The king the firſt; Thymctes at his fide ; 

Lampus and Clytius, long in council try'd ; 

Panthus, and Hicetion, once the ſtrong; 195 

And next, the wiſeſt of the reverend throng, 

Antenor grave, and ſage Ucalegon, 

Lean'd on the walls, and baſk'd before the ſun. 

Chiefs, who no more in bloody fights engage, 

But wiſe through time, and narrative with age, 

200 

In ſummer-days like graſhoppers rejoice, 

A bloodleſs race, that ſend a feeble voice. 

Theſe, when the Spartan queen approach'd the 

tower, 

In ſecret own'd reſiſtleſs heauty's power: 

They cried, No wonder fuch celeſtial charms 205 

For nine long years have ſet the world in arms; 

What winning graces ! what majeſtic mien | 

She moves a Goddeſs, and ſhe looks a Queen ! 

Yet hence, oh Heaven! convey that fatal face, 

And from deſtruction ſave the Trojan race. 210 
The good old Priam welcom'd her, and cried, 

Approach, my child, and grace thy father's fide. 

See on the plain thy Grecian ſpouſe appears, 

The friends and kindred of thy former years. 

No crime of thine our preſent ſufferings draws, 


215 
Not thou, but Heaven's diſpoſing will, the cauſe; 


The Gods theſe armies and this force employ, 
The hoſtile Gods conſpire the fate of Troy. 

But lift thy eyes, and ſay, what Greek is he 
(Far as from hence theſe aged orbs can fee) 220 
Around whoſe brow ſuch martial graces ſhine, 
So tall, ſo awful, and almoſt divine ! 

Though ſome of larger ſtature tread the green, 
None match his grandeur and exalted mien : 

He ſeems a monarch, and his country's pride, 


22 

Thus ceas'd the king ; and thus the fair er 
Before thy preſence, father, I appear 

With conſcious ſhame and reverential fear. 
Ah ! had I died, ere to theſe walls I fled, 
Falſe to my country and my nuptial bed ; 230 
My brothers, friends, and daughter left behind, 
Falſe to them all, to Paris only kind? 
For this I mourn, till grief or dire diſeaſe 


| Shall waſte the form, whoſe crime it was to pleaſe. 


| 


The king of Kings, Atrides, you ſurvey, 235 
Great in the war, and great in arts of ſway : 


An 


is; 
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My brother once, before my days of ſhame ; 
And oh! that ſtill he bore a brother's name 
With wonder Priam view'd the god-like man, 
Extoll'd the happy prince, and thus began : 240 

O bleſt Atrides ! born to proſperous fate, 
Succeſsful monarch of a mighty ſtate ! 
How vaſt thy empire! Of yon watchleſs train 
What numbers loſt, what numbers yet remain ? 
In Phrygia once were gal ant armies known, 245 
In ancient time, when Otreus fill'd the throne, 
When god-like Mygdon led their troops of horſe, 
And I, to join them, rais'd the Trojan force: 
Againſt the manlike Amazons we ſtood, | 
And Sangar's ſtream ran purple with their blood. 
2.50 
But far inferior thoſe, in martial grace F 
And ſtrength of numbers, to this Grecian race. 
This ſaid, once more he view'd the warriour- 
train : 
What's he whoſe arms lie ſcatter'd on the plain ; 
Broad 1s his breaſt, his ſhoulders larger ſpread, 
255 
Though great Atrides overtops his head. 
Nor yet appear his care and conduct ſmall ; 
From rank to rank he moves, and orders all. 
The ſtately ram thus meaſures o'er the ground, 
And, maſter of the flock, ſurveys them round. 
260 
Then Helen thus: Whom your diſcerning eyes 
Have ſingled out, is Ithacus the wiſe : 
A barren iſland boaſts his glorious birth: 
His fame for wiſdom fills the fpacious earth. 
Antenor took the word, and thus began: 265 
Myſelf, O king! have ſeen that wond'rous man: 
When, truſting Jove and hoſpitable laws, 
To Troy he came, to plead the Grecian cauſe ; 
(Great Menelaus urg'd the ſame requeſt) 
My houſe was honour'd with each royal gueſt : 
g 270 
I knew their perſons, and admir'd their parts, 
Both brave in arms, and both approv'd in arts. 
Erect, the Spartan moſt engag'd our view; 
Ulyfles ſeated greater reverence drew. 
When Atreus' ſon harangu'd the liſtening train, 
275 
Juſt was his ſenſe, and his expreſſion plain, 
His words ſuccinct, yet full, without a fault; 
He ſpoke no more than juſt the thing he ought. 
Put when Ulyſſes roſe, in thought profound, 
His modeſt eyes he fixt upon the ground, 280 
As one unſ{kilFd er dumb, he feem'd to ſtand, 
Nor rais'd his head, nor ſtretch'd his ſcepter'd 
hand; 
But, when he ſpeaks, what elocution flows 
Soft as the fleeces of deſcending ſnows, 
The copious accents fall with eaſy art ; 285 
Melting they fall, and fink inte the heart ! 
Wondering we hear, and fix'd in deep ſurprize; 
Our ears refute the cenſure of our eyes. 
The King then aſk'd (as yet the camp he 
view'd 
What chief is that, with giant ſtrength endued ; 


pgs brawny ſhoulders, and whoſe ſwelling 
cheſt 


Aud lofty ſtature, far exceed the reſt ? 


290 


Ajax the great (the heauteous queen replied) 
Himſelf a hoſt : the Grecian ſtrength and pride, 
See ! bold Idomeneus ſuperior towers 
Amidſt yon circle of his Cretan powers, 295 
Great as a God ! 1 ſaw him once before, 
With M-nelaus, on the Spartan ſhore, 
The reſt I know, and could in order name ; 
All valiant chiefs, and men of mighty fame. 300 
Yet two are wanting of the numerous train, 
Whom long my eyes have ſought, but ſought in 
vain ; 
Caſtor and Pollux, firſt in martial force, 
One bold on foot, and one renown'd for horſe. 
My brothers theſe ; the ſame our native ſhore, 
0 
One houſe contain'd us, as one mother bore. oa 
Perhaps the chiefs, from warlike toils at eaſe, 
For diſtant Troy refus'd to ſail the ſeas : 
Perhaps their ſwords ſome nobler quarrel draws, 
Aſham'd to combat in their ſiſter's cauſe. 310 
So ſpoke the fair, nor knew her brothers“ 
dooin, 
Wrapt in the cold embraces of the tomb; 
Adorn'd with honours in their native ſhore, 
Silent they ſlept, and heard of wars no more. 
Meantime the heralds, through the crowded 
town, 315 
Bring the rich wine and deſtin'd victims down. 
Idzus' arms the golden goblets preſt, 
Who thus the venerable king addreſt : 
Ariſe, O father of the Trojan ſtate ! 
The nations call, thy joyful people wait, wo 
To ſeal the truce, and end the dire debate. 
Paris thy ſon, and Sparta's King advance, 
In meafur'd lifts to tots the weighty lance; 
And who his rival ſhall in arms ſubdue 
His be the dame, and his the treaſure too. 325 
Thus with a laſting league our toils may ceaſe, 
And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; 
So ſhall the Greeks review their native ſhore, 


Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for beauty 


more. | 

With grief he heard, and bade the chiefs pre- 
pare 

To join his railk-white courſers to the car: 

He mounts the ſeat, Antenor at his fide ; 

The gentle ſteeds through Scæa's gates they 

guide: 

Next from the car deſcending on the plain, 

Amid the Grecian hoſt and Trojan train 335 

Slow they proceed: the ſage Ulyſſes then 

Aroſe, and with him rofe the king of men. 

On either ſide a ſacred herald ſtands, 


| The wine they mix, and on each monarch's 


hands 
Pour the full urn; then draws the Grecian lord 
His cutlace ſheath'd beſide his ponderous ſword ; 
From the fign'd victims crops the curling hair, 
'Che heralds part it, and the princes ſhare ; 
Then loudly thus before th” attentive bands 
He calls the Gods, and fpreads his lifted hands: 


| 345 
O firſt and greateſt power! whom all obey, 
Who high on Ida's holy mountain ſway, 
Eternal Jove ! and you bright orb that roll 
From eaſt to weſt, and view from pole to pole ! 
E 2 
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Thou mother Earth! 
350 

Infernal Furies and Tartarian Gods, 

Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 

For perjur'd Kings, and ail who falſely ſwear ! 

Hear, and be witneſs. If, by Paris flain, 

Great Menelaus preſs the fatal plain; 

The dame and treaſures let the Trojan keep, 

And Greece returning plow the watery deep. 

If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed; 

Be his the wealth and heauteous dame decreed: 

Th” appointed fine let Ilion juſtly pay, 360 

And every age record the ſignal day, 

Thus if the Phryg:ans ſhall refuſe to yield, 

Arms muſt revenge, and Mars decide the field. 

With that the chief the tender victims flew, 

And in the duſt their bleeding bodies threw. yo 

The vital ſpirit iſſued at the wound, 

And left the members quivering on the ground. 

From the fame urn they drink the mingled wine, 

And add hbations to the porvers divine. 

While thus their prayers united mount the ſky ; 
370 

Hear, mighty Jove! and hear, ye Gods on high ! 

And may their blood, who firſt the league con- 

found, 

shed like this wine, diſtain the thirſty ground ; 

May all their conſorts ſerve promiſcuous luſt, 

And all their race be ſcatter'd as the duſt! 375 

Thus either hoſt their imprecations join'd, 

Which Jove refus'd, and mingled with the wind, 
The rites now finiſh'd, reverend Friam roſe, 
And thus expreſs'd a heart o'ercharg'd with 

Woes : 
Ye Greeks and Trojans, let the chieſs engage, 
380 


— —— — ˖‚— — 


But ſpare the weakneſs of my fecble age: 

In yonder walls that object let me thun, 

Nor view the danger of ſo dear a ſon. 

Whoſe arms thall conquer, and what prince ſhall 
fal!, 

leaven only knows, for Heaven diſpoſes all. 385 

This ſaid, the hoary King no longer ſtay'd, 

But on his car the flaughter'd victims aid; 
Then ſeiz'd the reins his gentle ſteeds to guide, 
And drove to Troy, Antenor at his fide. 

Bold Hector and Ulyſſes now diſpoſe 390 
The liſts of combat, and the ground incloſe: 
Next to decide by ſacred lots prepare, 

Who firſt ſhall launch his pointed ſrear in air. 

The people pray with elevated hands, 

And words like theſe are heard through all the 
bands. ; 395 

Immortal Jove, high heaven's {uperiour lord, 

On lofty Ida's ho ly mount ador'd! In 

Whoe'er involi'Q us mn th's dire debate, 

Oh give e that author of the war to fate 

And thades eternal! let diviſion ceaſe, 400 

And inyful nations join in leagues of peace. 

With e A, averted, Hector haſtes to turn 
The lo's of fight, and thaxes the brazen urn. 
Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth; by fatal chance 
Ordain'd the firſt to whirl the weighty lance. 405 
Both arm ſat the combat to ſurvey : 

Peſide each chief his azure armour lay, 
And round the lifts the generous courters neigh. 
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and all ye living Floods! 
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The heauteous warriour now arrays for fight, 

In gilded arms magnificently bright : 410 
The purple cuiſhes claſp his thighs around, 

With flowers adorn'd, and ſilver buckles bound: 
Lycaon's corſelet his fair body dreſt, 

'Brac'd in, and fitted to his ſofter breaſt : 

A radiant baldric, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, 415 
Suſtain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his fide : 

His youthfal face a poliſh'd helm o'erſpread ; 
The waving horſe-hair nodded on his head; 

His figur'd 1thield, a ſhining orb, he takes, 

And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhakes, 420 
With equal ſpeed, and fir'd by equal charms, 
The Spartan hero ſheaths his limbs in arms. 

Now round the liſts th' admiring armies ſtand, 
With javelins fix'd, the Greek and Trojan band. 
Amidſt the dreadful vale, the chiefs advance 425 
All' pale with rage, and ſhake the threatening 

lance. 
The Trojan firſt his ſhining Javelin threw ; 
Full on Atrides' ringing ſhield it flew ; 
Nor pierc'd the brazen orb, but with a bound 
Leap'd from the buckler, blunted on the ground. 


0 
Atrides then his maſſy lance prepares, by 
In act to throw, but firſt prefers his prayers : 
Give me, great Jove ! to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 
And lay the Trojan gaſping in the duſt : 
Deſtroy th' aggreſſor, aid my righteous cauſe, 43 5 
Avenge the breach of hoſpitable laws, 
Let this example future times reclaim, 
And guard from wrong fair friendſhip's holy 
name. 
He ſaid, and pois'd in air the javelin ſent, 
Through Paris' ſnield the forceful weapon went, 
0 
His corſelet pierces, and his garment rends, ” 
And, glancing downward, near his flank de- 
ſcends. 
The wary Trojan, bending from the blow, 
Etudes the death, and diſappoints his foe : 
But fierce Atrides wav'd his ſword, and ſtrook 


Full on his caſque ; the creſted he met ſhook ; 
The brittle Neel, unfaithful to his hand, 

Broke ſhort : the fragments glitter*d on the ſand. 
The raging warriour to the ſpacious ſkies 

Rais'd his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes: 450 
Then is it vain in ſove himielf to truſt ? 

And is it thus the Gods aſſiſt the juſt ? 

When crimes provoke us, Heaven ſucceſs denies ; 
The dart falls harmleſs, and the faulchion flies. 


(Seiz'd by the cr eft) th' unhappy warriour drew; 

S: ruggling he follow'd, while th' embroider'd 
thong, 

That ty'd his helmet, dragg'd the chief along. 

Then had his ruin crown'd Atrides? joy, 

But Venus trembled for the prince of Troy : 460 

Unſeen ſhe came, and burſt the golden band ; 

And left an <mpty helmet in his hand. 

The caſque, enrag'd, amidſt the Greeks he 
threw ; 


The Greeks with ſmiles the poliſh'd trophy view. 


' Then, as once more he lifts the deadly dart, 463 


In thirſt of vengeance, at his rival's heart, 


Furious he ſaid, and tow'rd the Grecian crew 455 
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The queen of love her favour'd champion ſhrouds 
(For Gods can all things) in a veil of clouds. 
Rais'd from the field the panting youth ſhe led, 
And gently laid him on the bridal bed, 470 
With pleaſing ſweets his fainting ſenſe renews, 
And all the dome perfumes with heavenly dews. 
Meantime the brighteſt of the female kind, 
The matchleſs Helen, o'er the walls reclin'd; 
To her, beſet with Trojan beauties, came 475 
In borrow'd form * he laughter-loving dame, 
(She ſeem'd an ancient maid, well-{kilPd to cull 
The ſnowy fleece, and wind the twiſted wool.) 
The Goddeſs ſoftly ſhook her ſilken veſt, 
That ſhed perfumes, and whiſpering thus addreſt: 
480 
Haſte, happy nymph ! for thee thy Paris calls, 
Safe from the fight, in yonder lofty walls, 
Fair as a God ! with odours round him ſpread 
He lies, and waits thee on the well-known bed: 
Not like a warrior parted from the foe, 
But ſome gay dancer in the public ſhow. 
She ſpoke, and Helen's ſecret ſoul was mov'd; 
She ſcorn'd the champion, but the man ſhe lov'd. 
Fair Venus neck, her eyes that ſparkled fire, 


And breaſt, reveal'd the Queen of ſoft deſire. 490 


Struck with her preſence, ſtraight the lively red 

_ her cheek; and, trembling, thus ſhe 
ald: 

Then is it ſtill thy pleaſure to deceive ? 

And woman's frailty always to helieve ? 

Say, to new nations muſt I croſs the main, 495 

Or carry wars to ſome ſoft Aſian plain? 

For whom muſt Helen break her ſecond yow ?. 

What other Paris is thy darling now ? 

Left to Atrides (victor in the ſtrife) 

An odious conqueſt, and a captive wife, 500 

Hence let me fail : and if thy Paris bear 

My abſence ill, let Venus eaſe his care. 

A hand-maid Goddeſs at his ſide tb wait, 

Renounce the glories of thy heavenly ſtate, 


Be fix'd for ever to the Trojan ſhore, 505 
His ſpouſe, or ſlave; and mount the ſkies no 
more. . 


For me, to lawleſs love no longer led, 

I ſcorn the coward, and deteſt his bed ; 

Elſe ſhould 1 merit everlaſting ſhame, 

And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame: 

_ 510 

Ill ſuits it now the joys of love to know, 

Too deep my anguiſh, and too wild my woe. 
Then, thns incens'd, the Paphian queen re- 

plies ; 
Obey the power from whom thy glories riſe : 


Should Venus leave thee, every charm muſt fly, 


$15 
Fade from thy cheek, and languiſn in thy eye. : 
Ceaſe to provoke me, left I make thee more 
The world's averſion, than their love before ; 
Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the ſad victim of the public rage. 520 


* Venus. 


At this, the faireſt of her ſex obey'd, 


And veil'd her bluſhes in a ſilken ſhade ; 


Unſeen, and filent, from the train ſhe moves, 


Led by the Goddeſs of the Smiles and Loves. 


Arriv'd, and enter'd at the palace-gate, 525 
The maids officious round their miſtreſs wait ; 
Then all, diſperſing, various taſks attend ; 

The queen and Goddeſs to the prince aſcend. 

Fu I in her Paris' ſight, the Queen of Love 

Had plac'd the beauteous progeny of Jove; 530 

Where as he view'd her charms, the turn'd 
away 

Her glowing eyes, and thus began to ſay: 

Is this the chief, who, loſt to ſenſe of ſhame, 
Late fled the field, and yet ſurvives his fame ? 
Oh hadſt thou dy'd beneath the righteous ſword 


Of that brave man whom once I call'd my hood P 
The boaſter Paris oft defir'd the day 
With Sparta's king to meet in ſingle fray : 
Go now, once more thy rival's rage excite, 
Provoke Atrides, and renew the fight : 549 
Yet Helen bids thee ſtay, leſt thou unſkill'd 
Should'ſt fall an eaſy conq'.eſt on the field. 

The prince replies : Ah ceaſe, divinely fair, 
Nor add reproaches to the wound I bear; 
This day the foe prevail'd by Pallas's power; 545 


| We yet may vanquiſh in a happier hour: 


There want not Gods to favour us above; 

But let the buſineſs of our life be love: 

Theſe ſofter moments let delight employ, 

And kind embraces ſnatch the haſty joy. 550 
Not thus I lov'd thee, when from Sparta's ſhore, 
My forc'd, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 
When firſt entranc'd in Cranae's iſle I lay, 
Mix'd with thy foul, and all diſſolv'd away !. 
Thus having ſpoke, th' enamour*d Phrygian boy 


Ruſh'd to the bed, impatient for the joy. 225 
Him Helen follow'd flow with baſhful charms, 
And claſp'd the blooming hero in her arms. 
While theſe to love's delicious rapture yield, 
The ſtern Atrides rages round the field : 560 
So ſome fell lion, whom the woods obey, 
Roars through the deſart, and demands his prey. 
Paris he ſeeks, impatient to deſtroy, 
But ſeeks in vain along the troops of Troy ; 
Ev*n thoſe had yielded to a foe ſo brave 565 
The recreant warriour, hateful as the grave. 
Then ſpeaking thus, the King of Kings aroſe ! 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes ! 
Hear, and atteſt ! from heaven with conqueſt 
crown'd, ; 
Our brother's arms the juſt ſucceſs have found : 
| | 570 
Be therefore now the Spartan wealth reſtor'd, 
Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord ; 
Th appointed fine let Ilion ſuſtly pay, 
And ags to age record this ſignal day. | 
He ceas'd ; his army's loud applauſes riſe, 575 
And the long ſhout runs echoing through the 
ſkies. 
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The Breach of the Truce, and the firſt Battle. 


THE Gods deliberate in council concerning the Trojan war : they agree upon 
the continuation of it, and Fupiter ſends down Minerva to break the truce. She 
perſibades Pandarus to aim an arrow at Menelaus, who is wounded, but cured 


by Machaon. 


In the mean time ſome of the Trojan troops attack the Greeks, 


Agamemnon is diſtinguiſhed in all the parts of a good general; he reviews the 


troops, and exhorts the leaders, ſome by 44% and others by reproofs. 


Neſtor is 


particularly celebrated for his military diſcipline. The battle joins, and great 


numbers are ſlain on beth ſides. 


throug 
is wholly in the field before Troy. 


ND now Olympus? ſhining gates unfold ; 
The Gods, with Jove, aſſume their thrones 
of gold: 
Emmortal Hebe, freſh with bloom divine, 
The golden goblet crowns with purple wine: 
While the full bowls flow round, the powers em- 
lo 
Their careful eves on long-contended Troy. 
When Jove, diſpos'd to tempt Saturnia's ſpleen, 
Thus wak'd the fury of his partial queen: 
Two powers divine the ſon of Atreus aid, 
Imperial Juno, and the Martial Maid: IO 
But high in heaven they fit, and gaze from far, 
The tame ſpectators of his deeds of war. 
Not thus fair Venus helps her favour'd knight. 
The Queen of pleaſures ſhares the toils of fight, 
Each danger wards, and, conſtant in her care, 
15 
Saves in the moment of the laſt deſpair. 
Her act has reſcued Paris' forfeit life, 
Though great Atrides gain'd the glorious ſtrife. 
Then ſay, ye Powers! what ſignal ifſue waits 
To crown this deed, and finith all the Fates ? 20 
Shall Heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms 
ſpare, 
Or rouze the Furies, and awake the war ? 


The 3 day continues, through this, as through the laſt book (as it does alſo 
the two following, and almoſt to the end of the ſeventh book.) — The ſcene 


Vet, would the Gods for human good provide, 


Atrides ſoon might gain his beauteous bride, 
Still Priam's walls in peaceful honours grow, 25 


And through his gates the crowding nations 


flow. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the Queen of Heaven 


enrag'd, 
And Queen of War in cloſe conſult engag'd : 
Apart they fit, their deep deſigns employ, 
And meditate the future woes of Troy. 30 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath ſuppreſt ; 
But Juno, impotent of paſſion, broke 
Her ſullen filence, and with fury ſpoke : 
Shall then, O tyrant of th' zthereal reign ! 
My ſchemes, my labours, and my hopes, be 
vain ? 
Have I, for this, ſhook Ilion with alarms, 
Aſſembled nations, ſet two worlds in arms ? 
To ſpread the war, I flew from ſhore to ſhore ; 
TH immortal courſers ſcarce the labour bore. 40 
At length ripe - vengeance o'er their heads im- 
pends, | 
But Jove himſelf the faithleſs race defends : 
Loth as thou art to pnruth lawleſs luſt, 
Not all the Gods are partial and unjuſt. 
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The Sire whoſe thunder ſhakes the cloudy ſkies 


Sighs from his inmoſt ſoul, and thus replies : 

Oh laſting rancour ! oh inſatiate hate 

To Phrygia's monarch, and the Phrygian ſtate ! 
What high offence has fir'd the wife of Jove, 
Can wretched mortals harm the powers above? 50 


That Troy and Troy's whole race thou would'it 


confound. 

And yon fair ſtructures level with the ground ? 

Haſte, leave the ſkies, fulfil thy ſtern deſire, 

Burſt all her gates, and wrap her walls in fire! 

Let Priam bleed ! If yet thou thirſt for more, 55 

Bleed all his ſons, and Ilion float with gore, 

To boundleſs vengeance the wide realm be given, 

Till vaſt deſtruction glut the Queen of Heaven 

So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, 

When Heaven no longer hears the name of Troy : 
60 

But ſhould this arm prepare to wreak our hate 

On thy lov'd realms, whoſe guilt demands their fate, 

Preſume not thou the lifted bolt to ſtay ; 

Remember Troy, and give the vengeance way. 

For know, of all the numerous towns that riſe 65 

Beneath the rolling ſun and ſtarry ſkies, 

Which Gods have rais'd, or earth-born men enjoy, 

None ſtands ſo dear to Jove as ſacred Troy. 

No mortals merit more diſtinguiſh'd grace 

Than God-like Priam, or than Priam's race, 70 

Still to our name their hecatombs expire, 

And altars blaze with unextinguiſh'd fire. 

At this the Goddeſs roll'd her radiant eyes, 
Then on the Thunderer fix'd them, and replies : 
Three towns are Juno's on the Grecian plains, 75 
More dear than all th' extended earth contains, 
Mycæne, Argos, and the Spartan wall; | 
Theſe thou may'ſt raze, nor I forbid their fall: 
*Tis not in me the vengeance to remove ; 

The crime's ſufficient, that they ſhare my love. 80 
Of power ſuperiour why ſhould I complain? 
Reſent I may, but muſt reſent in vain, 
Yet ſome diſtinction Juno might require, 
Sprung with thyſelf from one celeſtial fire, 
A Goddeſs born to ſhare the realms above, 85 
And ſtyl'd the conſort of the thundering Jove ; 
Nor thou a wife and ſiſter's right deny; _ 
Let both conſent, and both by turns comply ; 
So ſhall the Gods our joint e 

© the way. 90 


And Heaven ſhall act as we dir 

See ready Pallas waits thy high commands, 

To raiſe in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands; 

Their ſudden friendſhip by her arts may ceaſe, 

And the proud Trojans firſt infringe the peace. 
The Sire f men and Monarch of the ſky, 95 

Th“ advice approv'd, and bade Minerva fly, 

Diſſolve the league, and all her arts employ 

To make the breach the faithleſs act of Troy. 


Fir'd with the charge, ſhe headlong urg'd her 


flight, | 8 
And ſhot like lightning from Olympus' height. 100 
As the red comet, from Saturnius ſent 
To fright the nations with a dire portent 
(A fatal ſign to armies on the plain, 
Or trembling ſailors on the wintery main) 
Withſweeping glories glides along in air, Io; 
And ſhakes the ſparkles from its blazing hair : 


q 


Between both armiee thus, in open ſight, 
Shot the bright Goddeſs in a trail of light. 
With eves erect the gazing hoſts admire 
The power deſcending, and the heavens on fire ! 
110 
The Gods (they cried) the Gods this ſignal ſent, 
And fate now labours with ſome vaſt event: 
Jove ſeals the league, or bloodier fcenes prepares; 
Jove the great arbiter of peace and wars! 
They ſaid, while Pallas through the Trojan 
throng 
(In ſhape a mortal) paſs'd diſguis'd along. 
Like bold Laodocus, her courſe ſhe bent, 
Who from Antenor trac'd his high deſcent. 
Amidſt the ranks Lyeaon's ſon the found, 
The warlike Pandarus, for ſtrength renown'd ; 120 
Whoſe ſquadrons, led from black Æſepus' flood, 
With flaming ſhields in martial circle ſtood, 
To him the Goddeſs : Phrygian! can'ft thou hear 
A well-tim'd counſel with a willing ear ? 
What praiſe were thine, could'ſt thou direct thy 
dart, 
Amidſt his triumph, to the Spartan's heart! 
What gifts from Troy, from Paris would'ſt thon 
gain, 
Thy country's foe, the Grecian glory flain ! 
Then ſeize th' occafion, dare the mighty deed, 
Aim at his breaſt, and may that aim ſucceed! 130 
But firſt, to ſpeed thy ſhaft, addreſs thy vow 
To Lycian Phoebus with the ſilver bow, 
And ſwear the firſtlings of thy flock to pay 
On Zelia's altars, to the God of Day. 
He heard, and madly, at the motion pleas'd, 137 
His poliſh'd bow with haſty raſhneſs ieiz'd. 
"Twas form'd of horn, and ſmooth'd with artful 
toil, 
A mountain goat reſign'd the ſhining ſpoil, 
Who pierc'd long ſince beneath his arrows bled : 
The ſtately quarry on the cliffs lay dead, 140 


And fixteen palms his brow's large honours 


ſpread : 
The workman join'd, and ſhap'd the bended horns, 
And beaten gold each taper point adorns. 
This, by the Greeks unſeen, the warriour bends, 
Screen'd by the ſhields of his ſurrounding friends. 
| 145 
There meditates the mark ; and couching low, ? 
Fits the ſharp arrow to the well-ſtrung bow. 
One from a hundred feather'd deaths he chaſe, 
Fated to wound; and cauſe of future woes, 
Then offers vows with hecatombs to crown 150 
Apollo's altars in his native town. 

Now with full force the yielding horn he bends, 
Drawn to an arch, and joins the doubling ends; 
Cloſe to his breaſt he ſtrains the nerve below, 

Till the barb'd point approach the circling bow ; 
#5 
Th' impatient weapon whizzes on the wing: : 
Sounds the tough horn, and twangs the quivering 
ſtring. | 

But thee, Atrides ! in that dangerous hour 
The Gods forget not, nor thy guardian power: 
Pallas affiſts, and (weaken'd in its force) 160 
Diverts the weapon from irs deſtin'd courſe : 

So from her babe, when flumber ſeals his eye, 
The watchful mother wafts th' envenom'd fly. 
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uſt where his belt with golden buckles join'd, 
here linen folds the double corſlet lin'd, 165 
She t..rn'd the ſhaft, which hiffing from above, 
Paſs'd the broad belt, and through the corſlet 
drove : * 
The folds it pierc'd, the plaited linen tore, 
And raz'd the ſkin, and drew the purple gore. 
As when ſome ſtately trappings are decreed 170 
To grace a monarch on his bounding ſteed, 
A nymph, in Caria, or Mæonia bred, 
Stains the pure ivory with a lively red: : 
With equal luſtre various colours vie, 
The ſhining whiteneſs, and the Tyrian die: 175 
So, great Atrides ! ſhow'd thy ſacred blood, 
As down thy ſnowy thigh diſtill'd the ſtreaming 
flood. 
With horror ſeiz'd, the king of men deſcried 
The ſhaft infix'd, and ſaw the guſhing tide : 
Nor leſs the Spartan fear'd, before he found 180 
The ſhining barb appear'd above the wound. 
Then, with a ſigh, that heav'd his manly breaſt, 
The royal brother thus his grief expreſt, 
And graſp'd his hands; while all the Greeks 
around 
Withanſwering ſighs return'd the plaintive _—_ 
185 
Oh dear as life ! did I for this agree 
The ſolemn truce, a fatal truce to thee ! 
Wert thou expos'd to all the hoſtile train, 
To fight for Greece, and conquer to be flain ? 
The race of Trojans in-thy ruin join, 190 
And faith is ſcorn'd by all the perjur'd line. 
Not thus our vows, confirm'd with wine and gore, 
Thoſe hands we plighted, and thoſe oaths we ſwore, 
Shall all be vain: when Heaven's revenge is ſlow, 
Jove but prepares to ſtrike the fiercer blow. 195 
The day ſhall come, that great avenging day, 
Which Troy's proud glories in the duſt ſhall lay. 
When Priam's powers and Priam's ſelf thall fall, 
And one prodigious ruin ſwallow all. 
I ſee the God, already, from the pole 200 
Bare his red arm, and bid the thunder roll ; 
I fee th' Eternal all his fury ſhed, 
And ſhake his ÆEgis o'er their guilty head. 
Such mighty woes on perjur'd princes wait: 
But thou, alas! deſerv'ſt a happier fate. 205 
Still muſt I mourn the period of thy days, 


And only mourn, without my ſhare of praiſe ? 


Depriv'd of thee, the heartleſs Greeks no more 
Shall dream of conqueſts on the hoſtile ſhore ; 
Troy ſeiz'd of Helen, and our glory loſt, 210 

hy bones ſhall moulder on a foreign coaſt : 
While ſome proud Trojan thus inſulting cries, 
(And ſpurns the duſt where Menelaus lies) 
Such are the trophies Greece from Ilion brings, 
« And ſuch the conqueſts of her King of Kings! 

215 
& Lo his proud veſſels ſcatter'd o'er the main, 
„And unreveng'd his mighty brother flain.” 
Oh! ere that dire diſgrace {hall blaſt my fame, 
O'erwhelm me, earth! and hide a monarch's 
ſhame.” | 

He ſaid : a leader's and a brother's fears 220 
Poſſeſs his ſoul, which thus the Spartan chears : 
Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate ; 
The feeble dart is guiltleſs of my fate: 


Stiff with the rich embroider'd work around, 
My varied belt repell'd the flying wound, 225 
To whom the King: My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may Heaven thy life defend | 
Now ſeek ſome ſkilful hand, whoſe powerful art 
May ſtaunch th' effuſion, and extract the dart. 
Herald, be ſwift, and bid Machion bring 230 
His ſpeedy ſuccour to the Spartan king; 
Pierc'd with a winged ſhaft, (the deed of Troy) 
The Grecian's ſorrow, and the Dardan's joy. 
With haſty zeal the ſwift Talthybius flies ; 
Through the thick files he darts his ſearching eyes, 
And finds Machion, where ſublime he ſtands 
In arms encircled with his native bands. 
Then thus: Machion, to the king repair, 
His wounded brother claims thy timely care ; 
Pierc'd by ſome Lycian or Dardanian bow, 240 
A grief to us, a triumph to the foe. 
The heavy tidings griev'd the god-like man: 
Swift to his ſuccour through the ranks he ran; 
The dauntleſs king yet ſtanding firm he found, 
And all the chiefs in deep concern around. 245 
Where to the ſteely point the reed was join'd, 
The ſhaft he drew, but left the head behind. 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery grac'd, 
He loos'd : the corſlet from his breaſt unbrac'd ; 
Then ſuck'd the blood, and ſovereign balm infus'd, 
Which Chiron gave, and Æſculapius us'd. 
While round the prince the Greeks employ 
their care, | 
The Trojans ruſh tumultuous to the war; 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms, 
Once more the fields are fill'd with dire alarms. 
2 
Nor had you ſeen the king of men appear 9 
Confus'd, unactive, or ſurpriz'd with fear; 
But fond of glory with ſevere delight, 
His beating boſom claim'd the riſing fight, 


No longer with his warlike ſteeds he ſtay'd, 260 


Or preſs'd the car with poliſh'd braſs inlaid : 

But left Eurymedon the reins to guide 

The fiery courſers ſnorted at his ſide. 

On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And theſe encourages, and thoſe reproves. 265 
Brave men! he cries (to ſuch who boldly dare 
Urge their ſwift ſteeds to face the coming war) 
Your ancient valour on the foes approve ; 

Jove is with Gregce, and let us truſt in Jove. 
"Tis not for us, But guilty Troy to dread, 270 
Whoſe crimes fit heavy on her perjur'd head; 
Her ſons and matrons Greece ſhall lead in chains, 
And her dead warriours ſtro the mournful plains. 

Thus with new ardour he the brave inſpires ; 

Or thus the fearful with reproaches fires: 275 
Shame to your country, ſcandal of your kind ! 
Born to the fate ye well deſerve to find 

Why ſtand ye gazing round the dreadful plain, 
Prepar'd for flight, but doom'd to fly in vain ? 
Confus'd and panting thus, the hunted deer 280 
Falls as he flies, a victim to his fear. 

Still mutt ye ait the foes, and ſtill retire, 

Till yon tall veſſels blaze with Trojan fire? 
Or truſt ve, Jove a valiant foe ſhall chace, 

To ſave a trembling, heartleſs, daſtard race? 285 

This ſaid, he ſtalk'd with ample ſtrides along, 

To Cretc's brave monarch and his martial throng; 
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High at their head he ſaw the chief appear, 
And bold Meriones excite the rear. 
At this the king his generous joy expreſt, 290 
And claſp'd the warriour to his armed breaſt : 
Divine Idomeneus ! what thanks we owe 
To worth like thine ! what praiſe ſhall we beſtow ? 
To thee the foremoſt honours are decreed, 
Firſt in the fight, and every graceful deed. 295 
For this, in banquets, when the generous bowls 
Reſtore our blood, and raiſe the warriours ſouls, 
Though all the reſt with ſtated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeaſur'd, are thy goblets crown'd. 
Be ſtill thyſelf ; in arms a mighty name; 300 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fame, 
To whom the Cretan thus his ſpeech addreſt: 
Secure of me, O king ! exhort the reſt : 
Fix'd to thy fide, in every toil I ſhare, | 
Thy firm aſſociate in the day of war. 305 
But let the ſignal be this moment given; 
To mix in fight is all I aſk of Heaven. 
The field ſhall prove how perjuries ſucceed, 
And chains or death avenge their impious deed. 
Charm'd with this heat, the King his courſe 
purſues, 
And next the troops of either Ajax views : 
In one firm orb the bands were rang'd around, 
A cloud of heroes blacken'd all the ground. 
Thus from the lofty promontory's brow 
A ſwain ſurveys the gathering ſtorm below ; 315 
Slow from the main the heavy vapours riſe, 
Spread in dim ſtreams, and fail along the ſkies, 
Till black at night the ſwelling tempeſt ſhows, _ 
The cloud condenfing as the Weſt-wind blows : 
He dreads th* impending ſtorm, and drives his 
flock ; . 
To the cloſe covert of an arching rock. 
Such, and ſo thick, th* embattled ſquadrons 
ſtood, 
With ſpears ere, a moving iron wood; 
A ſhady light was ſhot from glimmering ſhields, 
And their brown arms obſcur'd the duſky fields, 
3235 
O heroes ! worthy ſuch a dauntleſs train, 
Whoſe God-like virtue we but urge in vain, 
(Exclaimed the king) who raiſe your eager bands 
With great examples, more than loud commands : 
Ah, would the Gods but breathe in all the reſt 330 
Such ſouls as burn in your exalted breaſt: 


Soon ſuould our arms with juſt ſucceſs be crown'd, | 


And Troy's proud walls lie ſmoak ing on the ground, 
Then to the next the general bends his courſe 

(His heart exults, and glories in his force); 335 

There reverend Neſtor ranks his Pylian bands, 

And with inſpiring eloquence commands; 

With ſtricteſt order ſets his train in arms, 

The chiefs adviſes, and the ſoldiers warms, 

Alaſtor, Chromius, Hæmon round him wait, 340 

Bias the good, and Pelagon the great. 

The horſe and chariots to the front aſſign'd, 

The foot (the ſtrength of war) he rang' d behind; 

The middle ſpace ſuſpected troops ſupply, 


Inclos'd by both, nor left the power to ly; 345 


He gives command to curb the fiery ſteed, 

Nor cauſe confuſion, nor the ranks excced; 

Before the reſt let none too raſnly ride; 

No ſtrength nor ſkill, but juſt in time, be try'd : 
Ver. VI. : 
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The charge once made, no warriour turn the rein, 
330 
But fight, or fall; a firm embody'd train. 
He whom the fortune of the field ſhall caſt 
From forth his chariot, mount-the next in haſte ; 
Nor ſeek unpractis'd to direct the car, 
Content with javelins to provoke the war. 355 
Our great forefathers held this prudent courſe, | 
Thus rul'd their ardour, thus preſery'd their force, 
By laws like theſe immortal conqueſts made, 
And earth's proud tyrants low in aſhes laid, 

So ſpoke the maſter of the martial art, 360 
And touch'd with tranſport great Atrides' heart! 
Oh! had'ſt thou ſtrength to match thy brave deſires, 
And nerves to ſecond what thy ſoul inſpires ! 
But waſting years, that wither human race, 
Exhauſt thy ſpirits, and thy arms unbrace. 365 
What once thou wert, oh ever might'ſt thou be! 
And age the lot of any chief but thee. 

Thus to th' experienc'd prince Atrides cry'd ; 
He {100k his hoary locks and thus reply'd : _ 
Well might I wiſh, could mortal wiſh renew, 370 
That ſtrength which once in boiling youth I Knew; 
Such as I was, when Ereuthalion ſlain 
Beneath this arm fell proſtrate on the plain. 

But Heaven its gifts not all at once beſtows, 

Thete years with wiſdomcrowns, with action thoſe; 

The field of combat fits the young and bold, 

The ſolemn council beſt becomes the old: 

To you the glorious conflict I refign, 

Let ſage advice, the palm of age, be mine. 

He ſaid. With joy the monarch march'd before, 
80 

And found Meneſtheus on the duſty ſhore, 0 

With whom the firm Athenian phalanx ſtands, 

And next Ulyſſes with his ſubje& bands. 

Remote their forces lay, nor knew fo far 

The peace infting'd, nor heard the ſound of war; 

The tumult late begun, they ſtood intent 

To watch the motion, dubious of th' event. 

The king, who ſaw their ſquadrons yet unmov'd, 

With haſty ardour thus the chiefs reprov'd : 

Can Peteus' ſon forget a warriour's part, 390 

And fears Ulyſſes, ſkill'd in every art? 

Why ſtand you diſtant, and the reſt expect 

To mix in combat which yourſelves negle& ? 
From you *twas hop'd among the firſt to dare 
The ſhock of armies, and commence the war. 395 
For this your names are call'd before the reſt, 

To ſhare the pleaſures of the genial feaſt : 

And can you, chiefs ! without a bluſh ſurvey 
Whole troops before you labouring in the fray ? 
Say, is it thus thoſe honours you requite: 400 


The firſt in banquets, but the laſt in fight ? 


Ulyſſes heard : the hero's warmth o'erſpread 
His cheek with bluſhes : and ſevere, he ſaid : 
Take back th' unjuſt reproach! Behold, we ſtand 
Sheath'd in bright arms, and but expect command. 
If glorious deeds afford thy ſoul delight, 

Pehold me plunging in the thickeſt fight. 
Then give thy warriour-chief a warriour's due, 
Who dares to act whate'er thou dar'ſt to view. 
Struck with his generous wrath the King re- 
plies ; 410 
Oh great in action, and in council wiſe ! 
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With curs, thy care and ardour are the ſame, 

Nor need I to command, nor ought to blame. 

Saze as thou art, and learn'd in human kind, 

Forgive the tranſport of a martial mind. 

Haſte to the fight, ſecure of juſt amei:ds ; 

The Gods that rake, ſhall Keep the worthy friends. 
He ſaid, and paſs'd where great Ty dides lay, 

His ſteeds and chariots wedg'd in firm array : 


(The warlike Sthenelvs attends his fide) 420 


To whom with ſtern reproach the monarch cry'd ; 
Oh ſon of Tvdeus! (he, whoſe ſtrength could tame 
The bounding ſteed, in arms a mighty name) 
Can'ſt thou, remote, the mingling hoſts deſcry, 
With hands unactive, and a careleſs eve? 425 
Not thus thy ſie the fierce encounter fear'd ; 
Still firſt in front th&matchleſs prince appear'd ; 
What glorious toils, what wonders they recite, 
Who view'd him labouring through the ranks of 
fight ! 
I fave him once, when, gathering martial power, 
430 
A peaceful gueſt, he faw Mycenæ's tower; 
Armies he aſk d, and armies had been given, 
Not we deny'd, but Jove forbade from heaven; 
While dreadful comets glaring from afar 
Forewarn'd the horrours of the Theban war. 435 
Next, ſent by Greece from where Aſopus flows, 
A fearleſs envoy, ne approached the foes ; 
Thebes' hoſtile walls, unguarded and alone, 
Dauntleſs he enters, and demands the throne, 
The tyrant feaſting with his chiefs he found, 440 
And dar'd to combat all thoſe chiefs around; 
Par'd and ſubdued, before their haughty lord ; 
For Pallas ſtrung his arm, and edg'd his ſword. . 
stung with the ſhame, within the winding way, 
To bar his paſſage fifty warriours lay; 445 
Two heroes led the ſecret ſquadron on, | 
Mzon the fierce, and hardy Lycophon : 
Thoſe fiſty ſlaughter'd in the gloomy vale, 
He ſpar'd but one to bear the dreadful tale. 
Such Tydeus was, and ſuch his martial fire. 450 
Gods ! how the ſon degenerates from he fire ! 
No words the god-like Diomed return'd, 
Put heard reſpectful, and in ſecret burn'd: 
Not ſo fierce Capaneus' undaunted ſon, 
Stern as his fire, the boaſter thus begun: 455 
What needs, O Monarch, th's invidious praiſe, 
Ourſelves to leffen, while our fires you raiſe ? 
Pare to be juſt, Atrides! and confeſs 
Gor valour equal, though our fury less. 
With fewer troops we ſtorm'd the Theban wall, 
460 
And happier ſaw the ſevenfold ci y fall. 
{1 impioas acts the guilty fathers dy'd ; 
The ſons ſubhdu'd, for heaven was on their ſide. 
Fur more than heirs of a'l our parents fame, 
Gur vlories darken their diminiſti'd name. 465 
io him Tydides thus: My friend, forbear, 
<oonreſs thy paſſion, and tne king revere : 
His high concern may well excuſe this rage, 
Whote cauſe we follow, and u hoſe war we ware ; 
is the firit praiſe, were Ilion's towers 0'erthrywn, 
And, if we fail, the chief diſgrace his own. 
Let him the Greeks to hardy tolls excite, 
"Tis ours to labour in the glorious fight. 
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He ſpoke, and ardent on the trembling ground 


Sprung from his car; his ringing arms reſound. 
47 

Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, , 

Of arm'd Tydides ruſhing to the war, 

As when the winds, aſcending by degrees, 

Firſt move the whitening ſurface of the ſeas, 

The billows float in order to the ſhore, 430 

The wave behind rolls on the wave before ; 

Till, with the growing ſtorm, the deeps ariſe, 

Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the ſkies. 

So to the fight the thick battalions throng, 

Shields urg'd on ſhields, and men drove men along. 

Sedate and filent move the numerous bands; 


No found, no whiſper, but the chief's commands, 


Thoſe only heard ; with awe the reſt obey, 
As if ſome God had ſnatch'd their voice away. 


Not ſo the Trojans ; from their hoſt aſcends 490 


A general ſhout that all the region rends. 

As when the fleecy flocks unnumber'd ſtand 

In wealthy folds, and wait the milker's hand; 

The hollow vales inceſſant bleating fills, 

The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills: 

49 

Such clamours roſe from various nations round, 

Mix'd was the murmur, and confus'd the ſound. 

Each hoſt now joins, and each a God inſpires, 

Theſe Mars incites, and thoſe Minerva fires. 

Pale flight around, and dreadful Terrour reign; o 

And Difcord raging bathes the purple plain ; 

Diſcord ! dire ſiſter of the ſlaughtering power, 

Small at her birth, but riſing every hour : 

While ſcarce the ſkies her horrid head can bound, 

She ſtalks on earth, and ſhakes the world around; 
50 


The groan ſtill deepens, and the combat burns. 
Now ſhield with thield, with helmet helmet 
clos'd, . 
To armour armour, lance to lance oppos'd, 


Hoſt againſt hoſt with ſhadowy ſquadrons drew, 516 


The ſounding darts in iron tempeſts flew, 
Victors and vanquith'd join promiſcuous cries, 
And ſhrilling ſhouts and dving groans ariſe; 
With ſtreaming blood the ſlippery fields are dy'd, 
And flarghter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide. 515 
As to rents roll, increas'd by numerous rills, 
With rage impetuous down their echoing hills; 
Ruſh to the vales, and, pour'd along the plain, 
Roar through a thouſand channels to the main; 


| The diſtant ſhepherd trembling hears the ſound : 


20 

So mix both hoſts, and ſo their cries 3 
The bold Antilochus the ſlaughter led, 

The firſt who ſtruck a valiant Trojan dead: 
At great Echepolus the lance arrives; 
Raz'dhishighereſt, and through his helmet drives; 
Warm'd in the brain the brazen weapon lies, 
And thades eternal ſettle o'er his eyes. 
So finks a tower, that long aſſaults had ſtood 
Of force and fire: its walls beſmear'd with blood. 
Him, the bold * leader of th' Abantian throng 530 
Seiz'd to deſpoil, and dragg'd the corpſe along: 


— —— 


* Elphenor. 
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But while he ſtrove to tug th' inſerted dart, 
Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero's heart. 

His flank unguarded by his ample ſhield, 

Admits the lance : he falls, and ſpurns the field ; 


| 535 
The nerves, unbrac'd, ſupport his limbs no more ; 
The ſoul comes floating in a tide of gore. 
Trojans and Greeks now gather round the lain ; 
The war renews, the warriours bleed again ; 
As o'er their prey rapacious wolves engage, 540 
Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage. 

In blooming youth fair Simoiſtus fell, 


Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell: 


Fair Simoiſius, whom his mother bore, 

Amid the flocks on filver Simois' ſhore; 545 

The nymph deſcending from the hills of Ide, 

To ſeek her parents on his flowery fide, 

Brought forth the babe, their common care and 

oy, 

NW hence from Simois nam'd the lovely boy. 

Short was his date! by dreadful Ajax flain 5 50 

He falls, and renders all their cares in vain ! 

So falls a poplar, that in watery ground 

Rais'd high the head, with ſtately branches crown'd, 

(Feld by ſome artiſt with his ſhining ſteel, 

To ſh pe the circle of the bending wheel) 555 

Cut down it lies, tall, ſmooth, and largely ſpread, 

With all its beauteous honours on its head; 

There, left a ſubject to the wind and rain, 

And ſcorch'd by ſuns, it withers on the —_ 

Thus pierc'd by Ajax, Simoiſius I'es 

Stretch'd on the ſhore, and thus neglected ad 
At Ajax Antiphus his Javelin threw ; 

The pointed lance with erring fury flew, | ö 

And Lencus, lov'd by wiſe Ulyfles, ſlew. 

He drops the corpſe of Sin oifius lain, 565 

And ſinks a breathleſs carcaſe on the plain. 

This faw Ulyſſes, and with grief enrag'd 

Strode where the foremoſt of the foes engag'd 3 

Arm'd with his ſpear, he meditates the wound, 

In act to chrow; but, cautious, look'd around. 570 

Struck at his ſight the Trojans backward drew, 

And trembling heard the javelin as it flew. 

A chief ſtood nigh, who from Abydos came, 

Old Priam's ſon, DemocoGn was his name; 

The weapon enter'd cloſe above his ear, 575 

Cold through his temples glidesthe whizzing ſpear; 

With piercing ſhrieks the youth reſigns his breath, 

His eve-balls darken with the ſhades of death ; 

Ponderous he falls ; his clanging arms reſound; 

And his broad buckler rings againſt the ground. 

580 

Seiz'd with affright the boldeſt foes appear; 

Ev'n god-like Hector ſeems himſelf to fear; 

Slow he gave way, the reſt tumultuous fled ; 

ihe Greeks with ſhouts preſs on, aud ſpoil the 

dend: 
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; But Phœbus now from Ilion's towering height 585 
Shines forth reveal'd, and animates the fight. 
Trojans, be bold, and force with force oppoſe ; 
Your foaming ſtceds urge headlong on the foes ! 
Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb'd with ſteel; 
Your weapons enter, and yo..r ſtrokes they feel. 
590 
Have ye forgot what ſeem'd your dread before ? 
The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more. 
Apollo thus'from Iion' 8 lofty towers 
Array'd in terrors, rouz'd the Trojan powers: 
While War's fierce Goddeſs fires the Grecian foe, 


5935 
And ſhouts and thunders in the ficlds below. : 


Then great Diores fell, by doom divine, 
In vain his valour, and illuſtrious line. 
A broken rock the force of Pirus threw 
(who from cold Anus led the Thracian crew); 
600 
Full on his ankle dropt the pondero::s ſtone, 
Burt the ſtrong nerves, and craſh'd the ſolid bone. 
Supinc he tumbles on the crimſon ſands, 
Before his helpleſs friends and native bands, 5 
And ſpreads for aid his unavailing hands. 60 5 
The foe ruſn'd furious as he pants for breath, 
And through his navel drove the pointed death: 
His gaſhing entrails ſmok'd upon the ground, 
And the warm life came iſſuing from the wound. 
His lance bold Thoas at the conqueror ſent, 610 
Deep in his breaſt above the pap it went. 
Amid the lungs was fix'd the winged wood, 
And.quivering in his heaving boſom ſtood : 
Till from the dying chief, approaching near, 
Th* Ætolian warriour tugg'd his weighty ſpear : 
61 
Then ſudden wav'd his flaming faulchion round, 
And gath'd his belly with a ghaſtly wound, 
The corpſe now breathleſs on the bloody plain, 
To ſpoil his arms the victor ſtrove in vain ; 
The Thracian bands againſt the victor preſt; 620 
A grove of lances glitter'd at his breaſt. 
Stern Thoas, gl-ring with revengeful eyes, 
In ſullen fury ſlowly quits the prize. 
Thus fell two heroes; one the pride of Thrace, 
And one the leader of th* Epeian race : 625 
Death's ſable ſhade at once o'ercaſt their eyes, 
In duſt the vanquiſh'd, and the victor lies. 
With copicus laughter all the fields arg red, 
And heap'd with growing mountains of the dead. 
Had ſome brave chief this martial ſcene beheld, 
By Pallas guarded through the dreadful field; 
Might darts be bid to turn their points away, 
And {words around him innocently play; 
The war's whole art with wonder had he ſeen, 
And counted heroes where he counted men. 635 
o fought each hoſt with thirſt of glory fir'd, 
And crowds on crowds triumphantly expir'd. 
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5 . The As of Diomed. 


DO HED, aſſited by Pallas, performs wonders in this day's battle. Pandarus 
wounds him with an arrow, but the Goddeſs cures him, enables him to diſcern 
Gods from mortals, and prohibits him from contending with any of the former, ex- 
cepting Venus. MEneas joins Pandarus to oppoſe him : Panaarus is killed, and 
Aneas in great danger, but for the aſſiſtante 2 Venus; who, as ſhe is removing 
her fon from the fight, is wounded in the hand by Diomed. Apollo ſeconds her in 
his reſcue, and at length carries off neas 10 Troy, where he is healed in the tem- 
ple of Pergamus. Mars rallies the Trejans, and aſſiſts Hector to make a ftand. 
In the mean time Æneas is reſtored to the field, and they overthrow ſeveral of the 
Greeks; among the reſt Tlepolemus is flain by Sarpedon. Juno and Minerva de- 


ſcend to refit Mars; the latter incites Diomed to go againſt that God; he wounds 


him, and ſends him groaning to heaven. 


The firſt battle continues through this book. The ſcene is the ſame as in the former. 


UT Pallas now Tydides' ſoul inſpires, 
Fills with her force, and warms with all her 
fires, | 

Above the Greeks his deathleſs fame to raiſe, 
And crown her hero with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe. 
High on his helm celeſtial lightnings play, 5 
His beamy, ſhield emits a living ray; 50 
Th' unweary'd blaze inceſſant ſtreams ſupplies, 
Like the red ſtar that fires tli' autumnal ſkies, 
When freſh he rears his radiant orb to ſight, 
And, bath'd in Ocean, ſhoots a keener light. 10 
Such glories Pallas on the chief beſtow'd, 
Such, from his arms, the fierce effulgence flow'd : 
Onward ſhe drives him, furious to engage, 
Where the fight burns, and where the thickeſt rage. 

The ſons of Dares firſt the combat ſought, 15 
A wealthy prieſt, but rich without a fault ; ; 
In Vulcan's fane the father's days were led, 
The ſons to toils of glorious battle bred ; 
Theſe ſingled from their troops the fight maintain, 
Theſe from their ſteeds, Tydides on the plain. 20 
Fierce for renown the brother chiefs draw near, 
And firſt bold Phegeus caſts his ſounding ſpear, 
Which o'er the warriour's ſhoulder took its courſe, 


Not ſo, Tydides, flew thy lance in vain, 25 
But pierc'd his breaſt, and ſtretch'd him on the 
plain. 


Seiz'd with unuſual fear, Idæus fled, 
Left the rich chariot, and his brother dead. 
And, had not Vulcan lent celeſtial aid, 
He too had ſink to death's eternal ſhade ; 30 
But in a ſmoky cloud the God of fire 
| Preſerv'd the ſon, in pity to the fire. 
The ſteeds and chariot, to the navy led, 
Encreas'd the ſpoils of ga laat Diomed. 

Struck with amaze and ſhame, the Trojan crew, 


35 

Or ſlain, or fled, the ſons of Dares view ; 
When by the blogd-ſtain'd hand Minerva preſt 
The God of battles, and this ſpeech addreſt: 

Stern power of war! by whom the mighty fall, 
Who bathe in blood, and ſhake the lofty wall! 40 
Let the brave chiefs their glorious toils divide; 
And whoſe the conqueſt mighty Jove decide: 
While we from interdicted fields retire, 
Nor tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging Sire. 

Her words allay'd th' impetuous warriour's 


And ſpent in empty air its erring force. 


heat, 45 
The God of arms and Martial Maid retreat; 
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Remov'd from fight, on Xanthus' flowery bounds 
They fat, and liſtened to the dying ſounds. 
Meantime the Greeks the Trojan race purſue, 
And ſome botd chieftain every leader flew: 50 
Firſt Odius falls, and bites the bloody ſand, 
His death ennobled by Atrides' hand; 
As he to flight his wheeling car addreſt, : 
The ſpeedy javelin drove from back to breaſt, 
In duſt the mighty Halizonian lay, 55 
His arms reſound, the ſpirit wings its way. 
Thy fate was next, O Phæſtus! doom'd to feel 
The great Idomeneus' portended ſteel ; 
Whom Borus ſent (his ſon, and only joy) 
From fruitful Tarne to the fields of Troy, 60 


The Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar, 


And pierc'd his ſnoulder as he mounts his car; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground, 
And everlaſting ſhades his eyes ſurround. 

Then dy'd Scamandrius, expert in the chace, 65 
In woods and wilds to wound the ſavage race : 
Diana taught him all her ſylvan arts, 

To bend the bow, and aim unerring darts : 

But vainly here Diana's arts he tries, 

The fatal lance arreſts him as he flies; 70 
From Menelaus arm the weapon ſent, 

Through his broad back and heaving boſom went : 
Down ſinks the warriour with a thundering ſound, 


His brazen armour rings againſt the ground. 


Next artful Phereclus untimely fell; 75 

Bold Merion ſent him to the realms of hell. 

Thy father's ſkill, O Phereclus, was thine, 

The graceful fabrick and the fair deſign ;. 

For, lov'd by Pallas, Pallas did impart 

To him the ſhipwright's and the builder's art. 80 

Beneath his hand the fleet of Paris roſe, 

The fatal cauſe of all his country's woes; 

But he, the myſtick will of Heaven unknown, 

Nor ſaw his country's peril, nor his own., 

The hapleſs artiſt, while confus'd he fled, 8 5 

The ſpear of Merion mingled with the dead, 

Through his right hip with forceful fury caſt, 

Between the bladder and the bone it paſt: 

Prone on his knees he falls with fruitleſs cries, 

And death in laſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 90 
From Meges' force the ſwift Pedzus fled, 

Antenor's offspring from a foreign bed, 

Whoſe generous ſpouſe, Theano, heavenly fair, 

Nurs'd the young ſtranger with a mother's care. 

How vain thoſe cares! when Meges in the rear 


5 9 

Full in his nape infix'd the fatal ſpear ! I 
Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon glides, 
And the cold tongue the grinning teeth divides. 

Then dy'd Hypſenor, generous and divine, 
Sprung from the brave Dolopian's mighty line, ioo 
Who near ador'd Scamander made abode, 
Prieſt of the ſtream, and honour'd as a God, 
On him, amidit the flving numbers found, 
Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound; 
On his broad ſhoulders fell the forceful brand, 


| "FEY 
Then glancing downward lopp'd his holy hand, 
Which ſtain'd with ſacred blood the bluſhing 
ſand. 
Down ſank the prieſt: the purple hand of death 
Clos'd his dim eye, and fate ſuppreſs'd his breath. 
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Thus toil'd the chiefs, in different parts engag' d, 
In every quarter fierce Tydides rag'd, 
Amid the Gree, amid the Trojan train, 
Rapt through the ranks, he thunders o'er the 
plain ; 
Now here, now there, he darts from place to place, 
Pours on the rear, or lightens in their face. 115 
Thus from high hills the torrents ſwift and ſtrong 
Deluge whole fields, and ſweep the trees along, 
Through ruin'd moles the ruſhing wave reſounds, | 
O' erwhelms the bridge, and burſts the lofty bounds. | 
The yellow harveſts of the ripen'd year, 120 
And flatted vineyards, one ſad waſte appear ! 
While Jove deſcends in ſluicy ſheets of rain, 
And all the labours of mankind are vain. 

So rag'd Tydides, boundleſs in his ire, 

Drove armies back, and made all Troy retire, 125 

With grief the * leader of the Lycian band 

Saw the wide waſte of his deftructive hand: 

His bended bow againſt the chief he drew; 

Swift to the mark the thirſty arrow flew, 

Whoſe forky point the hollow breaſt-plate tore, 
„ 130 

Deep in his ſhoulder pierc'd, and drank his es : 

The ruſhing ſtream his brazen armour dy'd, 

While the proud archer thus exulting cry'd: 

Hither, ye Trojans, hither drive your ſteeds ! 
Lo! by our hand the braveſt Grecian bleeds. 135 
Not long the dreadful dart he can ſuſtain ; 

Or Phoa&bus urg'd me to theſe fields in vain. 

So ſpoke he, boaſtful ; but the winged dart 

Stopt ſhort of life, and mock'd the ſhooter's art. 
The wounded chief, behind his car retir'd, 140 
The helping hand of Sthenelns requir'd; 
Swift from his ſeat he leap'd upon the ground, 
And tugg'd the weapon from the guſhing wound; 
When thus the king his guardian power addreſt, 
The purple current wandering o'er his veſt: 145 

O progeny of Jove ! unconquer'd maid ! 

If e'er my god-like Sire deſerv'd thy aid, 

If e'er I felt thee in the fighting field, 

Now, Goddeſs, now thy ſacred ſuccour yield. 

Oh give my lance to reach the Trojan knight, 150 

Whoſe arrow wounds the chief thou guard'ſt in 
fight ; 

And lay the boaſter groveling on the ſhore, 

That vaunts theſe eyes ſhall view the light no more, 

Thus pray'd Tydides, and Minerva heard; 

His nerves confirm'd, his languid ſpirits chear'd, 
155 
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He feels each limb with wonted vigour light ; 
His beating boſom claims the promis'd fight, 
Be bold (ſhe cry'd), in every combat ſhine, 
War be thy province, thy protection mine; 
Ruſh to the fight, and every foe controul; 160 
Wake each paternal virtue in thy. ſoul: | 
Strength ſwells thy boiling breaſt, infus'd by me, 
And all thy god-like father breathes in thee ! 

Yet more, from mortal miſts I purge thy eyes, 


And ſet to view the warring Deities. _ 165 
Theſe ſee thou ſhun, through all th' embattled 
| plain, 


Nor raſhly ſtrive where human force is vain. 


_— = 


* Pandarus, 
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If Venus mingle ig the martial band, 

Her ſhalt thou wound: ſo Pallas gives command. 
With tht, the blue-ey'd virgin wing'd her flight; 

The hero ruth'd impetuous to the fight ; 

With tenfold ardour now invades the plain, 

Wild with delay, and more curag'd by pain. 


As on the fleecy flocks, when hunger calls, 


Amidſt the ficld a brindled hon falls ; 
If chance ſome ſhepherd wiih a diſtant dart 
The ſavage wound, he rouzes at the imart, 


175 


He foams, he roars; the ſhepherd dares not ſtay, 


But trembling leaves the ſcattering flocks a prey ; 
Heaps fall on heaps; he bathes with blood the 
ground, 
Then leaps victorious o'er the lofty mound, 
Not with leſs fury ſtern Tydides flew ; 
And wo brave leaders at an inſtant flew : 
Afſtynous breathleſs fell, and by his fide 
His people's paſtor, good Hypenor, dy'd; 
Aſtynous' breaſt the deadly lance receives, 
Hypcnor's ſhoulder his broad faulchion cleaves. 
Thoſe Alain he left; and ſprung with noble rag 
Abas and Polyidus to engage; 
Sons of Eurydamas, who, wiſe and old, 190 
Could fates foreſee. and myſtic dreams unſold, ' 
The vouths return'd not from the doubtiul plain, 
And the ſad father try'd his arts in vain ; 
No myitic dream could make their fates appear, 
Though now determin'd by Tydides' ſpear. 195 
Young Xanthus next, and Thoon felt his rage ; 
The joy and hope of Phænops' feeble : ge; 
Vaſt was his wealth, and theſe the only heirs 
Of all his labours, and a life of cares. 
Cold death o'ertakes them in their blooming years, 
200 


185 


And leaves the father unavailing tears : 
To ſtrangers now deſcends his wealthy ſtore, 
The race forgotten, and the name no more. 

Two ſons of Friam in one Chariot ride 
Glittering in arms, and combat ſide by fide. 205 
As when the lordly lion ſceks his food. 

Where grazing heifers range the lonely wood, 

He leaps amidſt them with a furious bound, 

Bends their ſtrong necks, and tears then t ; the 
ground: 

So from their ſeats the brother chiefs are torn, 210 


Their ſteeds and chariot to the navy borne. 


With deep concern divine ZEneas view'd 
The foe prevailing, and his friends purſued, 
Through the thick ſtorm of ſinging ipcats he flies, 
Explorng Pandarus with caretu! eyes, 215 
At length he ſound Lycaon's mighty ſon; 
To whom the chief of Venus' race begun: 
Where, Pandarus, are all thy honours now, 
Thy winged arrows and uuerring bow, 


Thy matchleſs ſkill, thy yet unrivall'd fame, 220 


And boaſted glory of the Lycian name? 

Oh pierce that mortal: if we mortal call 

That wondrous force by which whole armies fall; 
Or God incens'd, who quits the diſtant ikies 

To punith Troy for lighted ſacrifice; 22 
(Which, oh, avert from our unhup; y fate ! 

For what fo dreadful as celeſtia ate?) 

Whoc'er he be, propitiate Jove with prayer; 

I man ccircy ; if God, intreat to ſpare. 


To him the Lycian: Whom your eyes behold, 
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If right J judge, is Diomed the bold! 


Such courſers whirl him o'er the duſty field, . 


So towers his helmet, and ſo flames his ſhield. 

If *tis a God, he wears that chief's diſguiſe ; 

Or if that chief, ſome guardian of the ſkies 235 

Involv'd in clouds, protects him in the fray, 

And turns unſeen the fruſtrate dart away. 

I wing'd an arrow, which not idly fell, 

The ſtroke had fix'd him to the gates of hell : 

And, but ſome God, ſome angry God withſtands, 

| 1 

His fate was due to theſe unerring hands. bt 

Skill'd in the bow, on foot I ſought the war, 

Nor join'd ſwift horſes to the rapid car. 

Ten poliſh*d chariots I poſſeſs'd at home, 

And ſtill they grace Lycaon's princely dome: 245 

There veil'd in ſpacious coverlets they ſtand ; 

And twice ten courſers wait their lord's command. 

The good old warriour bid me truſt to theſe, 

When firſt for Troy I ſail'd the ſacred ſeas; 

In fields aloft the whirling car to guide, 250 

And through the ranks of death triumphant ride: 

But vain with youth, and yet to thrift inclin'd, 

I heard his councils with unheedful mind, 

And thought the ſteeds (your large ſupplies un- 
known) 

Might fail of forage in the ſtraiten'd town: 255 

So took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 

And left the chariots in my native land. 

Too late, O friend ! my raſhneſs I deplore ; 
Theſe ſhafts, once fatal, carry death no more. 
Tydeus' and Atreus' ſons their points have found, 

260 
And undiſſembled gore purſued the wound. 
In vain they bled : this unavailing bow 
Serves, not to ſlaughter, but provoke the foe. 
In evil hour theſe bended horns 1 ſtrung, 
2nd ſeiz'd the quiver where it idly hung. 265 
Curs'd be the fate that ſent me to the field 
Without a warriour's arms, the ſpear and ſhield ; 
If e' er with life I quit the Trojan plain, 
If &er I ſee my ſpouſe and fire again, 
This bow, unfaithful to my glorious aims, 270 
Broke by my hand, ſhall feed the blazing flames. 

To whom the leader of the Dardan race : 

Be calm, nor Phœbus' honour'd gift diſgrace. 

The diſtant dart be prais'd, though here we need 

The ruſhing chariot, and the bounding ſteed. 275 

Againſt yon hero let us bend our courſe, 

And hand to hand, encounter force with force. 
ow mount my ſeat, and from the chariot's height 


Obſerve my father's ſteeds, renown'd in fight, 


Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace, 280 

To dare the ſhock, or urge the rapid race : 

Secure with theſe, through fighting fields we go ; 

Or ſafe to Troy, if Jove aſſiſt the foe. 

Haſte, ſeize the whip, and ſnatch the guiding 

rein; 

The warriour's fury let this arm ſuſtain; 285 

Or, if to combat thy t oli heart inchne, 

Take thou the ſpear, the chariot's care be mine. 
O prince! (Lycaon's valiant ſon reply'd) 

As thine the ſtecds, be thine the taſk to guide. 
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The horſes, practis'd to their lord's command, 
290 
Shall bear the rein, and anſwer to thy hand, ; 
But if, unhappy, we deſert the fight, . 
Thy voice alone can animate their flight: 
Elſe ſhall our fates be number*d with the dead, 
And theſe, the victor's prize, in triumph led. 


; 295 
Thine be the guidance then: with ſpear and 


ſhield | 
Myſelf will charge this terrour of the field. 
And now both heroes mount the glittering 
ear; : 
The bounding courſers'ruſh amidſt the war. 
Their fierce approach bold Sthenelus eſpy'd, 300 
Who thus, alarm'd, to great Tydides cri'd : 

O friend! two chiefs of force immenſe J ſee, 

Dreadful they come, and bend their rage on 
thee : 
Lo the brave heir of bold Lycaon's line, 

And great Æneas, ſprung from race divine 
0 
Enough is given to fame. Aſcend thy car; 55 

And ſave a life, the bulwark of our war. 

At this the hero caſt a gloomy look, 
Fix'd on the chief with ſcorn; and thus he 

ſpoke : 

Me doſt thou bid to ſhun the coming fight ? 
310 
Me would*ſt thou move to baſe, inglorious flight? 
Know, tis not honeſt in my ſoul to fear, 

Nor was Tydides born to tremble here. 

hate the cumbrous chariot's ſlow advance, 

And the long diſtance of the flying lance ; 37 

But while my nerves are ſtrong, my force en- 
tire, 

Thus front the foe, and emulate my fire. 

Nor ſhall yon ſteeds that fierce to fight convey 

Thoſe threatening heroes, bear them both away ; 

One chief at leaſt beneath this arm ſhall die; 320 

So Pallas tells me, and forbids to fly. 

But if ſhe dooms, and if no God withſtand, 

That both ſhall fa 1 by one victorious hand; 

Then heed my words: my horſes here detain, 

Fix'd to the chariot by the ſtraiten'd rein; 325 

Swift to Eneas' empty ſeat proceed, 

And ſeize the courſers of ætherial breed: 

The race of thoſe, which once the thundering 
God 

For raviſh'd Ganymede on Tros beſtow'd, 

The beſt that e'er on earth's broad ſurface run, 


330 
Beneath the riſing or the ſetting ſun. | 
Hence great Anchiſes ſtole a breed, unknown 
By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon ; 
Four of this race his ample ſtalls contain, 
And two tranſport Æneas o'er the plain. 335 
Theſe, were the rich immortal prize our own, 
Through the wide world ſhould make cur glory 
known, 
Thus while they ſpoke the foe came furious 
on, 
And ſtern Lycaon's warlike race begun : 
Prince, thou art met. Though late in vain aſ- 
ſail'd, 
The ſpear may enter where the arrow fail'd. 


47 


He ſaid, then ſhook the ponderous lance, and 
flung; 
On his broad ſhield the ſounding weapon rung, 
Pierc'd the tough orb, and in his cuiraſs hung. 
He bleeds ! the pride of Greece ! (tlie boaſter 
cries) 
Our triumph now the mighty warriour lies! 
Miſtaken vaunter! Diomed reply'd; 
Thy dart has err'd, and new my ſpear be try'd : 
Ye ſcape not both; one, headlong from his car, 
With hoſtile blood ſhall glut the God of war. 350 
He ſpoke, and riſing hurl'd his forceful dart, 
Which, driven by Pallas, pierc'd a vital part ; 
Full in his face it enter'd, and betwixt 
The noſe and eye-ball the proud Lycian fixt ; 
Craſh'd all his jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 


Till the bright point look'd out beneath the 1 
Headlong he falls, his helmet“ nocks the ground; 
Earth groans beneath him, and his arms ieſound ; 
The ſtarting courſers tremble with affright; 


The ſoul indignant ſeeks the realms of night. 300 


To guard his ſlaughter'd friend, Æneas flies, 
His ſpear extending where the carcaſe lies; 
Watchful he wheels, protects it every way, 

As the grim lion ſtalks around his prey. 
O' ei the fall'n trunk his ample ſhield diſplay'd, 


6 
He hides the hero with the mighty ſhade, i 
And threats aloud: the Greeks with longing eyes 
Behold at diſtance, but forbear the prize. 
Then fierce Tydides ſtoops ; and from the fields, 
Heav'd with vaſt force, a rocky fragment wields, 
Not two ſtrong men th' enormous weight could 

raiſe, 

Such men as live in theſe degenerate days. 


He ſwung it round; and gathering ſtrength to 


throw, 
Diſcharg'd the ponderous ruin at the foe. 
Where to the hip th” inſerted thigh unites, 375 
Full on the bone the pointed marble lights ; 
Through both the tendons broke the rugged ſtone, 
And ſtripp'd the ſkin, and crack'd the ſolid bone. 
Sink on his knees, and ſtaggering with the pains, 
His falling bulk his bended arm ſuſtains ; 350 
Loft in adizzy miſt the warriour lies; | 
A ſudden cloud comes ſwimming o'er his eyes. 
There the brave chief who mighty numbers ſway'd, 
Oppreſs'd had ſunk to death's eternal ſhade ; 
But heavenly Venus, mindfal of the love 335 
She bore Anchiſes in th' Idæan grove, 
His danger views with anguith and deſpair, 
And guards her offspring with a mother's care. 
About her much-lov'd fon her arms ſhe throws, 
Her arms whoſe whiteneſs match the falling 
ſnows. 
Screen'd from the foe behind her ſhining veil, 
The ſwords wave harmleſs, and the javelins fa'l : 


Safe through the ruthing horſe, and feather'd 


flight 
Of ſounding ſhafts, ſhe bears him from the fight. 
Nor Sthenelus, with unaſſiſting hands, 395 


Remain'd unheedful of his lord's commands: 


His panting ſteeds, remov'd from out the war, 
He fix'd with fraiten'd traces to the car. 
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Next ruſhing to the Dardan ſpoil, detains 
The heavenly courſers with the flowing manes : 
| | — 85 
Theſe, in proud triumph to the fleet convey d, 
No longer now a Trojan lord obey'd, 
That charge to bold Deipylus he gave, 
(Whom moſt he lov'd, as brave men love the 
brave) 
Then mounting on his car, reſum'd the rein, 415 
And follow'd where Tydides ſwept the plain. 
Meanwhile (his conqueſt raviſh'd from his eyes) 
The raging chief in chace of Venus flies: 
No Goddeſs ſre commiffion'd to the field, 
Like Pallas dreadful with her ſable ſhield, 410 
Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall, 
While flames aſcend, and mighty ruins fall ; 
He knew ſoft combats ſuit the tender dame, 
New to the field, and ſtill a foe to fame. 
Through breaking ranks his furious courſe he 
bends, : 
And at the Goddeſs his broad lance extends; 
Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 
Th' ambroftal veil, which all the Graces wove; 
Her ſnowy hand the razing ſteel profan'd, 
And the tranſparent ſkin with crimſon ſtain'd, 
420 
From the clear vein a ſtream immortal flow'd, 
Such ſtream as iſſues from a wounded God: 
Pure emanation ! uncorrupted flood; 
Unlike our groſs, diſeas'd, terreſtrial blood: 
(For not the bread of man their life ſuſtains, 425 
Nor wine's inflaming juice ſupplies their veins.) 
With tender ſhrieks the Goddeſs fill'd the place, 
And dropp'd her offspring from her weak em- 
bracs; 
Him Phœbus took: he caſt a cloud around 
The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound. 
430 
Then with a voice that ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 
The king inſults the Goddeſs as ſhe flies. 
Ill with Jove's daughter bloody fights agree, 
The field of combat is no ſcene for thee : 
Go, let thy own ſoft ſex employ thy care, 435 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair. 
Taught by this ſtroke, renounce the war's alarms, 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms, 
Tvdides thus: The Goddeſs ſeiz'd with dread, 
Confus'd, diſtracted, from the conflict fled, 440 
To aid her, ſwift the winged Iris flew, 
Wrapt in a miſt above the warring crew. 
The Queen of Love with faded charms ſhe found, 
Pale was her cheek, and livid look'd the wound. 
To Mars, who fat remote, they bent their way, 


Far on the left, with clonds involv'd he lay; 

Beſide him ſtood his lance, diſtain'd with gore, 

And, rein'd with gold, his foaming ſteeds be- 
fore. : 

Low at his knee, ſhe begg'd, with ſtreaming 
eyes, 

Her brother's car, to mount the diſtant ſkies, 450 

And ſhew'd the wound by fierce Tydides given, 

A mortal man who dares encounter Heaven. 

Stern Mars attentive hears the queen complain, 

And to her hand commits the golden rein ; 
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She mounts the ſeat, oppreſs'd with ſilent woe, 


Driven by the Goddeſs of the painted bow. "= 


The laſh reſounds, the rapid chariot flies, 
And in a moment ſcales the lofty ſkies : 
There ſtopp'd the car, and there the courſers 


, ; 
Fed by fair Iris with ambroſial food. 460 
Before her mother, Love's bright Queen appears, 
O'erwheim'd with anguiſh, and diſſolv'd in tears, 
She rais'd her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 
And — what God had wrought this guilty 
eed ? 
Then ſhe: This inſult from no God I found, 
6 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound ! Ty 
Behold the deed of haughty Diomed ! 
Twas in the ſon's defence the mother bled. 
The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage, 
But with the Gods (th' immortal Gods) engage. 
: 70 

Dione then : Thy wrongs with patience 3 
And ſhare thoſe gifts inferior powers muſt ſhare: 
Unnumber'd woes mankind from us ſuſtain, 
And men with woes afflict the Gods again. 
The mighty Mars in mortal fetters bound, 473 
And lodg'd in brazen dungeons under ground, 


Full thirteen moons impriſon'd roar'd in vain; 


Otus and Ephialtes held the chain : 
Perhaps had periſh'd ; had not Hermes” care 
Reſtor'd the groaning God to upper air. 430 
Great Juno's ſelf has borne her weight of pain, 
Th' imperial partner of the heavenly reign; 
Amphitryon's ſon infix'd the deadly dart, 
And fill'd with anguiſh her immortal heart. 
Ev'n hell's grim king Alcides' power _— 
5 
The ſhaft found entrance in his iron breaſt ; 
To ſove's high palace for a cure he fled, 
Pierc'd in his own dominions of the dead ; 
Where Pzon, ſprinkling heavenly balm around, 
Aſſuag'd the glowing pangs, and clos'd the wound. 
. | 0 
Raſh, impious man ! to ſtain- the bleſt abodes, 
And drench his arrows in the blood of Gods ! 
But thou (though Pallas urg'd thy frantic deed) 
Whoſe ſpear ill-fated makes a Goddeſs bleed, 
Know thou, whoe'er with heavenly power con- 
tends, 
Short is his date, and ſoon his glory ends; 
From fields of death when late he ſhall retire, 
No infant on his knees ſhall call him Sire. : 
Strong as thou art, ſome God may yet be found, 
To ſtretch thee pale and gaſping on the ground; 
500 
Thy diſtant wife, Ægiale the fair, 
Starting from ſleep with a diſtracted air, 
Shall rouze thy flaves, and her loſt lord deplore, 
The brave, the great, the glorious, now no more! 
This ſaid, the wip'd from Venus' wounded 
palm 50% 
The ſacred ichor, and infus'd the balm. 
Juno and Pallas with a ſmile ſurvey'd, 
And thus to Jove began the blue-ey'd Maid; 
Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove! to tell 
How this miſchance the Cyprian Queen befell. 
510 
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As late ſhe try'd with paſſion to inflame 
The tender boſom of a Grecian dame, 
Allur'd the fair with moving thoughts of joy, 
To quit her country for ſome youth of Troy ; 
The claſping zone, with golden buckles bound, 

| I 
Raz'd her ſoft hand with this lamented OP g 

The Sire of Gods and men ſuperior ſmil'd, 

And, calling Venus, thus addreſt his child: 
Not theſe, O daughter, are thy proper cares! 
Thee milder arts befit, and ſofter wars; 520 


Sweet ſmiles are thine, and kind endearing 
charms, 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. 
Thus they in heaven: while on the plain below 
The fierce Tydides charg'd his Dardan foe, 
Fluſh'd with celeſtial blood purſu'd his way, 525 


And fearleſs dar'd the threatening God of day; 


Already in his hopes he ſaw him kill'd, 
Through ſcreen'd behind Apollo's mighty ſhield. 
Thrice ruſhing furious, at the chief he ſtrook; 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo ſhook: 530 
He tri'd the fourth : when, breaking from the 
cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud : 
O ſon of Tydeus, ceaſe ! be wiſe and ſee 
How vaſt the difference of the Gods and thee ; 
Diſtance immenſe ! between the powers that 
ſhine 535 
Above, eternal, deathleſs, and divine, 
And mortal man ! a wretch of humble birth, 
A ſhort-liv'd reptile in the duſt of earth. 
So ſpoke the God who darts celeſtial fires ; 
He dreads his fury, and ſome ſteps retires. 540 
Then Phoebus bore the chief of Venus' race 
To Troy's high fane, and to his holy place; 
Latona there and Phoebe heal'd the wound, 
With vigour arm'd him, and with glory crown'd, 
This done, the patron of the ſilver bow 5 
A phantom rais'd, the ſame in ſhape and ſhow 
With great Eneas; ſuch the form he bore, 
And ſuch in fight the radiant arms he wore. 
Around the ſpectre bloody wars are wag'd, 
And Greece and Troy with claſhing ſhields en- 
gag'd, 3 | 
Meantime on Ilion's tower Apollo ſtood, 
And, calling Mars, thus urg'd the raging God. 
Stern power of arms, by whom the mighty fall; 
Who bath'ſt in blood, and ſhak'ſft tl embattled 
wall 
Riſe in thy wrath !. tohell's abhorr'd abodes 555 
Diſpack, yon Greek, and vindicate the Gods. 
Firſt roſy Venus felt his brutal rage; 
Me next he charg'd, and dares all heav'n en- 


gage : 
The wretch would brave high heaven's immortal 
Sire, : 
His triple thunder, and his bolts of fire. 560 
The God of battle iſſues on the plain, 
Stirs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train ; 
In form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 
Enrag'd to Troy's retiring chiefs he cry'd : 
How long, ye ſons of Priam ! will ye fly, 565 
And unreveng'd ſee Priam's people die? 
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Still unreſiſted ſhall the foe deſtroy, ö 
And ſtretch the ſlaughter to the gates of Troy? 
Lo brave Eneas ſinks beneath his wound, 
Not god-like Hector more in arms renown'd ; 570 
Haſte all, and take the generous warrior's part, 
He ſaid; new courage ſwell'd each hero's heart. 
Sarpedon firſt his ardent ſoul expreſs'd, 
And, turn'd to Hector, theſe bold words ad- 
dreſs'd: 
Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour loſt? 575 
Where are thy threats, and where thy glorious 
boaſt, ; 
That propt alone by Priam's race ſhould ſtand 
Troy's ſacred walls, nor need a foreign hand ? 
Now, now thy country calls her wanted friends, 
And the proud vaunt in juſt deriſion ends. 580 
Remote they ſtand, while alien troops engage, 
Like trembling hounds before the lion's rage. 
Far diſtant hence I held my wide command, 
Where foaming Xanthus laves the Lycian land, 
With ample wealth (the with of mortals) bleſt, 
| 8 
A beauteous wife, and infant at her breaſt; OY 
With thoſe I left whatever dear could be; 
Greece, if ſhe conquers, nothing wins from me : 
Yet firſt in fight my Lycian bands I chear, 
And long to meet this mighty man ye fearz 590 
While Hector idle ſtands, nor bids the brave 
Their wives, their infants, and their altars ſave. 
Haſte, warriour, haſte ! preſerve thy threaten'd 
Nate; 
Or one vaſt burſt of all- involving fate? 
Full o'er your towers ſh Il fall, and ſweep away 
Sons, fires, and wives, an undiftinguiſh'd __ a 
Rouſe allthy Trojans, urge thy aids to fight ; 
Theſe claim thy thoughts by day, thy watch by 
night: 
With force inceſſant the brave Greeks oppoſe; 
Such cares thy friends deſerve, and ſuch thy foes. 
600 
Stung to the heart the generous Hector hears, 
But juſt reproof with decent ſilence bears, 
From his proud car the prince impetuous ſprings, 
On earth he leaps; his brazen armour rings. 
Two ſhining ſpears are brandiſh'd in his hands; 
DE IK 60 
Thus arm'd, he animates his drooping bands, , 
Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from flight, 


And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 


They turn, they ſtand, the Greeks their fury dare, 

Condenſe their powers, and wait the growing 
war. 610 

As when, on Ceres' ſacred floor, the ſwain 

Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden grain, 

And'the light chaff, before the breezes borne, 

Aſcends in clouds from off the heapy corn; 

The grey duſt, riſing with collected winds, 615 

Drives o'er the barn, and whitens all the hinds: 

So white with duſt the Grecian hoſt appears, 

From trampling ſteeds, and thundering chario- 
teers; 

The duſky clouds from labour'd earth ariſe, 

And roll in ſr oxing volumes to the Kies. 620 

8 


% 
% w—_——— 


wo | POPE'S HOMER. 


Mars hovers o'er them with his ſable ſhield, 

And adds new horrours to the darken'd field: 

Pleas'd with his charge, and ardent to fulfil, 

In Troy's defence, Apo'lo's heavenly will : 

Soon as from fight the blue- ey d Maid retires, 625 

Each Trojan boſom with new warmth he fires. 

And now the God, from forth his facred fane, 

Produc'd Æneas to the ſhouting train; 

Alive, unharm'd, with al his peers around, 

Erect he ſtood, and vigorous from his wound: 630 

Enquiries none they made; the dreadful day 

No pauſe of words admits, no dull delay; 

Fierce diſcord (torms, Apollo loud exclaims, 

Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the field's in 
flames, 

Stern Diomed with either Ajax ſtood, 635 
And great Ulyſſes, bath'd in hoſtile blood. 
Erabodied elofe, the labouring Grecian train 
The fierceſt ſhock of charging hoſts ſuſtain. 
Unmov'd and fitent, the whole war'they wait, 
Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fate. 640 
So when th* embattled clouds in dark array, 
Along the ſkies their gloomy lines diſplay ; 
When now the north his boiſterous rage has ſpent, 
And peaceful ſleeps the liquid element: 

The low-hung vapours motionleſs and ſtill, 645 
Reſt on the ſummits of the ſhaded hill; 

Till the maſs ſctters as the winds ariſe, 
Diſpers'd and broken through the ruffled ſkies. 

Nor was the general wanting to his train, 

From troop to troop he toils through all the plain. 
650 

Ye Greeks, be men ! the charge of battle bear 4 

Your brave aſſociates and yourſelves revere [ 

Let glorious acts more glorious acts inſpire, 

And catch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire ! 

On valour's fide the odds of combat lie, 655 

The brave live glorious, or tamented die; 

The wretch who trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and, worſe than death, eternal ſhame. 
Theſe words he ſeconds with his flying lance, 
To meet whoſe point was ſtrong Deicoon's chance, 


660 
Aneas friend, and in his native place 


Honour*d and tov'd like Priam's royal race: 
Long had he fought the foremoſt in the field, 
But now the monarch's lance tranſpierc'd his 
fied: i 

Bis ſhield too weak the furious dart to ſtay, 66 5 
Through his broad belt the weapon forc d its way: 
The grizly wound diſmiſs'd his ſoul to hell, 
His arms around him rattled as he fell, 

The fierce Eneas, brandiſhing his blade, 
In duſt Orfilochus and Chrethon laid, 670 
Whoſe ſire Di6cleus, wealthy, brave, and great, 
In we'l-built Pherz held his lofty feat : 
Sprung from Alpheis plenteous ſtream ! that yields 
Increaſe of harveſt to the Pylian fields. 
he got Orſilochus, Dicclens he, 675 
And theſe deſcended in the thi:d degree, 
Too early expert inthe martial toil, 
In ſable ſhips they left their native foil, 
T' avenge Atrides : now untimely flain, 
They fell with glory on the Plrygian plain. 680 
So two young mountain lions, nurs'd with blood, 
In deep receſſes of the gloomy wood, 


| Ruſh fearleſs to the plains, and uncontroul'd 
| Depopulate the ſtalls, and waſte the fold ; 


Till pierc'd at diſtance from their native den, 685 

O'erpower' d they fall beneath the force of men. 

Proſtrate on earth their beanteous bodies lay, 

Like mountain firs, as tall and ſtraight as they. 

Great Menelaus views with pitying eyes, 

Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies; 690 

Mars urg'd him on; yet, ruthleſs in his hate, 

The God but u-g'd him to provoke his fate. 

He thus advancing, Neſtor's valiant {on 

Shakes for his danger, and neglects his own ; 

Struck with the thought, ſhould Helen's lord be 
ſlain, 

And all his country's glorious labours vain. 

Already met the threatening heroes ſtand ; 

The ſpears already tremble in their hand: 

In raſh'd Antilochus, his aid to bring, 

And fall or conquer by the Spartan king, #700 


Theſe feen, the Dardan backward turn'd! his 


courſe, | 
Brave as he was, and ſhun'd enequal force, 
The breathleſs bodies to the Greeks they drew, 
Then mix in combat, and their toils renew. 
Firſt Pylæmenes, great in battle, bled, 705 
Who ſheath'd in braſs the Paphlagonians led. 
Atrides mark'd him where ſublime he ſtood ; 
Fix'd in his throat, the javelin drank his blood. 
The faithful Mydon, as he turn'd from fight 
His flying courſers, ſunk to endleſs night: 718 
A broken rock by Neſtor's ſon was thrown ; 
His bended arm receiv'd the failing ſtone. 
From his numb'd hands the ivory-ſtudded reins, 
Dropt in the duſt, are trail'd along the plains : 
Meanwhile his temples feel a deadly wound : 715 
He groans in death, and ponderous ſinks to ground; 
Deep drove his helmet in the ſands, and there 
The head ſtovd fix'd, the quivering legs in air, 
Till trampled flat beneath the courſer's feet: ”_ 


The youthful victor mounts his empty ſeat, 


And hears the prize in triumph to the fleet. 
Great Hector ſaw, then raging at the view, 
Pours on the Greeks; the Trojan troops purſue; 

He fires his hoſt with animating cries, 

And brings along the furies of the ſkies. 725 
Mars, ſtern deſtroyer ! and Bellona dread, 
Flame in the front, and thunder at their head: 
This ſwells the tumult and the rage of fight; 
That ſhakes a ſpear that caſts a dreadful light, 
Where Hector march'd, the God of battles ſhin'd, 


732 
Now ſtorm'd before him, and now rag'd behind. 
Tydides paus'd amidſt his full career; 
Then firſt the hero's manly breaſt knew fear. 
As when ſome ſimple ſwain his cot forſakes, 
And wide through fens an unknown journey 
takes; 85 

If chance a ſwelling brook his paſſage ſtay, 
And foam impervious cro's the wanderer's way, 
Confus'd he ſtops, a length of country paſt, 
Eyes the rough waves, and, tir'd, returns at laſt. 
Amaz'd no leſs the great Tydides ſtands : 740 
He ſtay'd, and, turning, thus addreſs'd his bands: 

No wonder, Greeks ! that all to Hector yield, 
Secure of favouring Gods, he takes the field: 


3 


Us. 


POPE'S HOMER. 51 


His ſtrokes they ſecond, and avert our ſpears: 
Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears! 745 
Retire then, warriours, but ſedate and flow ; 
Retire, but with your ſaces to the foe. 
Truſt not too much your unavailing might; 
*Tis not with Troy, but with the Gods ye fight. 
Now near the Greeks the black battalions 
drew ; 
And firt two leaders valiant Hector flew :. 
His force Anchialus and Mneſthes found, 
In every art of glorious var renown'd ; 
In the ſame car the chiefs to combat ride, 
And fought united, and united died. 75 
struck at the ſight, the mighty Ajax glows 
With thirſt of vengeance, and aſſaults the foes. 
His maily ſpear with matchleſs fury ſent, 
Throvgh Amphius' belt and heavy belly went: 
Amphius Ap ſus' happy ſoil poſſeſs'd, 760 
With herds abounding, and with treaſure bleſs'd; 
But fate reſiſtleſs from his country led 
The chief, to periſh at his people's head. 
Shock with his fall, his brazen armour rung, , 
And ficrce, to ſeize it, conquering Ajax ſprung ; 
\ 6 
Around his head an iron tempeſt rain'd ; I 
A wood of ipears his ample ſhield ſuſtain'd ; 
Beneath one {ſoot the yet-warm corpſe he preſt, 
And drew his javelin from the bleeding breaſt: 
He could no more; the ſhowering darts deny'd 
0 
To ſpoil his glittering arms and plum pride. 5 
Now foes on foes came pouring on t! Held, 
With briitling lances, and compacted thiclds ; 
Till, in the ſteely circle ſtraiten'd round, 
Forc'd he gives way, and ſternly quits the ground. 
While thus they ſtrive, Tlepolemus the great, 
Urg'd by the force of unreſiſted fate, 
Burns with deſire Sarpedon's ſtrength to prove; 
Alides' offspring meets the ſon of Jove. 
Sheath'd in bright arms each adverſe chief came 
on, 780 
Jove's great deſcendant, and his greater ſin, 
Prepar'd for combat cre the lance he tois'd, 
The daring Rhodian vents hi haughty boaſt : 
What brings this Lycian couulſeilor ſo far, 
To tremble at our arms, not mix in war? 785 
Know thy vain ſelf; nor let their flattery move, 
Who ityle thee {on of cloud-compelling Jove. 
How far unlike thoſe chiefs of race divine, 
How vaſt the difference of their deeds and thine ! 
Jove got tuch heroes as my ſire, whoſe foul 790 
No fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell controul. 
Troy felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts ſtand 
Rais'd on the ruins of his vengeful hand : 
With fix ſmall ſhips, and but a ſlender train, 
He left the town a wide-deſerted plain. 
But what art thou? who deedleſs look'it around, 
While unreveng'd thy Lycians bite the ground: 
Small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be; 
But, wert thou greater, thou muſt yield to me. 
Pierc'd by my ſpear, to endleſs darkneſs go! 800 
Imake this preſent to the ſhades below, 
The ſon of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 


Thus haughty ſpoke. The Lycian King reply'd : 


Thy fire, O prince! o'erturn'd the Trojan 
ſtate | 
Whoſe perjur'd monarch well deſerv'd his fate; 
805 
Thoſe heavenly ſteeds the h:ro ſought ſo far, 
Falſe he detain'd, the juſt reward of war. 
Nor ſo content, the generous chief defy d, 
With baſe reproaches and unma :ly pride. 
But you, unworthy the high race you boaſt, 8 10 
Shall raiſe my glory when thy own 1s loſt: 
Now meet thy fate, and, b. Sarpedon flain, 


Add one more ghoſt to Pluto's gloomy reign. 


He ſaid : both javelins at an inſtant flew ; 
Both ſtruck, both wounded ; but I | 
W: 15 
Full in the boaſter's neck the weapon ſtood. 
Transfix'd his throat, and drank the vital blood; 
The ſoul diſdainful ſeeks the caves of night, 
And his ſeal'd eyes for ever loſe the light. 

Yet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 820 
Thy angry lance; which, piercing to the bone 
Sarpedon's thigh, had robb'd the chief of breath ; 
But Jove was preſent, and forbade the d ath- 
Born from the conflict by the Lycian throng, 
The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. 825 


| (His friends, each buſied in his ſeveral part, 


Through haſte, or danger, had not drawn the 
dart..) 

The Greeks with ſlain Tlepolemus retir'd ; 

Whoſe fall Ulyſſes view'd, with fury fir'd ; 

Doubtful if Jove's great ſon he ſhould purſue, 330 

Or pour his vengeance on the Lycian crew. * 

But Heaven and Fate the firſt deſign withſtand, 

Nor this great death muſt grace Ulyſſes' hand. 

Minerva drives him on the Lycian train ; 

Alaſtor, Cromius, Helius, ſtrow'd the plain, 835 

Alcander, Prytanis, Noemon fell : 

And numbers more his ſword had ſent to hell, 

But Hector ſaw ; and, furious at the fight, 

Ruſh'd terrible amidſt the ranks of fight. 

With joy Sarpedoa view'd the wiſh'd relief, 840 

And, faint, lamenting, thus implor'd the chief : 
Oh ſuffer not the foe to bear away 

My helpleſs corpſe, an unaſſiſted prey; 

If I, unbleſt, muſt ſee my ſon no more, 

My much-lov'd conſort, and my native ſhore, 


8 
Yet let me die in Ilion's ſacred wall ” 
Troy, in whoſe cauſe I fell, ſhall mourn my fall. 
He ſaid, nor Hector to the chief replies, 
But ſhakes his plume, and fierce to combat flies; 
Swift as a whirlwind, drives the ſcattering foes ; 
850 
And dyes the ground with purple as he goes. l 
Beneath a beech, Jove's conſecrated ſhade, 
His mournful friends divine Sarpedon laid: 
Brave Pelagon, his favourite chief, was nigh, 
Who wrench'd the javelin from his ſinewy thigh. 
8 
The fainting ſoul ſtood ready wing'd for kunt, 
And o'er his eye-balls ſwam the ſhades of night; 
But Boreas riſing freſh, with gentle breath, 
Recall'd his ſpirit from _ gates of death. 
| 2 


The generous Greeks recede with tardy pace, 
| 860 
Though Mars and Hector thunder in their face; 
None turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 
Slow they retreat, and ev'n retreating fight, 


Who firſt, who laſt, by Mars and Hector's hand 


Stretch'd in their blood, lay gaſping on the ſand ? 
86 
Teuthras the great, Oreſtes the renown'd : 
For manag'd ſteeds, and Trechus preſs'd the 
ground : 

Next Oenomaus, and Oenops' offspring dy'd ; 
Oreſbius laſt fell groaning at their ſide; 
Oreſbius, in his painted mitre gay, 

In fat Bazotia held his wealthy ſway, | 
Where lakes ſurround low Hyle's watery plain ; 

A prince and people ſtudious of their gain. 
The carnage Juno from the ſkies ſurvey'd, 


870 


And, touch'd with grief, beſpoke the blue-ey'd 


Maid. A 
Oh ſight accurs'd ! ſhall faithleſs Troy prevail, 
And ſhall our promiſe to our people tail? 
How vain the word to Menelaus given 
By Jove's great daughter and the Queen of Hea- 
ven, 
Beneath his arms that Priam's towers ſhall fall ; 
880 
If warring Gods for ever guard the wall ! 
Mars, red with ſlaughter, aids our hated foes : 
Haſte, let us arm, and force with force oppoſe ! 
She ſpoke; Minerva burns to meet the war : 
And now heaven's empreſs calls her blazing car. 
88 
At her command ruſh forth the ſteeds divine; d 
Rich with immortal gold their trappings ſhine. 
Bright Hebe waits ; by Hehe, ever young, 
The whirling wheels are to the chariot hung. 
On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel 890 
Of ſounding braſs ; the poliſh'd axle ſteel. 
Eight brazen ſpokes in radiant order flame ; 
The circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, 
Such 14 the heavens produce : and round the 
gold 
Two brazen rings of work divine were roll'd. 


The boſly naves of ſolid filver ſhone ; 
Braces of gold ſuſpend the moving throne : 
The car, behind, an arching figure bore ; 
The bending concave form'd an arch before, 
Silver the beam, th' extended yoke was gold, goo 
And golden reins th' immortal courſers hold. 
Herſelf, impatient, to the ready car 
The courſers joins, and breathes revenge and 
war. 
Pallas diſrobes; her radiant veil untv'd, 
With flowers adorn'd, with art diverfify'd, 905 
(The labour'd veil her heavenly fingers wove) 
Flows on the pavement of the court of Jove. 
Now heaven's dread arms her mighty limbs in- 
veſt 
ove's cuiraſs blazes on her ample breaſt 
Peck in ſad triumph for the mournful field, 910 
O'er her broad ſhoulders hangs his horrid ſhield, 
Dire, black, tremendous! Round the margin 
roll'd, >. 8 


* 
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A fringe of ſerpents hiſſing guards the gold: 
Here all the terrours of grim War appear, 
Here rages Force, here tremble Flight and Fear, 


1 
Here ſtorm'd Contention, and here Fury frown, 
And the dire orb portentous Gorgon crown'd. 
The maſſy golden helm ſhe next aſſumes, 
That dreadfulnods, with four o'erſhading plumes; 
So vaſt, the broad circamference contains 9210 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains. 
The Goddeſs thus th' imperial car aſcends ; 
Shook by her arm the mighty javelin bends, 
Ponderous and huge; that, when her fury burns, 
Proud tyiants humbles, and whole hoſts o'erturns, 


Swift at the ſcourge th' ethereal courſers 97 
While the ſmooth chariot cuts the liquid ſky. 
Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the powers ; 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged hours; 
Commiſſion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 930 
The ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command, 
Involve in clouds th' eternal gates of day, 

Or the dark barrier roll with eaſe away. 
The ſounding hi :iges ring; on either ſide 
The gloomy volumes, pierc'd with light, divide, 


The chariot mounts, where deep in ambient fie 
Confus'd, @lympus* hundred heads ariſe : 
Where far apart the Thunderer fills his throne ; 
O'er all the Gods ſuperiour and alone. 

There with her ſnowy hand the Queen reſtrains 


The fiery ſteeds, and thus to Jove complains: 

O Sire! can no reſentment touch thy ſoul? 
Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll ? 
What lawleſs rage on yon forbidden plain, 
What raſh deſtruction ! and what heroes ſlain ! 


Venus, and Phoebus with the dreadful bow, 
Smile on the ſlaughter, and enjoy my woe. 
Mad, furious power! whoſe unrelenting mind, 
No God can govern, and no juſtice bind. 
Say, mighty father! ſhall we ſcourge his pride, 
950 
And drive from fight th' impetuous homicide ? 
To whom aſſenting, thus the Thunderer faid : 
Go.! and the great Minerva be thy aid. 
To tame the monſter-god Minerva knows, 
And oft afflicts his brutal breaſt with woes. 955 
He ſaid ; Saturnia, ardent to obey, ; 
Laſh'd her white ſteeds along th' atrial way. 
Swift down the ſteep of heaven the chariot rolls, 
Between th? expanded earth and ſtarry poles. 
Far as a ſhepherd, from ſome point on high, 960 
O'er the wide main extends his boundleſs eye; 


Through ſuch a ſpace of air, with thundering 


ſound, 
At every leap th' immortal courſers bound : 
Troy now they reach'd, and touch'd thoſe banks 

divine | ; 

Where filver Simois and Scamander join. 965 
There ſuno ſtopp'd, (and her fair ſteeds unloos'd) 
Of air condens'd a vapour circumfus d: 
For theſe, impregnate with celeſtial dew, 
On Simois' brink ambroſial herbage grew. 


Thence to relieve the fainting Argive throng, 
970 


ear, Smooth as the ſailing doves, they glide along. 
9715 The beſt and braveſt of the Grecian band 
n'd, (A warlike circle) round Tydides ſtand : 

A Sach was their look as lions bath'd in blood, 

Or foaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 975 
nes; Heaven's empreſs mingles with their mortal 
920 crowd, 

And ſhouts, in Stentor's ſounding voice, aloud : 

Stentor the ſtrong, endued with brazen lungs, 

Whoſe throat ſurpaſs'd the force of fifty tongues, 
rns, Inglorious Argives ! to your race a ſhame, 980 
rns. And only men in figure and in name! 

925 Once from the walls your timorous foes engag'd, 
7 While fierce in war divine Achilles rag'd; 

| Now iſſuing fearleſs they poſſeſs the plain, 
'S3 Now win the ſhores, and ſcarce the ſeas remain, 
930 Her ſpeech new fury to their hearts convey' d; 
ad, While near Tydides ſtood th' Athenian maid ; 

The king beſide his panting ſteeds ſhe found, 

O'erſpent with toil, repoſing on the ground: 

To cool his glowing wound he fat apart 990 
ide. (The wound inflicted by the Lycian dart); 

935 Large drops of ſwea from all his limbs deſcend ; 
kies Beneath his ponderous ſhield his finews bend, 

Whoſe ample belt, that o'er his ſhoulders lay, 
ez He eas'd, and waſh'd the clotted gore away. 995 

The Goddeſs leaning o'er the bending yoke, 
ns Befide his courſers, thus her filence broke : 

940 Degenerate prince! and not of Tydeus' kind, 
Whoſe little body lodg'd a mighty mind ; 

Foremoſt he preſs'd in glorious toils to ſhare, ro00 

And ſcarce refrain'd when I forbade the War. 
oy Alone, unguarded, once he dar'd to go 
wb And feaſt, encircled by the Theban foe; 

945 There bray'd, and vanquiſh'd, many a hardy 
knight ; : 

Such nerves I gave him, and ſuch force in fight. 
d, . 1005 
* Thou too no leſs haſt been my conſtant care; 
wy Thy hands I arm'd, and ſent thee forth to war : 
950 But thee or fear deters, or ſloth detains ; 

1 No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. 


The chief thus anſwer'd mild: Immortal maid ! 
I own thy preſence, and confeſs thy aid. 
Not fear, thou know'ſt, withholds me from the 
55 plains, 5 
Nor ſloth hath ſeiz'd me, but thy word reſtrains: 
From warring Gods thou bad'ſt me turn my 


5 ſpear, 
60 And Venus only found reſiſtance here. 1015 
| Hence, Goddeſs! heedful of thy high commands, 
ng Loth I gave way, and warn'd our Argive bands: 
; For Mars, the homicide, theſe eyes beheld, 

With ſlaughter red, and raging round the field. 
ks Then thus Minerva. Brave Tydides, hear ! 
| s 1020 
65 Not Mars himſelf, nor aught immortal, fear. 
d) Full on the God impel thy foaming horſe : 


Pallas commands, and Pallas lends thee force. 
Raſh, furious, blind, from theſe to thoſe he flies, 
And every ſide of wavering combat tries; 1025 
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Large promiſe makes, and breaks the promiſe 
made ; 
Now gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid. 
She ſaid, and to the ſteeds approaching near, 
Drew from his ſeat the martial charioteer, 
The vigorous power the trembling car aſcends, 
1030 
Fierce for revenge, and Diomed attends. : 
The groaning axle bent beneath the load ; 
So great a Hero, and ſo great a God. 
She ſnatch'd the reins, ſhe laſh'd with all her 
force, 
And full on Mars impell'd the foaming horſe: 1035 
But firſt to hide her heavenly viſage ſpread 
Black Orcus' helmet o'er her radiant head. 
Juſt then gigantic Periphas lay flain, 
The ſtrongeſt warrior of th' Ætolian train; 
The God, who flew him, leaves his proſtrate 
prize 
Stretch'd where he fell, and at Tydides flies. 
Now, ruſhing fierce, in equal arms appear, 
The daring Greek ; the dreadful God of war ! 
Full at the chief, above his courſer's head, 
From Mars's arm th' enormous weapon fled : 1045 
Pallas oppos'd her hang, and caus'd to glance, 
Far from the car, the ſtrong immortal lance. 
Then threw the force of Tydeus' warlike ſon ; 
The javelin hiſs'd ; the Goddeſs urg'd it on: 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 
1050 
It pierc'd the God: his groin receiv'd the wo 
From the rent ſkin the warriour tugs again 
The ſmoaking ſteel. Mars bellows with the pain: 
Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 
When ſhouting millions ſhake the thundering 
field. 
Both armies ſtart, and trembling gaze around ; 
And earth and heaven rebellow to the ſound. 
As vapours blown by Auſter's ſultry breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and ſhedding feeds of 
death, 


Beneath the rage of burning Sirius riſe, 1060 
Choke the parch'd earth, and blacken all tlie 
ſkies 3 


In ſuch a cloud the God from combat driven, 
High o'er the duſty whirlwind ſcales the heaven. 
Wild with his pain, he ſought the bright abodes, 
There ſullen ſate beneath the Sire of Gods, 1065 
Show'd the celeſtial blood, and with a groan 
Thus pour'd his plaints before th* immortal 
throne : | 

Can Jove, ſupine, flagitious facts ſurvey, 
And brook the furies of this daring day ? 
For mortal men celeſtial powers engage, 1070 
And Gods on Gods exert eternal rage. 
From thee, O father! all theſe ills we bear, 


And thy fell daughter with the ſhield and ſpear : 


Thou gav'ſt that fury to the realms of light, 
Pernicious, wild, regardleſs of the right. 

All heaven beſide reveres thy ſovereign ſway, 
Thy voice we hear, and thy beheſts obey : 

Tis hers t' offend, and ev'n offending ſhare 

Thy breaſt, thy counſels, thy diſtinguiſh'd care : 
So boundleſs ſhe, and thou ſo partial grown, 1080 


Well may we deem the wonderous birth thy on. 
® 


Now frantic Diomed, at her command, 

Againſt th' Immortals lifts his raging hand: 

The heavenly Venus firſt his fury found, 

Me next encountering, me he dard to wound; . 
3 108 5 
Vanquiſh'd I fled : ev'n I, the God of fight, 
From mortal madneſs ſcarce was ſav'd by flight, 
Elſe hadſt thou ſeen me fink on yonder plain, 
Heap'd round, and heaving under loads of ſlain! 


Condemn'd to pain, though fated not to die. 

Him thus upbraiding, with a wrathful look 
The Lord of Thunders view'd, and ſtern beſpoke: 
To me, perfidious ! this lamenting ſtrain ? 

Of lawleſs force ſhall lawleſs Mars complain? 1095 
Of all the Gods who tread the ſpangled flies, 
Thou moſt unjuſt, moſt odious in our eyes 
Inhuman diſcord is thy dire delight, 

The waſte of ſlaughter, and the rage of fight, 

No bound, no law, thy fiery teinper quells, 1100 
And all thy mother in thy ſout rebels. 

In vain our threats, in vain our power we uſe; 
She gives th' example, and her ſon purſues. 


| 
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Yet long th' inflicted pangs thou ſhalt not mourn, 


Sprung ſince thou art from Jove, and heavenly 


born. 


Elſe, ſing'd with lightning had*ft thou hence been 


thrown, 


Where chain'd on burning rocks the Titans groan, 


Thus he who ſhakes Olympus with his nod ; 
Then gave to Pæon's care the bleeding God. 


With gentle hand the balm he pour'd around, 
Or, pierc'd with Grecian darts, for ages lie, 1090 


1110 


And heal'd th' immortal fleſh, and clos'd the 


wound, 
As when the fig's preſt juice, inſus'd in cream, 
To curds coagulates the liquid ſtream, 
Sudden the fluids fix, the parts combin'd; 


Such, and io ſoon, th* ætherial texture join'd. 


1118 

Cleans'd from the duſt and gore, fair Hebòè dreſt 

His mighty limbs in an immortal veſt. 

Glorious he ſate, in majeſty reſtor d, 

Faſt by the throne of Heaven's ſuperiour Lord. 
uno and Pallas mount the bleſt abodes, 1120 
heir taſk perform'd, and mix among the Gods. 
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THE Geds having left the 2 the Grecians prevail. 


augur of Troy, commands 


Helenus, the chief 


eetor to return to the city, in order to appoint a 


folemn proceſſion of the queen and the Trojan mairons to the temple of Mi- 
nerva, to entreat her to remove Diomed from the fight. The battle relaxing 
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Hector, having performed the orders of Helenus, prevails upen Paris to return 


to the battle; and, taking tender leave of his wife Andromache, haſtens again 


to the field. | 


The ſcene is firſt in the field of battle, between the river Simtois and Scamander, 


and then changes to Troy. 


OW Heaven forſakes th' fight : the im- 
mortals yield, 
To human force and human ſkill, the field : 
Dark ſhowers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 
Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows; 
While Troy's fam'd * ſtreams, that bound the 
deathful plain, 5 
On either ſide ran purple to the main. 
Great Ajax firſt to conqueſt led the way, 
Broke the thick ranks, and turn'd the doubtful 
day. | 
The Thracies Acamas his faulchion found, 
And hew'd th' enormous giant to the ground; 10 
His thundering arm a deadly ſtroke impreſt 
Where the black horſe-hair nodded o'er his creſt: 


Fix d in his front the brazen weapon lies, 


And ſeals in endleſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 
Next Teuthras' ſon diſtain'd the ſands with blood, 
I 
Axylus, hoſpitable, rich, and good: £ 
In fair Ariſbe's walls (his native place) 
He held his ſeat ; a friend to human race. 
Faſt by the road, his ever-open door 
Oblig'd the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor. 20 
To ſtern Tydides now he falls a prey, 
No friend to guard himin the dreadful day ! 
Breathleſs the good man fell, and by his fide 
His faithful ſervant, old Caleſius, dy'd, 
By great Euryalus was Dreſus ſlain, 25 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain. 
Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 
From a fair Naiad and Bucolion ſprung : 
(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed, 
That monarch's firſt-born by a foreign bed; 30 
In ſecret woods he won the Naiad's grace, 
And two fair infants crown'd his ſtrong embrace.) 
Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms ; 
The ruthleſs victor ſtripp'd their ſhining arms. 
Aſtyalus by Polypœtes fell; 35 
Ulyſſes' ſpear Pydites ſent to hell; 
By Teucer's ſhaft brave Aretaon bled, 
And Neſtor's ſon laid ſtern Ablerus dead; 
Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, 
The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 40 
Who held in Pedaſus his proud abode, 
And till'd the banks where ſilver Satnio flow'd. 
Melanthius by Eurypylus was ſlain ; 
And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. 


Unbleſt Adraſtus next at mercy lies += | 


Beneath the Spartan ſpear, a living prize. 
Scar'd with the din and tumult of the fight, 

His headlong ſteeds precipitate in flight, 

Ruſh'd on a tamariſk's ſtrong trunk, and broke 
The ſhatter'd chariot from the crooked yoke ; 50 


— 
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1 


Wide o' er the field, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 


For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind, 


Prone on his face he ſinks beſide the wheel: 

Atrides o'er him ſhakes his vengeful ſteel ; 

The fallen chief in ſuppliant poſture preſs'd 

The victor's knees, and thus his prayer addreſs'd: 
Oh, ſpare my youth! and for the life I owe 

Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. 

When fame ſhall tell, that not in battle ain, 

Thy hollow ſhips his captive ſon detain; 60 


Rich heaps of braſs ſhall in thy tent be told, 


And ſteel well temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 
He ſaid : compaſſion touch'd the hero's heart; 
He ſtood, ſuſpended, with the lifted dart: 
As pity pleaded for his vanquiſh'd prize, 65 
Stern Agamemnon ſwift to vengeance flies, 
And furious thus: Oh impotent of mind ! 
Shall theſe, ſhall theſe Atrides'* mercy find? 
Well haſt thou Known proud Troy's perfidious 
land, 
And well her natives merit at thy hand ! 
Not one of all the race, nor ſex, nor age, 
Shall ſave a Trojan from our boundleſs rage: 
Ilion ſhall periſh whole, and bury all; 
Her babes, her infants at the breaſt, ſhall fall. 
A dreadful leſſon of exampled fate, 
To warn the nations, and to curb the great! 
The monarch ſpoke ; the words with warmth 
addreſt, 
To rigid juſtice ſteel'd his brother's breaſt. 
Fierce from his knees the hapleſs chief he thruſt ; 


70 


{ The monarch's javelin ftretch'd him in the duſt, 


80 
Then preſſing with his foot his panting heart, 


Forth from the ſlain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 
Old Neſtor ſaw, and rouz'd the warriours' rage 
Thus, heroes ! thus the vigorous combat wage! 
No ſon of Mars deſcend, for ſervile gains, 85 
To touch the booty, while a foe remains. 
Behold yon glittering hoſt, your future ſpoil! 
Firſt gain the conqueſt, then reward the toil. 
And now had Greece eternal fame acquir'd, 
And frighten'd Troy within her walls retir' d; go 
Had not ſage Helenus her ſtate redreſt, 
Taught by the Gods that mov'd his ſacred breaſt. 
Where Hector ſtood, with great Eneas join'd, 
The ſeer reveal'd the counſels of his mind: 
Ye generous chiefs! on whom th' immortals 


lay : 93 
The cares and glories of this doubtful day; 


On whom your aids, your country's hopes de- 


pend ; 
Wiſe to conſult, and active to defend ! 
Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 
Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight; 100 
Ere yet their wives” ſoft arms the cowards gain, 


The ſport and inſult of the hoſtile train. 


- 
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When your commands have hearten'd every band, 
Ourſelves, here fix'd, will make the dangerous 
ſtand 3 

Preſt as we are, and ſore of former fight, 105 
Theſe ſtraits demand our laſt remains of might. 
Meanwhile, thou, Hector, to the town retire, 
And teach our mother what the Gods require : 
Direct the queen to lead th' aſſembled train 

Of Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane ; 110 
Unbar the ſacred gates, and ſeek the power 

With offer'd vows, in Ilion's topmoſt tower. 

The largeſt mantle her rich wardrohes hold, 
Moſt priz'd for art, and labour'd o'er with gold, 
Before the Guddeſs' honour'd knees be ſpread; 115 
And twelve young heifers to her altar led : | 
If ſo the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our City ſpare, 

And far avert. Tydides' waſteful ire, 

That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re- 

tire, 4 

Not thus Achilles taught our hoſts to dread, 
Sprung though he was from more than mortal bed; 
Not thus reſiſtleſs rul'd the ſtream of fight, 

In rage unbounded, and unmatch'd in might. 

Hector obedient heard; and with a bound, 125 
Leap'd from his trembling chariot to the ground ; 
Through all his hoſt, inſpiring force, he flies, 
And bids the thunder of the battle riſe. | 
With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 

And turn the tide of conflict on the foe : 130 

Fierce in the front he ſhakes two dazzling ſpears : 

All Greece recedes, and ' midſt her triumphs fears; 

Some God, they thought, Who rul'd the fate of 
Wars, 

Shot down avenging, from the vaults of ſtars. 

Then thus, aloud: Ye dauntleſs Dardans, hear! 
13 
And you whom diſtant nations ſend to war l 
Be mindful of the ſtrength your fathers bore; 
Be ſtill yourſelves, and Hector aſks no more. 
One hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
To bid our altars flame, and victims fall: 140 
Nor ſhall, I truſt, the matrons holy train 
And reyerend e'ders, ſeek the Gods in vain. 

This ſaid, with ample ſtrides the hero paſt ; 
The ſhield's large orb behind his ſhoulder caſt, 
His neck o'erthading, to his ancle hung; I45 
And as he march'd, the brazen buckler rung. 

Now paus'd the battle (god-like Hector gone) 
When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus' ſon 
Between both armies met: the chiefs from far 
Obſerv*d each other, and had mark'd for war. 150 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began : 

What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man ? 
Our eyes, till now. that aſpect ne'er beheld, 
Where fame is reap'd amid th' embattled field; 
Yet far before the troops thou dar'ſt appear, 155 
And meet a lance the fierceſt heroes fear. 
Unhappy they, and born of luckleſs fires, 

Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 

But if from heaven, celeſtial, thou deſcend ; 
Know, with Immortals we no more contend. 160 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 

That daring man who mix'd with Gods in fight. 
Bacchus, and Bacchus? votaries, he drove, 

With brandiſh'd ſteel from Nyſſa's ſacred grove ; 
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Their conſecrated ſpears lay ſcatter'd round, 16; 
With curling vines and twiſted ivy bound; 
While Bacchus headlong ſought.the briny flood, 
And Thetis' arm receiv'd the trembling God, 


Nor fail'd the crime th* immortals wrath to move, 


(Th' immortals bleſt with endleſs eaſe above) 170 
Depriv'd of ſight by their avenging doom, 
Chearleſs he breath'd, and wander'd in the gloom: 
Then ſunk unpity'd to the dire abodes, 
A wretch accurſt, and hated by the Gods 
I brave not heaven : but if the fruits of earth 175 
Suſtain thy life, and human be thy birth ; 
Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 

What, or from whence I am, or who my fire, 
(Reply'd the chief) can Tydeus* ſon enquire ? 180 
Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 
Now green in youth, now withering on the 

ground; 

Another race the following ſpring ſupplies ; 
They fall ſucceſſive, and ſucceſſive riſe : 
So generations in their courſe decay ; 185 
So flouriſh theſe, when thoſe are paſt away. 
But if thou ſtill perſiſt to ſearch my birth, 
Then hear a tale that fills the ſpacious earth. 

A city ſtands on Argos utmoſt bound, 
(Argos the fair, for warlike ſteeds renown'd) 190 
ZEolian Siſyphus, with wiſdom bleſt, 


In ancient time the happy walls poſſeſt, 
Then call'd Ephyre: Glaucus was his ſon ; 


Great Glaucus, father of Bellerophon, 


Who o'er the ſons of men in beauty ſhin'd, 195 


Lov'd for that valour which preſerves mankind. 

Then mighty Prætus Argos' ſceptres ſway'd, 

Whoſe hard command Bellerophon obey'd. 

With direful jealouſy the monarch rag'd, 

And the brave prince in numerous toils engag'd. 

200 

For him Antæa burn'd with lawleſs flame, 

And ſtrove to tempt him from the paths of fame: 

In vain ſhe tempted the relentleſs youth, 

Endued with wiſdom, ſacred fear, and truth. 

Fir'd at his ſcorn the queen to Prætus fled, 205 

And begg'd revenge for her inſulted bed : 

Incens'd he heard, reſolving on his fate ; 

But hoſpitable laws reſtrain'd his hate: 

To Lycia the devoted youth he ſent, 

With tablets ſeal'd, that told his dire intent. 210 

Now, bleſt by every power who guards the good, 

The chief arriv'd at Xanthus' filver flood : 

There Lycia's monarch paid him honours due; 

Nine days he feaſted, and nine bulls he flew. 

But when the tenth bright morning orient glow'd, 
: 215 

The faithful youth his monarch's mandate ſhew'd: 

The fatal tablets, till that inſtant ſeal'd, 

The deathful ſecret to the king reveal'd, 


{ Firſt, dire Chimzra's conqueſt was enjoin'd ; 


A mingled monſter, of no mortal kind; 220 

Behind a dragon's fiery tail was ſpread ; 

A goat's rough-body bore a lion's head ; 

Her pitchy noſtrils flaky flames expire; 

Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. : 
This peſt he ſlaughter'd (for he read the ſkies, 

225 
And truſted Heaven's informing prodigies) 
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Then met in arms the Solymæan crew, 

{Fierceſt of men) and thoſe the warriour flew. 
Next the bold Amazon's whole force defy'd ; 
And conquer'd ſtill, for Heaven was on his fide. 


230 


Nor ended here his toils; his Lycian foes 
At his return; a treacherous ambuſh roſe, 
With levell'd ſpears along the winding ſhore ; 
There fell they breathleſs, and return'd no more. 
At length the monarch with repentant grief 


235 
Confeſs'd the Gods, aud God-deſcended chief; 


His daughter gave, the ſt anger to detain, 


With balf the honours of his ample reign : 

The Lycians grant a choſen ſpace of ground, 

With woods, with vineyards, and with harveſts 

crown'd, 

There long the chief his happy lot poſſeſs'd. 

With two brave ſons and one fair daughter bleſs'd; 

(Fair even in heavealy eyes; her fruitful love 

Crown'd with Sarpedon's birth th' enibrace of 

ove) 

But when at laſt, diſtracted in his mind, 245 

For ſook by heaven, forſaking human Kind, 

Wide o'er th' Aleian field he choſe to ſtray, 

A long, forlorn, uncomfortable way 

Woes heap'd on woes conſum'd his waſted heart; 

His beautcous daughter fell by Phœbe's dart; 2 50 

His e deſt-born by raging Mars was flain, 

In combat on the Soiymæan plain. 

Hippolochus ſurviv'd ; from him I came, 

The honour'd author of my birth and name ; 

By his decree I fought the Trojan town, 255 

By his inſtructions learn to win renown, 

To fiand the firſt in worth as in command, 

To add new honour to my native land, 

Before my eyes my mighty fires to place, 

And emulate the glories of our race. 260 
He ſpoke, and tranſport filPd Tydides heart; 

In earth the generous warriour fix'd his dart, 

Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince addreſt: 

Welcome, ray brave hereditary gueſt ! 

Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 265 

Nor ain the ſacred friendſhip of our race. 

Know, chief, our grandſires have been gueſts of 

old; 

Oeneus the ſtrong, Bellerophon the bold: 

Our ancient ſeat his honour'd preſence grac'd ; 

Where twenty days in genial rites he paſs'd. 270 

The parting heroes mutual preſents left; 

A golden goblet was thy grandfire's gift; 

Oeneus a belt of matchleſs work bettow'd, 

That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd. 
This from his pledge I learn'd, wuich ſafely 

ſtor'd 275 

Among my treaſures, ſti l adorns my board: 

(For Tydeus left me young, when Thebè's wall 

eneld the ſons of Greece untime!y fall., 

Mindful of this, in friendſhip let us jon; 

If Heaven our ſteps to foreign land incline, e 

My gueit in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine. 

Enough of Tr:jans to this lance ſhall yield, 

In the fall harveſt of yon ample field, 

Enongh of Greeks ſhall dye thy ſpear with gore; 

But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 285 
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| Now change we arme, and prove to either hoſt, 

We guard the friendſhip of the line we boaſt. . 

j Thus having ſaid, the gallant chiefs alight, 

Their hands they join, their mutual faith they 

plight; 

| Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought reſign'd, 

a ' - 

| (Jove warm'd his boſom and enlarg'd his mind :) 

For Diomed's braſs arms, of mean device, 

For which nine oxen paid, (a vulgar price;) 

He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought, 

A hundred beeves the ſhining purchaſe bought, 

2 

Meantime the guardian of the Trojan fate, ” 

Great Hector, entered at the Scæan gate. 

Beneath the beech-tree's conſecrated ſhades, 

The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 

Around him flock'd, all preis'd with pious care 
00 

For huſbands, brothers, ſons, engag'd in Fes, 

He bids the train in long proceſſion go, 

And ſeek the Gods t' avert th' impending woe. 

And now to Priam's ſtately courts he came, 

Rais'd on arch'd columns of ſtupendous fame; 305 

O'er theſe a range of marble ſtructutes runs, 

The rich pavilions of his fifty ſons, 

In fifty chambers jodg'd: and rooms of ſtate 

Oppos'd to thoſe, where Priam's daughters ſate 

Twelve domes for them and their lov'd fpouſes: 

ſhone, 

Of equal beauty, and of poliſh'd ſtone, 

Hither great Hector paſs'd, nor paſs'd unſeen 

Of royal Hecuba, his mother queen 

(With her Laodice, whoſe beauteous face 

Surpaſs'd the nymphs of Troy's illuſtrious race :) 


I 
Long in a ſtri& embrace ſhe held her ſon, mY 
And prefs'd his hand, and tender thus begun: 
O Hector! ſay, what great occaſion calls 
My ſon from fight, when Greece ſurrounds our 
walls? 


* 


With lifted hands from Ilion's loſty tower? 

tay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, 
In Jove's high name, to ſprinkle on the ground, 
And pay due vows to all the Gods around. ; 
Then with a plenteous draught refreſh thy foul, 

| 32 
And draw new ſpirits from the generous bowl ” 
Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 
The brave defender of thy country's right. 
Far hence be Bacchus' gifts (the chief re- 
join'd:) 

Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, - 330 
Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mind. 
Let chiefs abſtain, and ſpare the ſacred juice 
To ſprinkle to the Gods, its better uſe. 
By me that holy office were profan'd ; 
III fits it me, with human gore diſtain'd, 335 
To the pure ſkies theſe horrid hands to raiſe, 
Or offer Heaven's great Sire polluted praiſe. 
You, with your matrons, go! a ſpotleſs train, 
And burn rich odours in Minerva's fane. 
The largeſt mantle your full wardrobes hold, 340 
| Moſt priz'd ſor a.t, * labour'd o'er with gold, 
| Bs 


Com'ſt thou to ſupplicate th' Almighty Power, 320 
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Before the Caddeſs' honour'd knees be ſpread, 

And twelve young heifers to her altar led, 

So may the Power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 

Gur wives, our infants, and our City ſpare, 345 

And far avert 'Tydiaes' waſteful ire, : 

Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re- 

tire. ; 

Be this, O mother, your religious care ; 

I go to rouze ſoft Paris to the war; 

If yet, not loſt to all the ſenſe of ſhame, 350 

The recreant warriour hear the voice of fame. 

Oh would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 

That peſt of Troy, that ruin of our race! 

Deep to the dark abvfs might he deſcend, 

Troy yet ſhould flouriſh, and my ſorrows end, 355 
This heard, ſhe gave command; and ſum- 

mon'd came | 

Each noble matron and illuſtrious dame. 

The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, 

Where treaſur'd odours breath'd a coſtly ſcent. 

There lay the veſtures of ro vulgar art, 360 

Sidonian maids embroider'd every part, 

Whom from ſoft Sidon youthful Paris bore, 

With Helen touching on the Tyrian ſhore, _ 

Here as the queen revolv'd with careful eyes 

The various textures and the various dyes: 365 

She choſe a veil that ſhone ſuperiour far, 

And glow'd refvigent as tlie morning Har. 

Herſeif with this the long proceſſion leads; 

The train majeſtically flow proceeds. 

Soon as to lion's topmoſt tower they come, 370 

And awful reach the high Palladian dome, 

Antenor's conſort, fair Theano, waits 

As Pallas“ prieſteſs, and unbars the gates, 

With hands uplifted and imploring eyes, | 

They fill the dome with ſupplicating cries. 375 

The prieſteſs then the ſhining veil diſplays, 

Plac'd on Minerva's knees, and thus ſhe prays : 
Oh awful Goddeſs ! ever-dreadful mail, 

Troy's ſtrong defence, unconquer'd Pallas, aid! 

Break thou Tydides ſpear, and let him fall 380 

Prone on the duſt before the Trojan wall, 

So twelve young heifers, guiltleſs of the yoke, 

Shall fll thy temple with a grateful ſmoke, 

Put thou, aton'd by penitence and prayer, 

Qurſ-lves, our infants, and our city ſpare! 385 

do pray'd the prieſteſs in her holy fane ; 

So vow'd the matrons, but they vow'd in vain. 
While theſe appear before the Power with 

prayers, 
Hector co Paris* lofty dome repairs. 


Hunſelf the manſion rais'd, f. om every part 390 


Aſſembling architects of matchleſs art. 

Near Prian:'s court and Hector's palace ſtands 
The pampeus ſtructure, and the town commands. 
A ſpear the hero bore of wondrovue .trength, 

Of full ten cubits was the lance's length, 395 
Ihe ſteely point with golden ringlets join'd, 
Pefore him biandiſh'd, at each motion ſhin'd. 
Thus entering, in the glittering rooms he found 
His brother-chief, whoſe uſeleſs arms lay round. 
IIis eyes delighting with the ſplendid ſhdw, 400 
Erightening the ſhield, and poliſhing? be bow. 
Beſide him Helen with her virgins ſtands, | 
Suides their rich Jabours, and inſtructs their 


nands. 
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Him thus unactive, with an ardent look 

The prince beheld, and high reſenting ſpoke, 40} 
Thy hate to Troy, is this the time to ſhow ? 
(Oh wretch ill-fated, and thy country's foe !) 
Paris and Greece againſt us, both conſpire ; 

Thy cloſe reſentment, and their vengeful ire, 
Fer thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall, 410 
Till heaps of dead alone defend her wall; 

For thee the ſoldier bleeds, the matron mourns, 
And waſteful war in all its fury burns. 
Ungrateful man ! deſerves not this thy care, 
Our troops to hearten, and our tolls to ſhare? 415 

Riſe, or behold the conquering flames aſcend, 
And all the Phrygian glories at an end. 

Brother, *tis juſt (reply'd the generous youth) 
Thy free remonſtrance proves thy worth and 

truth: ö 
Yet charge my abſence leſs, oh generous chief 
| 20 
On hate to Troy, than conſcious ſhame and grief : 
Here, hid from human eyes, thy brother ſate, 
And mourn'd in ſecret, his and Ilion's fate. 
Tis now enough: now glory ſpreads her charms, 
And beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 425 
Conqueſt to-day my happier ſword may bleſs, 
Tis man's to fight, but Heaven's to give fucceſs, 
But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind; 
r go, and Paris ſhall not lag behind. 
He ſaid, nor anſwer'd Priam's warlike ſon; 
430 
When Helen thus with lowly grace begun: 

Oh generous brother ! if the guilty dame, 
That caus'd theſe woes, deſerves a ſiſter's name! 
Would Heaven, ere all theſe dreadful deeds were 

done, 
The day that ſhow'd me to the golden ſun, 43g 
Had fecn my death! Why did not whirlwinds 
bear 
The fatal infant to the fowls of air? 
Why ſunk I not beneath the whelming tide, 
And 'midſt the roarings of the waters died? 
Heaven fill'd up all my ills, and I accurſt 440 
Bore all, and Paris of thoſe ills the worſt. 
Helen at leaſt a braver ſpouſe might claim, 
Warm'd with ſome virtue, ſome regard of fame? 
Now, tir'd with toils, thy fainting limbs recline, 
With toils, ſuſtain'd for Paris' ſake and mine: 44; 
The Gods have link'd our miſerable: doom, 
Our preſent woe and infamy to come: 


Example ſad ! and theme of future ſong. 

The chief reply'd: this time forbids to reſt : 

| * 450 

The Trojan bands, by hoſtile fury preſt, y 
Demand their Hector, and his arm require; 
The combat vrges, and my ſoul's on fire. 
Urge thou thy knight to march where glory cal, 
And timely join me, ere 1 leave the walls. 445 
Ere yet I mingle in the direful fray, 
My wife, my infant, claim a moment's ſtay ; 
This day (perhaps the laſt that ſees me here) 
Demands a parting word, a tender tear: 
This day, ſome God who hates our Trojan land 460 
May vanquiſh Hector by a Grecian hand. 


2 


He ſaid, and paſs'd with fad preſaging heart 
To ſeek his ſpouſe, his ſoul's far gearer part; 


= 


Wide ſhall it ſpread, and laſt through ages long. 
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At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain: 
She, with one maid of all her menial train, 455 
Had thence retir'd; and with her ſecond joy, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy, 
penſive ſhe ſtood on Ilion's towery heigiit, 
Beheld the war, and ſicken'd at the fight ; 
There her ſad eyes in vain her lord explore, 470 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bor e. 
But he who found not whom his ſoul defir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and aſk'd what way ſhe bent 
Her parting ſtep? If to the fane ſhe went, 475 
Where late the mourning matrons made reſort ; 
Or ſought her ſiſters in the Trojan court? 
Not to the court, (reply'd th' attendant train) 
Nor mix'd with matrons to Minerva's fane : 
To lion's ſteepy tower ſhe bent her way, 480 
To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 
Trov fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword ; 
She heard, and trembled for her abſent lord: 
Diſtracted with ſurprize, ſhe ſeem'd to fly, 
Fear on her cheek, and ſorrow in her eye. 485 
The nurſe attended with her infant boy, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Trov. 
HeRor, this heard, return'd without delay ; 
Swift through the town he trod his former way, 
Through ſtreets of palaces, and walks of ſtate ; 


| 490 
And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. 
With haſte to meet him ſprung the joyful fair, 
His blameleſs wife, Attion's wealthy heir; 
(Cilician Thebè great Action ſway'd, 
And Hippoplacus' wide-exterd:d ſhade) 495 
The nurſe ſtood near, in whoſe embraces preſt 
His only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, 
Whom each ſoft charm and early grace adorn, 
Fair as the new-born ſtar that gilds the morn. 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name 500 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honour'd ſtream; 
Aſtyanax the Trojags _ the boy, 
From his great fatHMEr, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warriour ſmil'd, and, pleas'd, reſign'd 
To tender paſſions all his mighty mind: 505 
His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful lock, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke ; 
Her boſom labour'd with a boding ſigh, 
And the big.teaf.ſtood trembling in her eye. 

Too daring'prince | ah, whither doſt thou run? 

510 

Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and ſon! 
And think*ſt thou not how wretched we ſhall be, 
A widow I, an helpleſs orphan he ! 
For ſure ſuch courage length of life denies ; 
And thou muſt fall, thy virtue's ſacrifice. 515 
Greece in her ſingle heroes ſtrove in vain ;' 
Now hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou muſt be lain ! 
Oh grant me, Gods] ere Hector meets his doom, 
All t can aſk of Heaven, an early tomb! 
So ſhall my days in one ſad tenour run, 520 
And end with ſorrows as they firit begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 
The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire ! 
Laid Thebè waſte, and ſlew my warlike ſire! 525 
His fate compaſſion in the victor bred ; 
Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead; 
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His radiant arms preſerv'd from haſtile ſpoil, 
And laid him decent on the funeral pile 
Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were 
burn'd : | | : 

The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's ſylvan daughters bade their elms beſtow 
A barren ſhade, and in his honour grow. 

By the ſame arm my ſeven brave brothers fell; 


In one ſad day beheld the gates of hell; 535 


While the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed; 
Amid their fields the hapleis heroes bled ! 
My mother liv'd to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen of Hippoplacia's ſylvan lands: 
Redeem'd too late, the ſcarce beheld 2gain 540 
Her pleaſing empire and her native plain, 
When, ah! oppreſt by life-conſuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow, 

Yet, while my Hector ſtill ſurvives, I ſee 


My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee: 543 


Alas! my parents, brothers, Kindred, all 

Once more will periſh, if my Hector fall. 

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger ſhare: 

Oh prove a huſband's and a father's care ! 

That quarter moſt the ſkilful Greeks annoy, 550 

Where yon wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy: 

Thou from this tower defend th' important poſt; 

There Agamemaon points his dreadful hoſt, 

That paſs Tydides, Ajax, ftrive to gain, 

And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train, 
| 55 

Thrice ont bold foes the fierce attack have 50 

Or led by hopes, or dictated from Heaven. 

Let others in the field their arms employ, 

But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Troy. 
The chief reply'd : That poſt be all my care, 


560 


Not that alone, but all the works of war, 
How would the ſons of Troy, in arms renown'd, 


And Troy's proud dames, whoſe garments ſweep 


the ground, 
Attaint the luſtre of my former name 
Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame ? 56s 
My early youth was bred to martial pains, - 
My ſoul impels me to th' embattled plains : 
Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, - 


| And guard my father's glories, and my own. 


Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates: 570 
(Cow my heart trembles while my tongue re- 
lates 1) 


The day when thou, imperial Troy! muſt bend, 


And ſee thy warriours fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my mind, 


My mother's death, the ruin of my kind, = 573 


ot Priam's hoarv hairs defil'd with gore, 

Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſhore ; ** 
As thine, Andromache |! thy griefs I dread ; 

I fee thee trembling, weeping, captive led 

In Argive looms our battles to defign, 580 
And woes, of which ſo large a part was thiue 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 
There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 
They cry, Behold the mighty Hector's wife! 


2 — 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to lee, 
Embitters all thy woes, by naming me, 
- | H 2 


60 POFTE'S 


The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame, 
A thouſand gricfs ſhall waken at the name 
May I lie cold efore that dreadful day, 
Preſs'd with a load of monumental clay ! 
Thy Hector, wrapt in everlaſting jleep, 
Shall neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep. 
Thus having ſpoke, th' illuſtrious chief of Troy 
Stretch'd his fond arms to claſp the lovely boy. 


| 595 
The babe clung crying to his nurſe's breaſt, P 
Scar'd at the dazzling helm, and nodding creſt. 
With ſecret pleaſure each fond parent ſmil'd, 
And Hector haſted to relieve his child, 
The glittering terrours from his brows unbound. 
boo 
And plac'd the beaming helmet on the ground. 
Then kiſs'd the child, and litting high in air, 
Thus to the Gods preferr'd a father*s prayer: 
O thou! whoſe glory fills th' zthereal throne, 
And all ye deathleſs powers! protect my ſon! 
7 60 
Grant him, like me, to purchaſe juſt renown, . 
To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown, 
Againſt his country's foes the war to wage, 
And riſe the Hector of the future age 
So when, triumphant from ſucceſsful toils 610 
Of heroes ſlain, he bears rhe reeking ſpoils, _ 
Whole hoſts may hail him with deſerv'd acclaim, 
And ſay, this chief tranſcends his father's fame: 
While, pleas'd, amidſt the general ſhouts of T: oy, 
His mother's conſcious heart o'erflows with joy. 
61 
He ſpoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, 
Reſtor'd the pleaſing burthen to her arms; 
Soft on her fragrant breaſt the babe ſhe laid, 
Hufh'd to repoſe, and with a ſmile ſurvey'd. 
The troubled pleaſure ſoon chaſtis'd by fear, 620 
She mingled with a ſmile a tender tear, 
The ſoften'd chief with kind compaſſion view'd, 
And dry'd the falling drops, and thns purſued : 
Andromache ! my ſoul's far better part, 
Why with untimely ſorrows heaves thy heart? 
625 


590 


No hoſtile hand can antedate my doom, 

Till fate condemns me to the ſilent tomb. 

Fix'd is the term to all the race of earth ; 

And ſuch the hard condition of our birth, 

No force can then reſiſt, no flight can ſave; 630 
All fink alike, the fearful and the brave. 

No more—but haſten to thy taſks at home, 
There guide the ſpindle, and direct the loom; 
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Me glory ſummons to the martial ſcene, 

The field of combat is the ſphere for men. 635 
Where heroes war, the foremoſt place I claim, 
The firſt in danger, as the firſt in fame. 

Thus having ſaid, the glorious chief reſumes 
His towery helmet, black with! ading plumes. 
His princeſs parts with a prophetic ſigh, 640 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, 

That ſtream'd at every look: then, moving 
flow, 

Sought her own palace, and indulg'd her woe. 

There, while her tears deplor'd the god-like man, 

Through all her train the ſoft infection ran, 645 

The pious maids their mingled ſorrows ſhed, 

And mourn the living Hector, as the dead. 

But now, no longer deaf to honour's call, 
Forth iſſues Paris from the palace wall. 

In brazen a: ms that caſt a gleamy ray, 650 
Swift through the town the warriour bends his 
way. 
The wanton courſer thus, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his ſtall, and beats the trembling 
ground ; 
Pamper'd and proud, he ſeeks the wonted tides, 
And laves, in height of blood, his ſhining ſides ; 
| 65 
His head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies ; l 
His mane diſhevell'd o'er his ſhoulders flies; 
He ſnuffs the females in the diſtant plain, 
And ſprings, exulting, to his fields again. 
With equal triumph, ſprightly, bold, and gay, 
660 
In arms refulgent as the God of day, 
The ſon of Priam, glorying in his might, 
Ruſh'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight. 

And now, the warriours paſſing on the way, 
The grace ful Paris firſt excus'd his ſtay. 665 
To whom the noble Hector thus reply'd : 

O chief! in blood, and now in arms, ally'd ! 
Thy power in war with juſtice none conteſt ; 
Known is thy courage, and thy ſtrength confeſt. 
What pity floth thould ſeize a foul ſo brave, 670 
Or god-like Paris live a woman's flave ! 

My heart wceps blood at what the Trojans ſay, 
And hopes, thy deeds ſhall wipe the ſtain away. 
Haſte then, in all their glorious labours ſhare ; 
For much they ſuffer, for thy ſake, in war. 675 
Theſe ills ſhall ceaſe, whene'r by Jove's decree 
We crown the bowl to Heaven and Liberty : 
While the proud foe bis fruſtrate triumphs mourns, 
Aud Greece indignant through her ſeas returns. 
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THE AR GU ME AN T. 


The fingle combat of Hector and Ajax. 


THE battle renewing with double ardour upon the return of Hector, Minerva ig 


under apprehenſions for the Greeks. Apollo, ſeeing her deſcend from Olympus, 


joins her near the Scean gate, they agree to put off the general engagement for 


that day, and incite Hector to challenge the Greeks to a ſingle combat. Nine of 
the princes accepting the challenge, the lot is caſt, and falls upon Ajax. Theſe 


heroes, after ſeveral attacks, are parted by the night. The Trojans calling a 
council, Antenor propoſes the delivery of Helen to the Greeks, to which Paris will 
not conſent, but offers to reſtore them her riches. Priam ſends a herald to make 
this offer, and to demand a truce for burning the dead; the laſt of which only is 
agreed to by Agamemnon. When the funerals are performed, the Greeks, pur- 
fuant to the advice of Neſtor, ere a fortification to protect their fleet and camp, 
flanked with towers, and defended by a ditch and paliſades. Neptune teſtifies his 
jealouſy at this work, but is paciſied by a promiſe from Jupiter. Both armies paſs 


the night in feaſting, but Fupiter diſbeartens the Trqans with thunder and other 


ſigns of his wrath. 


The three and twentieth day ends with the duel of Hector and Ajax : the next 
day the truce is agreed : another is taken up in the funeral rites of the flain; and 


one more in building the fortification before the ſhips. 


So that ſomewhat above 


three days is employed in this book. The ſcene lies wholly in the field, 


O ſpoke the guardian of the Trojan Nate, 
Then ruſh*d impetuous through the Scæan 
gate. : 
Him Paris follow'd to the dire alarms : 
Both breathing laughter, both reſoly'd in arms. 
As when to ſailors lahouring through the main, 5 
That long had heav'd the weary oar in vain, 
ove bids at length th' expected gales ariſe, 
he gales blow grateful, and the veſſel flies: 
do welcome theſe to Troy's deſiring train; 
The bands are chear'd, the war awakes again. 10 
Bold Paris firſt the work of death begun 
On great Meneſtheus, Areithous ſon : 
Sprung from the fair Philomeda's embrace, 
The pleaſing Arne was his native place. 
Then ſunk Eioneus to the ſhades below, © 7 
Beneath his ſteely caſque he felt the blow, 
Tul on his neck, from Hector's weig ty hand; 
and rolbd, with limbs relax'd, along the land. 


By Clavcus? ſpear the bold Iphinons bleeds, 


Fix'd in the ſhonlder as he mounts his ſteeds ; 20 


Headlong he turables: his ſlack nerves unbound, 
Drop the coid uſeleſs members on the ground. 
When now Minerva ſaw her Argives ſlain, 
From vaſt Olympus to the gleaming plain. 
Fierce ſhe deſcends: Apollo mark'd her flight, 25 
Nor ſhot leſs ſwift f om Ilion's towery height; 
Radiant they met, beneath the beechen ſhade ; 
When thus Apollo to the blue-ey*'d Maid: 
What cauſe, O Daughter of almighty Jove! 
Thus wings thy progreſs from the realms above ? 
30 
Once more impetuous doſt thou bend thy way, 
To give to Greece the long- divided day? 
Too much has Troy already felt thy hate, 
Now breathe thy rage, and huſh the ſtern debate: 
This day, the buſineſs of the field ſuſpend; 35 
War ſoon ſhall Kindle, and great Ilion bend: 
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Since vengeful Goddeſſes confederate join 

To raze her walls, though built by hands divine. 
To whom the Progeny of fore replies : 

I left, for this, the council of the ſkies : 40 

But who ſhall bid conflicting hoſts forbear, 

What art ſhall calm the furious ſons of war ? 

To her the God: Great Hector's foul incite 

To dare the boldeſt Greek to ſingle fight, 

Till Greece, provok'd, from all her numbers 


ſhow 45 
A warriour worthy to be Hector's foe. 


At this agreed, the heavenly powers withdrew ; |] 


Sage Helenus their ſecret counſels knew : 

Hector, inſpir'd, he ſought: to him addreſt, 
Thus told the dictates of his ſacred breaſt: 50 
O ſon of Priam ! let thy faithful ear 


Receive my words; thy friend and brother hear! 


Go forth perſuaſive, and a while engage 
'The warring nations to ſuſpend their rage ; 


Then dare the boldeſt of the hoſtile train 55 


— 


To mortal combat on the liſted plain. 
For not this day ſhall end thy glorious date, 
The Gods have ſpoke it, and their voice is fate. 
He ſaid : the warriour heard the word with joy; 
Then with his ſpear reſtrain'd the youth of Troy, 
60 
Held by the midſt athwart. On either hand, 
The ſquadrons part; th' expecting Trojans ſtand : 
Great Agamemnon bids the Greeks forbcar ; 
They breathe, and huſh the tumult of the war. 
Th' Athenian Maid and glorious God of day 65 
With ſilent joy the ſettling hoſts ſurvey : 
In form of vultures, on the beech's height 
They fit conceal'd, and wait the future fight. - 
The thronging troops obſcure the duſky fields, 
Horrid with briſtling ſpears, and gleaming ſhields. 
0 
As when a general darknefs veils the main, ; 
{Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 
The waves ſcarce heave, the face of Ocean ſleeps, 
And a ſtill horrour ſaddens all the deeps : 
Thus in thick orders ſettling wide around, 75 
At length compos'd they fit, and ſhake the ground. 
Great Hector firſt amidſt both armies broke 
The ſolemn ſilence, and their powers beſpoke : 
Hear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grecian bands, 
What my ſoul prompts, and what ſome God com- 
mands : 8 
Great ſove, averſe our warfare to compoſe, 
O'erwhelms the nations with new toils and woes; 
War with a fiercer tide once more returns, 
Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy burns. 
You then, O princes of the Greeks appear; 85 
Tis Hector ſpeaks, and calls the Gods to hear: 
From all your troops ſelect the boldeſt knight, 
And him, the boldeſt, Hector dares to fight. 
Here if I fall, by chance of battle ſlain, 
Be his my ſpoil, and his theſe arms remain; 90 
But let my body, to my friends return'd, 
By Trojan hands and Frojan flames be burn'd. 
And if Apollo, in whoſe aid I truſt, 
Shall ſtretch your daring champion in the duſt: 
If mine the glory to deſpoil the foe ; 
On Phœbus' temple I'll his arms beſtow; 
The breathleſs carcaſe to your navy ſent, 
Greece on the ſhoze ſhall raiſe a monument; 
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Which when ſome future mariner ſurveys, 
Waſn' d by broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſeas, 109 
Thus ſhall he ſay, © A valiant Greek lies there, 
* By Hector ſlain, the mighty man of war.” 
The ftone ſhall tell your vanquith'd hero's name, 
And. diſtant ages learn the victor's fame. 
This fierce defiance Greece aſtoniſh'd heard, 105 
Bluſh'd to refuſe, and to accept it fear'd. 
Stern Menelaus firſt the ſilence broke, 
And, inly groaning, thus opprobrious ſpoke : 
Women of Greece! Oh ſcandal of your race, 
Whoſe coward ſouls your manly form diſgrace ! 
110 
How great the ſhame, when every age ſhall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe ! 
Go then, reſolve to earth, from whence ye grew, 
A heartleſs, ſpiritleſs, inglorious crew 
Be what ye ſeem, unanimated clay I:5 
Myſelf will dare the danger of the day. 
Tis man's bold taſk the generous ſtrife to try, 
But in the hands of God is victory. 
Theſe words ſcarce ſpoke, with generous ar- 
dour preſt, 


His manly limbs in azure arms he dreſt: 120 


That day, Atrides! a ſuperiour hand 

Had ftretch'd thee breathleſs on the hoſtile ftrand, 

But all at once, thy fury to compoſe, 

The kings of Greece, an awful band, aroſe : 

Ev'n he their chief, great Agamemnon, preſs'd 
I2 

Thy daring hand, and this advice addrefs'd : 

Whither, O Menelaüs! wouldſt thou run, 

And tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee ſhun? 

Griev'd though thou art, forbear the raſh deſign ; 

Great Hector's arm is mightier far than thine, 130 

Ev'n fierce Achilles learn'd its forcg to fear, 

And trembling met this dreadful ſon of war. 

Sit thou ſecure amiꝗſt thy ſocial band; 

Greece in our cauſe ſhall arm ſome powerful hand, 

The mightieſt warriour of th' Achaian name, 135 

Though bold, and burning with defire of fame, 

Content, the doubtful honour might forego, 

So great the danger, and ſo brave the foe. 

He ſaid, and turn'd his brother's vengeful mind; 
He ſtoop'd to reaſon, and his rage reſign'd, 140 
No longer bent to rufh on certain harms; 3 
His joyful friends unbrace his azure arms, 

He, from whoſe lips divine perſuaſion flows, 
Grave Neſtor, then, in graceful act aroſe. 
Thus to the Kings he ſpoke : What grief, what 

ſhame, | 
Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name ! 
How ſhall, alas! her hoary heroes mourn 
Their ſons degenerate, and their race a ſcorn ? 
What tears ſhall down thy ſilver beard be roll'd, 


Oh Peieus, old in arms, in wiſdom old ! 150 
Once with what joy the generous prince would 
hear 


Of every chief who fought this glorious war ; 


Participate their fame, and pleas'd enquire 


Each name, each action, and each hero's fire! 

Gods ! ſhould he ſee our warriours trembling 
ſtand, 

And trembling all before one hoſtile hand; 155 

How would he lift his aged arms on high, 

Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die! 
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oh! would to all th' immortal powers above, 
Minerva, Phoebus, and almighty Jove ! 160 
Years might again roll back, my youth renew, 
And give this arm the ſpring which once it knew: 
When, fierce in war, where Jordan's waters fall 
1 led my troops to Phea's trembling wall, 
And with th' Arcadian ſpears my proweſs try de 
1 
Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. : 
There Erenthalion bray*'d us in the field, 
Proud, Areithous' dreadful arms to wield ; 
Great Areithous, known from ſhore to thore 
Ey the huge, knotted, iron mace he bore; 170 
No lance he ſhook, nor bent the twanging bow, 
But broke, with this, the battle of the toe. 
Him not by manly force i ycurgus flew, 
Whole guileful javelin from the thicket flew, 
Deep in a winding way his breaſt afſail'd, I75 
Nor aught the warriour's thundering mace a- 
vail'd. 
Supine he fell: thoſe arms which Mars before 
Had given the vanquiſh'd, now the victor bore: 
But when old age had dimin*d Lycurgus' eyes, 
To Ereuthalion he conſign'd the prize. 180 
Furious with this, he cruſh'd our level'd bands, 
And dar'd the trial of the ſtrongeſt hands; 
Nor could the ſtrongeſt hands his fury ſtay; 
All ſaw, and fear'd, his huge tempeſtuous ſway. 
Till I, the youngeſt of the hoſt appear'd, 18 5 
And, youngeſt, met whom all our army fear'd. 
I fought the chief: my arms Minerva crown'l : 
Prone fell the giant o'er a length of ground. 
What then he was, Oh were you Neſtor now |! 
Not Hector's ſelf ſhould want an equal foe. 190 
But, warriours, you, that youthful vigour boaſt, 
The flower of Greece, th' examples of our hoſt, 
Sprung from ſuch fathers, who ſuch numbers 
ſway, na 
Can you ſtand trembling, and deſert the day ? 
His warm reproofs the liſtening Kings inflame 
; 295 
And nine, the nobleſt of the Grecian name, . 
Up- ſtarted fierce : but far before the reſt 
The king of men advanc'd his dauntleſs breaſt : 
Then bold Tydides, great in arms appear'd; 
And next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear'd; 200 
Oileus followed; Idomen was there, 
And Merion dreadful as the God of War: 
With theſe Eurypylus and Thoas ſtand, 
And wiſe Ulyſſes clos'd the daring band. 
All theſe, alike inſpir'd with noble rage, 205 
Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian ſage: 
Left thirſt of glory your brave ſouls divide; 
What chief ſhall combat, let the lots decide. 
Whom heaven ſhall chuſe, be his the chance to 
raiſe 
His country's fame, his own immortal praiſe. 210 
The lots produc'd, each hero ſigns his own ; 
Then in the general's helm the fates are thrown z 
The people pray, with lifted eyes and hands, 
And vows like theſe aſcend from all the bands : 
Grant, thou Almighty ! in whoſe hand is fate, 
21 
A worthy champion for the Grecian ſtate. ; 
This taſk let Ajax or Tydides prove, 
Or he, the king of Kings, belov'd by Jove ! 


Old Neſtor ſhook the caſque. By heaven in- 
ſpir'd, | 
Leap'd forth the lot, of every Greek defir'd. 220 
This from the right to left the herald bears, 
Held out in order to the Grecian peers 
Each to his rival yields the mark unknown, 
Till god-like Ajax finds the lot his own ; 
Surveys th' inſcription with rejoicing eyes, 225 
Then caſts before him, and with tranſport cries : 
Warriours ! I claim the lot, and arm with joy; 
Be mine the conqueſt of this chief of Troy. 
Now while my brighteſt arms my limbs inveſt, 
To Saturn's ſon be all your vows addreſt: 230 
But pray in ſecret, lefl the foes ſhould hear, 
And deem your prayers the mean effects of fear. 
Said 1 in ſecret ? No, your vows declare, 
In ſuch a voice as fills the earth and air. 
Lives the:e a chief whom Ajax ought to dread, 
2 
Ajax in all the toils of battle bred ? 25 
From warlike Salamis I drew my birth, 
And, born to combats, fear no force on earth. 
He ſaid. The troops, with elevated eyes, 
Implore the God, whoſe thunder rends the ſkies > 
| 240 
O Father of mankind, ſuperior Lord ! 
On lofty Ida's holy hill ador'd ; 
Who in the higheit heaven haſt fix'd thy throne, 
Supreme of Gods ! unbounded and alone : 
Graat thou, that Telamon may bear away 245 
The praiſe and conqueſt of this doubtful day; 
Or if illuſtrious Hector be thy care, 
That both may claim it, and that both may ſhare. 
Now Ajax brac'd his dazzling armour on ; 
Sheath'd in bright ſteel the giant-warriour ſhone: 
250 
He moves to combat with majeſtic pace ; a 
So ſtalks in arms the grizly God of Thrace, 
When Jove to punith taithleſs men prepares 
And gives whole nations to the waſte of wars. 
Thus march'd the chief, tremendous as a God: 


2 
Grimly he ſmil'd ; earth trembled as he ſtrode ” 
His maſſy javelin, quivering in his hand, 
He ſtood, the bulwark of the Grecian band. 
Through every Argive heart new tranſport ran; 
All Troy ſtood trembling at the mighty man: 260 
Ev'n Hector paus'd; and, with new doubt op- 
preſt, : | 
Felt his great heart ſuſpended in his breaſt : 
'Twas vain to ſeek retreat, and vain to fear; 
Himſelf had challeng'd, and the foe drew near. 
Stern Telamon behind his ample ſhield, 265 
As from a brazen tower, o'erlook d the field. 
Huge boi its orb, with ſeven thick folds o'er- 
ca 
Of tough bull-hides ; of ſolid braſs the laſt, 
(The work of Tychius, who in Hyle dwell'd, 
And all in arts of armoury excell'd:) 270 
This Ajax bore befo. e his manly breaſt, 
And, threatening, thus his adverſe chief addreſt: 
Hector! approach my arm! and ſingly know 
What ſtrength thou haſt, and what the Grecian, 
foe. | 
Achilles ſhuns the fight ; yet ſome there are, 275 
Not void of foul, and not unſkill'd in war: 


Let him, unactive on the ſea-beat ſhore, 
Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more : 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaſt, 
And ſends thee one, a ſample of her heſt, 280 
Such as I am, I come to prove thy might 3 
No more e ſudden, and begin the fight. 
O ſon of Telamon, thy country's pride! 
(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince rephd) 
Me as a boy or M would'ſt thou fright, 285 
New to the field, and trembling at the fight ? 
Thou meet'it a chief deſerving of thy arms, 
To combat born, and bred amidſt alarms : 
I know to ſhift my ground, remount the car, 
Turn, change, and anſwer every call of war; 
ho 290 
To right, to left, the dexterous lance I wield, : 
And dear thick battle on my ſounding ſhield. 
But open be our fight, and bold each blow; 
I ſteal no conqueſt from a noble fee. 
He ſaid ; and, riſing high above the field, 295 
Whirl'd the long lance againſt the ſevenfold 
ſhieid. 
Full on the braſs deſcending from above 
Through fix bull-hides the furious w eapon drove, 
Till in the ſeventh it fix d. Then Ajax threw ; 
Through Hector's ſhield the forceful javelin flew, 
09 
His corſlet enters, and his garment rends, ; 
And glancing downwards near his flank deſcends. 
The wary Trojan ſhrinks, and, bending low 
Beneath his buckler, diſappoint S the blow. 
From their bor'd thields the chiefs theirs javelins 
drew, 
Then cloſe impetuous, and the charge renew: 
Fierce as the mountain-lions bath'd in blood, 
Or foaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 
At Ajax, Hector his long lance extends; 
The blunted point againſt the buckler bends : 210 
But Ajax, watchful as his toc drew near, 
Drove through the Trojan targe the Knoity ſpear ; 
It reach'd his neck, with matchleſs ſtrength im- 
pell'd; 
Spouts the black gore, and dims his ſhining 
ſhield. | 
Yet ceas'd not Hector thus; but, ſtooping down, 


1 
In his ſtrong hand up-heav'd a flinty ſtone, hs 
Black, craggy, vaſt: to this his force he bends 
Full o 1 the brazen boſs the ftone deſcends ; 
The hollow braſs reſounded with the ſhock. 


Then Ajax ſeiz'd the fragment of a rock, 320 
Apply'd each nerve, and ſwinging round on 
high, 


With force tempeſtuous let the ruin fly: 

The huge fone thundering through his buckler 
broke : 

His flacken'd knees receiv'd the numbing ſtroke; 


Great Hector falls extended on the field, 325 


His bulk ſupporting on the ſhatter'd ſhield : 

Nor wanted heavenly aid : Apolio's might 

Confirm'd his finews, and reſtor'd to fight. 

And now both heroes their broad taulchions 
drew : 

In flanwg circles round their heads they flew ; 


330 | 


But then by heralds* voice the word was given, 
The ſacred miniſters of earth and heaven : 
Divine Talthybius whom the Greeks employ, 
And ſage Idæus on the part of Troy. 
Between the ſwords their peaceful ſceptresrear'd; 


And firſt Idæus' awful voice was heard: 38 
Forbear, my ſons! your farther force to prove, 

Both dear to men, and both belov'd of Jove. 

Ts either hoſt your matchleſs worth is known, 

Each ſounds your praiſe, and war is all your own. 


But now the night extends her awful ſhade ; 
The Goddeſs parts you: be the night obey'd. 

Tc whom great Ajax his high foul expreſs 
„O Sage! to Hector be theſe words addreſs'd; 
* Let him who firſt provek*d our chiets to fight, 

34 
Let him demand the ſanction of the night; f 
If firſt he aſk it, I content obey, 
And ceaſe the ſtrife when Hector thows the way.“ 

Oh firſt of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 
Whom heaven adorns, ſuperior to thy kind, 350 
With ſtrength of body, and with worth of 

mind | 
Now martial law commands us to forbear; 
Hereafter we ſhall meet in glorious war, 
Some future day ſhall lengthen out our ftrife, 
And let the Gods decide oi death or life ! 355 
Since then the night extends her gloomy ſhade, 
And Heaven enjoins it, be the might obcy'd. 
Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends, 
And joy the nations whom thy arm defends ; 
As I ſhall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 260 
Who wearies Heaven with vows for Hector's life. 
But let us, on this memorable day, 
Exchange ſome gift; that Greece and Troy may 


ſay 
Not hate, but glpry, made theſe chiefs con- 
tend ; 
A And each brave foe was in his ſoul a friend.” 
365 
With that, a ſword with ſtars of ſilver grac'd, 
The baldrick ſtudded, and the ſheath enchas'd. 


| He gave the Greek, The generous Greek be- 


ftow?'d 
A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 


Then with majeſtick grace they quit the plain; 


379 
This ſeeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 
The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 
And hail with joy the champion of their ſtate : 
Eſcap'd great Ajax, they ſurvey'd him round, 
Alive, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. 
375 
To Troy's high gates the god-like man ther We 
Jheir preſent triumph, as their late deſpair. 
But Ajax, glo:ying in his hardy deed, 
The well-arm'd Greeks to Agamemnon lead. 
A ſteer for ſacrifice the king deſign'd, 
Of full five years, and of the nobler Kind. 
The victim falls; they ſtrip the ſmoking hide, 
The beaſt they quarter, and the joints di vide; 
Then ſpr ead tlie tables, and repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare. 


355 
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The king himſelf (an honorary ſign) 


Before great Ajax plac'd the mighty chine. 


When now the rage of hunger was remov'd, 
Neſtor, in each perſuaſive art approv'd, 
The ſage whoſe counſels long had ſway'd the reſt, 
390 
words like theſe his prudent thought expreſt: 
How dear, O kings! this fatal day has coſt ! 
What Greeks are periſh'd ! what a people loſt ! 
What tides of blood have drench'd Scamander's 
ſhore ! | 
What crowds of heroes ſunk, to riſe no more ! 


| 3 
Then hear me, chief! nor let the morrow's links 
Awake thy ſquadrons to new toils of fight : 
Some ſpace at leaſt permit the war to breathe, 
While we to flames our ſlaughter'd friends be- 
queath, 
From the red field their ſcatter'd bodies bear ; 400 
And nigh the fleet a funeral ſtructure rear; 
So decent urns their ſnowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o'er their athes weep. | 
Here, where on one promiſcuous pile they blaz'd, 
High o'er them all a general tomb be rais'd; 405 
Next, to ſecure our camp, and naval powers, 
Raiſe an embattled wall, with lofty towers ; 
From ſpace to ſpace be ample gates around, 
For paſſing chariots.; and a trench profound, 
So Greece to combat ſhall in ſafety go, 410 
Nor fear the fierce incurſions of the foe. 
Twas thus the ſage his wholeſome counſel mov'd; 
The ſceptred kingsof Greece his words approv'd. 
Meanwhile, conven'd at Priam's palace gate, 
The Trojan peers in nightly council fate; 415 
A ſenate void of order, as of choice ; | 
Their hearts were fearful, and confus'd their 
voice, 
Antenor riſing, thus demands their ear: 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear ! 
'Tis Heaven the counſel of my breaſt inſpires, 
20 
And I but move what every God requires : a 
Let Sparta's treaſure be this hour reſtor' d, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
The ties of faith, the ſworn alliance broke, 
Our impious battles the juſt Gods provoke. 425 
As this advice ye practice, or reject, 
$0 hope ſucceſs, or dread the dire effect. 
The ſenior ſpoke, and ſate. To whom re- 
ply'd | 
The graceful huſband of the Spartan bride ; 
Cold counſels, Trojan, may become thy years, 
430 
But ſonnd ungrateful in a warriour's ears : 
Old man, if, void of fallacy or art, 
Thy words expreſs the purpoſe of thy heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more ſound advice haſt given, 
But wiſdom has its date, aſſign'd by Heaven. 435 
Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name 
Their treaſures I'll reſtore, but not the dame ; 
My treaſures too, for peage, I will reſign ; 
But be this bright poſſeſſion ever mine. 
Twas then, the groaning diſcord to compoſe, 


Slow from his ſeat the reverend Priara roſe : 
Vol, VI | 


His god-like aſpect deep attention drew: 
He paus'd, and theſe pacific words enſue : 

Ye Tro:ans, Dardans, and auxiliar bands 
Now take refreſhment as the hour demands: 445 


Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, 


Till the new ſun reſtore the chearful light : 

Then ſhall our herald to th' Atrides ſent, 

Before their ſhips proclaim my ſon's intent. 

Next let a truce te aſk'd, that Troy may burn 
450 

Her ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn ; 

That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 

And whole the conqueſt, mighty Jovg decide 

The monarch ſpoke ! the. warriours ſnatch'd 

with haſte 

(Each at his poſt in arms) a ſhort repaſt. 455 

Sdon as the roſy morn had wak'd the day, | 

To the black ſhips Idzus bent his way; 

There, to the ſons of Mars, in council found, 
He rais'd his voice; the hoſt ſtood liſtening 
round : ; | 
Ve ſons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give e460 
The words of Troy and Troy's great mona. hi 

hear, 
Pleas'd may ye hear (ſo Heaven ſucceed my 
prayers) | 
What Paris, author of the war, declares. 
The ſpoils and treaſures he to Ilion bore, ; 
(Oh, had he periſh'd ere they touch'd our ery 
495 


He proffers injur'd Greece; with large increaſe 


Of added Trojan wealth, to buy the peace. 
But to reſtore the beauteous bride again, 
This Greece demands, and Troy requeſts in vain. 
Next, O ye chiefs! we aſk a truce, to burn 470 
Our 1laughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 
And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! 
The Greeks gave ear, but none the ſilence 
broke : | 
At length Tydides roſe, and riſing ſpoke: 475 
Oh, take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 
Their proffer'd wealth, nor ev'n the Spartan 
dame. 
Let conqueſt make them ours: fate ſhakes their 
wall, . 
And Troy already totters to her fall. 
Th' admiring chiefs, and all the Grecian mn. 
With general ſhouts return'd him loud acclaim. 
Then thus the King of Kings rejects the peace: 
Herald ! in him thou hear'ſt the voice of Greece. 
For what remains ; let funeral flames be fed 
With heroes corpſe; I war not with the . 
4 
Go ſearch your ſlaughter'd chiefs on yonder 8 — 
And gratify the manes of the ſlain: 
Be witneſs, Jove, whoſe thunder rolls on high 
He ſaid, and rear'd his ſceptre to the ſky. 
To ſacred Troy, where all her princes lay 490 
To wait th' event, the herald bent his way. 
He came, and ſtanding in the midſt, explain'd 
The peace rejected, but the truce obtain d. 


Straight to their ſeveral cares the Trojans move; 


Seme ſearch the plains, ſome fell the ſounding 
grove : 


I 


Hew'd the green foreſts, and the bodies bore. 


And now from forth the chambers of the main, 


plain. ; 
$carce could the friend his flaughter'd friend ex- 


And, Nlowly, ſadly, to their fleet repair. 
Now, ere the morn had ſtreak' d with reddening 


Of large extent; and deep in earth, below, 
Strong piles infi xd ſtood adverſe to the foe. 


To ſhed his ſacred light on earth again, 
Aroſe the golden chariot of the day, 

And tipt the mountains with a purple ray. _ 
In mingled throngs the Greek and Trojan train 
Through heaps of carnage ſearch the mournful 


500 


plore, | 

With duſt diſhonour'd, and deform'd with gore. 
| | 505 

The wounds they waſh'd, their pious tears they 

ſhed, no 
And, laid along their cars, deplor'd the dead ; 
Sage Priam check'd their grief : with filent haſte 
The bodies decent on their piles were plac'd: 
With melting hearts thecold remains they burn'd; 
— * 510 
And ſadly flow to ſacred Troy return'd. 
Nor leſs the Greeks their pious ſorrows ſhed, 
And decent on the pile diſpoſe the dead; 
The cold remains conſume with equal care; 
515 
light 


The doubtful confines of the day and night; 
About the dying flames the Greeks appear'd, 

And round the pile a general tomb they rear'd, 
Then, to ſecure the camp and naval powers, 520 
They rais'd embattled walls with lofty towers: 
From ſpace to ſpace were ample gates around, 


For paſſing chariots; and a trench profound, 
525 


So toil'd the Greeks: meanwhile the Gods 


above 


In ſhining circle round their father ſove, 


Amaz'd beheld the wonderous works of man : 


Then he, whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, began: 
5304 


| TO mortals henceforth ſhall our power a- 
ore, 

Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore, 

If the proud Grecians thus ſucceſsful boaſt 

Their riſing bulwarks on the ſea- beat coaſt ? 

See the long walls extending to the main, 


No God conſulted, and no victim lain ! m_ 


Their fame ſha!) fill the world's remoteft ends; 
Wide as the morn her golden beam extends 
While old Labmedon's divine abodes, : 

Thoſe radiant ſtructures rais'd by labouring Gods, 
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Nor lets the Greeks, deſcending on the ſhore, 


| Shall, raz'd and loſt, in long oblivion . 
Thus ſpoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 
Th' Almighty Thunderer with a frown replies, 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the ſkies : 
Strong God of Ocean] thou, whoſe rage can 
make 545 
The ſolid Earth's eternal baſis ſhake : 
What cauſe of fear from mortal works could 


move 

The meaneſt ſubje& of our realms above? 

Where'er the ſun's refulgent rays are caſt, 

Thy power is honour d, and thy fame ſhall laſt, 
0 

But yon proud work no future age ſhall view, " 

No trace remain where once the glory grew, 

The ſapp'd foundations by thy force ſhall fall, 

And, whelm'd beneath thy waves, drop the huge 


wall: 
Vaſt drifts of ſand ſhall change the former ſhore; 


555 
The ruin vaniſh'd, and the name no more. 
Thus they in heaven: while o'er the Grecian 
train | x un 
The rolling ſun deſcending to the main 
Bebeld the finiſh'd work. Their bulls they flew : 
Black from the tents the ſavoury vapours flew. 


And now the fleet, arriv'd from Lemnos' Ranks, 

With Bacchus' bleſſings cheer'd the generous 
bands. | - 

Of fragrant wine the rich Eunæus ſent 

A thouſand meaſures to the royal tent. 

(Eunzus, whom Hyplpyle of yore 565 

To Jaſon, ſhepherd of his people, bore) 

The reſt they purchas'd at their proper 

And well the plenteous freight ſupply'd the hoſt: 

Each, in exchange, proportion'd treaſures gave: 

Some brafs, or iron; ſome an ox, or ſlave. 57% 

All night they feaſt, the Greek and Trojan 
powers; | | 

Thoſe on the fields, 
towers. - 

But Jove averſe the ſigns of wrath diſplay'd, 

And ſhot red lightnings through the gloomy 


and thoſe within their 


ſhade : | 
Humbled they ſtood ; pale horrour ſeiz'd on all, 


575 
While the deep thunder ſhook th' atrial hall. 
Each pour'd to Jove, before the bowl was crown'd: 
And large libations drench'd the thirſty ground: 


Then late, refreſh'd with fleep from toils of 
fight, „ | 
Enjoy d the balmy bicſſings'of the night. 355 
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2 THE ARGUMEN T, 
5 The ſecond Battle, and the Diſtreſs of the Greeks. 
5 | | 
n FU PITER aſſembles a council of the Deities, and threatens them with the 
pains of Tartarus : | they aſſiſt either fide: Minerva only obtains of him that . 
5 ſhe may direct the Greeks by her counſels. The armies join battle : Fupiter on 
. Mount Ida weighs in his balances the fates of bath, and affrights the Greeks 
” with his thunders and lightnings. Neſtor alone continues in the field, in great 
f danger; Diomed relieves him; wheſe exploits, and thoſe of Hector, are excel- 
; lently deſcribed. Funo endeavours ta animate Neptune to the aſſiſtance of the 
Greeks, but in vain. The acts of Teucer, who is at length wounded by Hettor, 
; and carried off. TFuno and Minerva prepare to aid the Grecians; but are 
22 by Iris, ſent from ＋ nat The night puts an end to the battle. 
eftor continues in the field (the Greeks being driven to their fortifications before 
* the ſhips) and gives orders to keep the watch all night in the _ to pre- 
0 vent the enemy from reimbarking and eſcaping by flight. They kindle fires 
n through all the field, and paſs the night under arms. | 
* 5 
The time of ſeven and twenty days is employed from the opening of the poem 
to the end of this book. The ſcene here (except of the celeſtial machines) lies 
7 in the field toward the ſea-ſbore. | 
;  VRORA now, fair daughter of the dawn, {| With burning chains fix'd to the brazen floors, 
Sprinkled with roſy light the dewy lawn; And lock'd by hell's inexorable doors; 
: When Jove conven'd the ſenate of the ſkies, As deep beneath th' infernal centre hurl'd, 
Where high Olympus” cloudy tops ariſe. As from that centre to th' zthereal world. 20 
f The Sire of Gods his awful filence broke, 5 | Let him who tempts me, dread thoſe dire 
| The heavens attentive trembled as he ſpoke : abodes; : : 
6 Celeſtial ſtates, immortal Gods, give ear, And know, th' Almighty is the God of Gods. 


Hear our decree, and reverence what ye hear; 
The fix'd decree, which not all Heaven can 
move; 
Thou Fate! fulfil it; and, ye Powers, approve 
10 


What God but enters yon forbidden field, 

Who yields aſſiſtance, or but wills to yield ; 

Back to the ſkies with ſhame he ſhall he driven, 

Gaſh'd with diſhoneſt wounds, 
heaven : 

Or far, oh far from ſteep Olympus thrown, 15 


the ſcorn of 


Low in the dark Tartarean gulf hall groan, 


League all your forces then, ye Powers above, 
oin all, and try th' omnipotence of ſove; 


down our golden everlaſting chain, 25 
Whoſe ſtrong embrace holds heaven, and earth, 
and main : 


Strive all, of mortal and immortal birth, 
To drag, by this, the Thunderer down to earth : 
Ye ſtrive in vain! If I but ſtretch this hand, 
I heave the Gods, the ocean, and the land; 30 
I fix the chain to great Olympus” height, 
And the vaſt world _ trembling in my ſight ! 
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For ſuch I reign, unbounded and above; 
And ſuch are men and Gods, compar'd to ſove. 
Th' Almighty ſpoke, nor durſt the Powers re- 


Pl 3 35 
A n horror ſilenc'd all the ſky; 
Trembling they ſtood before their Sovereign's 
look ; | 
At length his beſt-lov?d, the Power of Wiſdom, 


poke; | 
Oh firſt and greateſt ! God, by Gods ador'd ! 
We own thy might, our Father and our Lord! 40 
But ah ! permit to pity human ſtate 8 
If not to help, at leaſt lament their fate. 
8 fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, 
ith arms unaiding mourn our Argives ſlain; 
Vet grant my couuſels ſtill their breaſts may move, 


4 
Or all muſt periſh in the wrath of Jove. 5 
The cloud-compelling God her ſuit approv'd, 

And ſmil'd ſuperiour on his beſt-belov d. 
Then call'd his courſers, and his chariot took; 
The ſtedfaſt fir mament beneath him ſhook : 50 
Rapt by th' æthei eal ſteeds the chariot roll'd ; 
Braſs were their haofs, their curling manes of 
giold. | re 
Of hcaven's undroſſy gold the God's array 
Refulgent, flaſh'd intolerable day. 
High on the throne he ſhines: his courſers fly 55 
Between th' extended earth and ſtarry ſky. 
But when to Ida's topmoſt height he came, 
(Fair nurſe of fountains, and of ſavage game) 
Where, o'er her pointed ſummits proudly rais'd, 
His fane breath'd odours, and his altars blaz'd? 60 
There, from his radiant car the tacred Sire 
Of Gods and men releas'd the ſteeds of fire: 
Blue ambient miſts th' immortal ſteeds einbrac'd; 
High on the cloudy point his ſeat he plac'd; + 
Thence his broad eye the ſubject world ſurveys, 65 
The town, and'tents, and navigable ſeas. 
Now had the Grecians ſnatch'd 'a ſhort re aſt, 
And buckled on their ſhining arms with haſte, 
Troy rouz'd as ſoon; for on this dreadful day 
The fate of fathers, wives, and infants, lay, 
The gates unfolding pour forth all their train; 
Squadrons on ſquadrons cloud the duſky plain : 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembling 
ground; *þ 5 
The tumult thickens, and the ſkies reſoung. 
And now with ſhouts the ſhocking armies clos'd, 


To lances lances, ſhields to ſhields opy vs'd, ” 
Hoſt againſt hoſt with ſhadowy legions drew, 
The ſounding darts ig i;on tempeſts flew, + 
Victors and vanguiſh'd join promiſcuous cries, 
Triuwphant ſhouts and dying groans ariſe; 80 
With ſtreaming blood the ſlii pery fields are dy'd, 
and ſlaughter'd herpes {well the dreadful tide, 
Long as the morning beams encreaſing bright, 

er heaven's clear azure ſpread the ſacred light; 
Commuiual death the fate of war confounds, 85 
Fach adverſe battle gor d with equal wounds, 
But when the ſun the height of heaven aſcends 
The Sire of Gods lis golden ſcales ſuſpends, ' ' 
With cqual hand: in theſe explor'd the fate 

f Greec: and Troy, and pcis'd the mighty 
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Preſs'd with its load, the Grecian balance lies 
Low ſunk on earth, the Trojan ſtrikes the ſkies, 
Then 2 from Ida's top his horrours ſpreads; 
The clouds burſt dreadfuto'er the Grecian heads: 


Thick lightnings flaſh ; the muttering thunder 


rolls; 


Their ſtrength he withers, and unmans their ſouls, 


Before his wrath the trembling hoſts retire; 

The God in terrors, and the ſkies on fire. 

Nor great idomeneus that ſight could bear, 

Nor each ſtern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: 100 

Nor he, the king of men, th' alarm ſuſtain'd; 

Neſtor alone amidſt the ſtorm remain'd. 

Unwilling he remain'd, for Paris' dart 

Had pierc'd his courſer in 2 mortal part: 

Fix'd in the forehead where the ſpringing mane 
10 

Curl'd o'er the brow, it ſtung him to the W 

Mad with his anguiſh, he begins to rear, 

Paw with his hoofs aloft, and laſh the air. 

Scarce had his faulchion cut the reins, and freed 

Th' encumber'd chariot from the dying ſteed, 110 

When dreadful Hector, thundering through the 

e : 
Paur'd to the tymult on his whirling car. 
That day had ſtretch'd beneath his matchleſs hand 


The hoary monarch of the Pylian band: 


But Diomed beheld : from forth the croud 115 

He ruth'd, and on Ulyſſes call'd aloud. | 
Whither, oh whither does Ulyſſes run ? 

Oh flight unworthy great Laeytes? ſon ! = 

Mix'd with the vulgar ſhall thy fate be found, 

Pierc'd in the back, a vile, diſhopeſt wound? 120 

Oh turn and ſave from Hector's direful rage 


| The glory of the Greeks, the Pylian ſage. 


His fruitleſs words are Joſt unheard in air, 


Ulyſſes ſeeks the ſhips, and ſhelters there. 
But bold Tydides ta the reſcue goes, 125 
A ſingle warriour ' midſt a hoſt of foes; 
Before the courſers with a ſudden ſpring 
He leap'd, and anxious thus beſpoke the k ing: 
Great perils, father ! wait th' unequal fight ; 
Theſe younger champions will oppreſs thy might. 
Fi ; . #1 » 4 þ 130 
Thy veins no more with ancient vigour glow; 
Weak is thy ſervant, and thy courſers ſlow, 
Then haſte, aſcend my ſeat, and from the car 
Obſerve the ſteeds of Tros, renown'd in war, 
Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace, 135 
To dare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 
Theſe late obey*'d Eneas' guiding rein: 
Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful train; 
With theſe againſt yon Trojans will we go, 
Nor ſhall great Hector want an equal foe; 140 
Ierce as he is, ev'n he may learn to fear He 
The thirſty fury of my flying fpear. h 
Thus ſaid the chief; and Neſtor, ſkill'd in war, 
Approves his counſel, and aſcends the car. 
The ſteeds he left, their truſty ſervants hold; 


145 
Eurymedon, and Sthene us the bold: l 
The reverend charioteer directs the courſe, 
And ſtrains his aged arm to laſh the horſe. 
Hector they face; unk nowing how to fear, 
Fierce he drove on; Tycides wWhürl'd his you 
e F | 13 
Os 


The ſpear with erring haſte miſtook its way, 

But plung'd in Eniopeus* boſom lay. 

His opening hand in death forſakes the rein; 

The ſteeds fly back : he falls, and ſpurns the 

ain. 

Great Hector ſorrows for his ſervant kill'd, 155 

Yet unreveng'd permits to preſs the field ; 

Till to ſupply his place and rule the car, 

Roſe Archeptolemus, the fierce in war. 

And now had death and horror cover'd all 

Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their _ 
160 

Inclos'd had bled : but Jove with awful ſound 

Roll'd the big thunder o'er the vaſt profound : 

Full in Tydides' face the lightning flew ; 

The ground before him flam'd with ſulphur blue ; 

The quivering ſizeds fell proſtrate: at the * 3 
105 

And Neſtor's trembling hand confeſs'd his fright; 

He dropt the reins; and, ſhook with ſacred 

dread, | 

Thus, turning, wara'd th' intrepid Diomed : 

O chief ! too daring in thy friend's defence, 
Retire advis'd, and urge the chariot hence. 170 
This day, averſe, the Sovereign of the fies 
Aſſiſts great Hector, and our palm denies. 

Some other ſun may ſee the happier hour, 

When Greece ſhall conquer by his heavenly 
power. | | 

'Tis not in man his fix'd decree to move: 175 

The great will glory to ſubmit to Jove. 

O reverend prince! (Tydides thus replies) 

Thy years are awful, and thy words are wiſe. 
But ah, what grief, ſhould haughty Hector boaſt, 
1 fled inglorious to the guarded coaſt ! 180 
Before that dire diſgrace ſn Il blaſt my fame, 


O'erwhelm me, earth; and hide a warriour's 


ſhame. | 
To whom Getenian Neſtor thus reply'd ; 
Gods! can thy courage fear the Phrygian's 
pride? N 
Hector may vaunt, but who ſhall heed the 
boaſt ? 185 
Not thoſe who felt thy arm, the Dardan hoſt, 
Nor Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes loſt ; 
Not ev'n a Phrygian dame, who dreads the ſword 
That laid in duſt her lov'd lamented lord. 
He ſaid, and haſty o'er the gaſping throng 190 
Drives the ſwift ſteeds ; the chariot ſmokes along. 
The ſhouts of Trojans thicken in the wind; 
The ſtorm of hiſſing iavelins pours behind. 
Then, with a voice that ſhakes the ſolid ſkies, 
Pleas'd Hector braves the warriour as he flies. 
: 195 
Go, mighty hero, grac'd above the reſt 
In ſeats of council and the ſumptuous feaſt; 
Now hope no more thoſe honours from thy train; 
Go, leſs than woman, in the form of man 
To ſcale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 
200 
To lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 
Thy once proud hopes, preſumptuous prince 
are fled, | 
This _ ſhall reach thy heart, and ſtretch theg 
| dead, Ras : p 
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Now fears diſſuade him, and now hepes in- 
vite, 
To ſtop his courſers, and to ſtand the fight z 20g 
Thrice turn'd the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
On Ida's ſummits thunder'd from above: 
Great Hector heard; he ſaw the flaſhing light, 
(The ſign of conqueſt) and thus urg'd the fight: 
Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 216 
All fam'd in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have won, 
Your great forefathers' g'ories, and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove? Succeſs and fame 
Await on Troy, on Greece eternal ſhame, 21 $ 
In vain they ſkulk behind their boaſted wall, 
Weak bulwarks! deſtin'd by this arm to fall. 
High o'er their ſlighted trench our ſteeds ſhall 
bound ; | ' 
And paſs victorious o'er the level'd mound. 
Soon as before yon hollow ſhips we ſtand, 220 
Fight each with flames, and toſs the blazing 
brand 
Till, their proud navy wrapt in ſmoke and 
All Greece, encompaſs'd, in one blaze expires. 
Furious he ſaid ; then, bending o'er the yoke, 
Encourag'd his proud ſteeds, while thus he ſpoke: 


a 22 
Now, Xanthus, Æthon, Lampus ! urge the We. 
And, thou, Podargus! prove thy generous race: 
Be fleet, be fearleſs, this important day, 
And all your maſter's well- ſpent care repay. 
For this, high-fed in plenteous Ralls ye ſtand, 
R / 


230 
Serv'd with pure wheat, and by a princeſs” hand ; 
For this my ſpouſe, of great Attion's line, 

So oft has ſteep'd the ſtrengthening grain in 

wine. 

Now ſwift purſue, now thunder uncontroul'd; 

Give me to ſeize rich Neſtor's ſhield of gold; 23g 

From Tydeus“ ſhoulders ſtrip the coſtly load,. 

Vulcanian arms, che labour of a God: 

Theſe if we gain, then victory, ye powers! 

This night; this glorious night, the fleet is ours. 
That heard, deep anguiſh ſtung Saturnia's ſoul ; 


240 

She ſhook her throne that ſhook the ſtarry — 

And thus to Neptune: Thou, whoſe force can 

make : 

The ſtędfaſt earth from her foundations ſhake, - 

See'ſt thou the Greeks by fates unjuſt oppreſt, 

Nor ſwells that heart in thy immortal breaſt? 

Yet Egæ, Helice, thy power obey, | IF 

And gifts unceaſing on thine altars lay. 

Would all the Deities of Greece combine, 

In vain the gloomy Thunderer might repine : 

Sole ſhould he ſit, with ſcarce a God to friend, 

| 2 

And ſee his Trojans to the ſhades deſcend : 100 

Such be the ſcene from his Idæan bower; 

Ungrateful proſpect to the ſullen Power 
Neptune with wrath rejects the raſh deſign: 

What rage, what madneſs, furious Queen, is 

thine! - 5 
I war not with the higheſt. All above 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jove. 
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Nowy god-like Hector, to whoſe matchleſs 

; might 

| Jove 120 the glory of the deſtin'd fight, 

' Squadrons on ſquadrons drives, and fills the 

fields 260 

With cloſe-rang'd chariots, and with thicken'd 

ſhields. | 

Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 

CompaRed troops ſtand wedg'd in firm array, 

A dreadful front ! they ſhake the brands, and 

threat 

With long-deſtroying flames the hoſtile fleet. 265 

The king of men, by Juno's ſelf inſpir'd, 

Toil'd through the tents, and e!l his army fir'd. 

Swift as he mov'd he lifted in his hand 

His purple robe, bright enſign of command. 

High on the midmoit bark the king appear'd; 

| 270 

There, from Ulyſſes* deck his voice was heard: 

To Ajax and Achilles reach'd the ſound, 

Whoſe: diſtant ſhips the guarded navy bound. 

Oh Argives ! ſhame of human race; he cri'd, 
(The hollow veſſels to his voice reply'd) 275 

Where now are all your glorious boaſts of yore, 

Your haſty triumphs ori the Lemnian ſhore ? 

Each fearleſs hero dares an hundred foes, 

While the feaſt laſts, and while the goblet flows; 
But who to meet one martial man is found, 280 

When the fight rages, and the flames ſurronnd ? 

O mighty oY ! oh fire of the diſtreſs'q ? 

Was ever king like me, like me oppreſs'd ? 

With power immenſe, with juſtice arm'd in vain; 
My glory raviſh'd, and my people ſlain! 285 

To thee my vows were breath'd from every 
_ ſhore; . 

What altar ſmok'd nat with our victims' gore? 

With fat of bulls I fed the conſtant flame, 

And afl*d deſtruction to the Trojan name. 

Now, gracious God! fat humbler our demand! 


290 
Give theſe at leaſt t' eſcape from Hector's hand, 
And ſave the relicks of the Grecian land! 

Thus pray'd the King ; and Heaven's great Fa- 

ther heard | 

His vous, in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd ; 
The wrath appeas'd, by happy ſigns declares, 295 
And gives the people to their monarch's prayers. 
His eagle, facred bird of Heaven ! he ſent, 
A fawn his talons traſfs'd (divine portent !) 
High o'er the wondering hoſt: he ſoar'd above, 
Who paid their yows to Panomphæan Jove ; 300 
Then let the prey before his altar fall, 
The Greeks beheld, and tranſport ſeiz'd on all: 
Encourag'd by the ſign, the troops revive, 
And fierce on Troy with double fury drive. 
Ty dides firſt of all the Grecian force, 05 
O' er the broad ditch impell'd his foaming horſe, 
Pierc'd the deep ranks, their ſtrongeſt battle tore, 
And dy'd his javelin red with Trojan gore. 
Young Agelauis (Phradmon was his fire) 
With flying courſers ſhun'd his dreadful ire: 310 


Struck through-the back, the Phrygian fell op- 


preſt; 
Thg dart drove on, and iſſued at his breaſt; 
Headlong he quits the car; his arms reſound: 
Hs ponderats buckler thunders on the ground. 


Secure behind the Telamonian ſhield 
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Forth ruſh a tide of Greeks, the paſſage free; 
r 

Th' Atridz firſt, th' Ajaces next ſucceed : 52 

Meriones, like Mars in arms renown'd, | 

And god-like Idomen, now pats'd the mound : 

Evzmon's ſon next iſſues to the foe, 

And laſt, young Teucer with his bended boy, 

320 


The fkiiful archer wide ſurvey'd the field, 
With every ſhaft ſome hoſtile victim ſlew, 
Then cloſe beneath the ſeven-fold orb withdrew: 
The conſcious infant ſo, when fear alarms, 32; 
Retires for ſafety to the mother's arms. 

Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 
Moves as he moves, and turns the ſhining ſhield, 
Who firſt by Teucer's mortal arrows bled ? 
Orſilochus; then fell Ormenus dead: $ 
The god-like Lycophon next preſs'd the plain, 
With Chromius, Dætor, Opheleſtes ſlain: 
Bold Hamopion breathleſs ſunk to ground; 
The bloody pile great Menalippus crown'd. 
Heaps fell on heaps, ſad trophies of his art, 333 
A Trojan ghoſt attended every dart. 

Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 

The ranks grow thinner as his arrows fly : 

Oh youth for ever dear! (the monarch cry'd) 
Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try'd ; 340 
Thy brave example ſhall retrieve our hoſt, 
Thy country's ſaviour, and thy father's boaſt ! 
Sprung from an alien's bed thy fire to grace, 
The vigorous offspring of a ſtol'n embrace, 
Proud of his boy, he qwn'd the generous flame, 


And the brave ſon repays his cares with fark. . 
Now hear a monarch's vow : If Heaven's high 
Powers 

Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers ; 

Whatever treaſures Greece for me deſign, 

The next rich honorary gift be thine : 350 

Some golden tripod, or diſtinguiſh'd car, 

With courſers dreadful in the ranks of war; 

Or ſome fair captive whom thy eyes approve, 

Shall recompence the warriour's toils with love. 
To this the chief : With praiſe the reſt inſpire, 


355 
Nor urge a ſoul already fill'd with fire. 5 
What ſtrength I have, be now in battle try'd, 
Till every thaft in Phrygian blood be dy'd. 
Since rallying from our wall we forc'd the foe, 


Eight forky arrows from this hand have fled, 
And eight bold heroes by their points lie dead: 
But ſure ſome God denies me to deſtroy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy. - 
He faid, nd twang'd the ſtring; The weapot 
flies 
At Hector's breaſt, and ſings along the ſkies : 


heart, 
And drench'd in royal blood the thirſty dart. 
(Fair Caſtianira, nymph of form divine, 
This offspring added to king Priam's line. 37 
As full-blown poppies, overcharg'd with rain, 


| Decline the dead, and drooping Kifs the-plaia : 


Still aim'd at Hector have I bent my bow: 336 


He miſs'd the mark; but pierc'd Gorgythio! ' 
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30 ſinks the youth: his beauteous head, depreſt 
Beneath his helmet, drops upon his breaſt. 
Another ſhaft the raging archer drew: 375 
That other ſhaft with erring fury flew, 
(From Hector Phoebus turn'd the flying wound) 
Yet fell not dry or guiltleſs to the ground : 
Thy breaſt, brave Archeptolemus ] it tore, 
And dipt its feathers in no vulgar gore. 380 
Headlong he falls: his ſudden fall alarms 
The ſteeds, that ſtartle at his ſounding arms. 
Hector with grief his charioteer beheld, 
All pale and breathleſs on the ſanguine field. 
Then bids Cebriones direct the rein, 335 
Quits his bright car, and iſſues on the pla. 
Dreadful he ſhouts: from earth a ſtone he took, 
And ruſh'd on Teucer with the lifted rock. 
The youth already ſtrain'd the forceful yew ; 
The ſhaft already to his ſhoulder drew : 390 
The feather in his hand, juſt wing'd for flight, 
Touch'd where the neck and hollow cheſt unite ; 
gy where the juncture knits the channel 
one, 

The furious chief diſcharg'd the craggy ſtone ; 
The bow-ſtring burſt beneath the ponderous blow, 
And his numb'd hand diſmiſs'd the uſeleſs 8 
He fell: but Ajax his broad ſhield diſplay'd, 
And ſcreen'd his brother with a mighty ſhade; 
Till great Alaſtor, and Meciſtheus, bore 
The batter*d archer groaning to the ſhore. 

Troy yet found grace before th* Olympian Sire, 
He 2 their hands, and fill'd their breaſts with 

re. 

The Greeks, repuls'd, retreat behind their wall, 
Or in the trench on heaps confus'dly fall. 

Firſt of the foe, great Hector march'd along, 405 
With terrour cloath'd, and more than mortal 
ſtrong. 

As the bold hound, that gives the lion chace, 
With beating boſom, and with eager pace, 
Hangs on his haunch, or faſtens on his heels, 
Guards as he turns, and Circles as he wheels: 410 
Thus oft the Grecians turn'd, but ſtill they flew; 
Thus following Hector till the hindmoſt flew. 
When flying they had paſs'd the trench profound, 
And many a chief lay gaſping on the ground ; 
Before the ſhips a deſperate ſtand they made, 415 
And fired the troops, and call'd the Gods to aid. 
Fierce on his rattling chariot Hector came 
His eyes like Gorgon ſhot aſanguine flame 
That wither'd all their hoſt : like Mars he ſtood ; 
Dire as the monſter, dreadful as the God 420 
Their ſtrong diſtreſs the wife of Jove furvey'd ; 
Then penſive thus, to War's triumphant Maid: 
Oh daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the ſable ſhield ! 
Now, in this moment of her laſt deſpair, 425 
Shall wretched Greece no more confeſs our care, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer the full force of fate, 
And drain the dregs of Heaven's relentleſs hate ? 
Gods ! ſhall one raging hand thus level all? 
What numbers fell! what numbers yet ſhall fall! 
8 by 30 
What power divine ſhall Hector's wrath ge ? 
Still wells the laughter, and ſtill grows the tage 
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So ſpake th' imperial Regent of the ies. 
To whom the Goddeſs with the azure eyes: 
Long fince had Hector ſtain'd theſe fields with gore, 
Stretch'd by ſome Argive on his native ſhore 3 
But He above, the Sire of Heaven, withitands, 
Mocks our attempts, and ſlights-our juſt demands, 
The ſtubborn God, inflexible and hard, 
Forgets my ſervice and deſerv'd reward: 4 
Sav*d l, for this, his favourite * fon diſtreſs'd. 
By ſtern Euriſtheus with long labours preſs'd ? 
He begg'd, with tears he begg'd, in deep diſmay ; 
I thot from heaven, and gave his arm the day. 
Oh had my wiſdom known this dire event, 445 
When to grim Pluto's gloomy gates he went ; 
The triple dog had never felt his chain, 
Nor Styx been croſs'd, nor hell explor'd in vain, 
Averſe to me of all his heaven of Gods, 
At Thetis' ſuit the partial Thunderer nods. 450 
To grace her gloomy, fierce, reſenting ſon, 
My hopes are fruſtrate, and my Greeks undone. 
Some future day, perhaps, he may be mov'd 
To call his blue-cy*'d Maid his beſt belov'd, 
Haſte, launch thy chariot, thro' yon ranks to rid:; 
55 
Myſelf will arm, and thunder at thy ſide. 1 
Then, Goddeſs ! ſay, ſhall Hector glory then, 
(That terrour of the Greeks, that Man of men) 
When Juno's ſelf, and Pallas ſhall appear, 
Ail dreadful in the crimfon walks of war 46 
What mighty Trojan then, on yonder ſhore, 
Expiring, pale, and terrible no more, | 5 
Shall feaſt the fowls, and glut the dogs with gore? 
She ceas'd, and Juno rein'd the ſteeds with 
care 3 
(Heaven's awful empreſs, Saturn's other heir) 46; 
Pallas, meanwhile, her various veil unbound, 
With flowers adorn'd, with art immortal crown'd ; 
The radiant robe her ſacred fingers wove 
Floats in rich waves, and ſpreads the court of 
ove. 
Her father's arms her mighty limbs inveſt, 470 
His cuiraſs blazes on her ample breaſt. | 
The vigorous power the trembling car aſcends ; 
Shook hy her arm, the maſſy javelin bends ; 
Huge, ponderous, ſtrong ! that, when her fury 
burns, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hoſts o'erturns. 


Saturnia lends the laſh ; the courſers fly; 8 
Smooth glides the chariot through the liquid ſky. 
Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the Powers, 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hours. 


Commiſſion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 43a 


The ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command; 

Cloſe, or unfold, th* eternal gates of day, 

Bar heaven with. clouds, or roll thoſe clouds a- 
way. : 

The ſounding hinges ring, the clouds divide; 

Prone down the ſteep of heaven their courſe they 
guide. 

But Jove incens'd, from Ida's top ſurvey'd, 

And thus enjoin'd the many-colour'd Maid : 


2 * 


* Hercules. 


5 
* 
Ca 
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„„ 
Thaumantia! mount the winds, and ſtop their 


car; 
Againſt the Higheſt who ſhall wage the war? 
If furigus yet they dare the vain debate, 499 
Thus have I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak. is Fate. 
Their courſers cruſh'd beneath the wheel ſhall 
lie, 

Their car in fragments ſcatter d o'er the ſky ; 
My lightning theſe rebellious ſhall confound, 
And hurl them flaming, headlong to the ground. 


495 
Condemn'd for ten revolving years to weep 
The wounds impreſs'd by burning thunder deep. 
So ſhall Minerva learn to fear our ire, 
Nor dare to combat her's anc nature's Sire. 
For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſtill, 
She claims ſome title to u anſgreſs our will. 

Swift as the wind, the various colour'd Maid 

From Ida's top her golden wings diſplay'd ; 

To great Olympus ſhining gates ſhe flies, 

There meets the chariot ruſhing down the ſkies, 505 
Reſtrains their progreſs from the bright abodes, 
And ſpeaks the mandate of the Sire of Gods. 

What frenzy, Goddeſſes | what rage can move 
Celeſtial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove ? 
Deſiſt, obedient to his high command; 510 
This is his word: and know, his word ſhall ſtand. 
His lightning your rebellion ſhall confound, 

And url you headlorg, flaming to the ground: 
Your honſes cruſh'd beneath the wheels ſhall lie, 
Your car in fragments ſcatter'd o'er the ſky: 515 
Yourſelves condemn'd ten rolling years to weep 
The wounds impreſs'd by burning thunder deep. 
So ſhall Minerva learn to fear his ire, 

Nor dare to combat her's and nature's Sire, 
For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſtill, 

She claims ſome title to ti anſgreſs his will. 
But thee what deſperate inſolence has driven, 
To lift thy lance againſt the King of heaven ? 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, 
She flew ; and Juno thus her rage reſign'd: 525 

O daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wie 
Th' avenging bo't, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ! 
No more let beings of ſuperior birth 
Contend with Jove for this low race of earth : 
Triumphant now, now miſerably ſlain, 
They. breathe or perith as the Fates ordain. 
But Jove's high counſels full effect ſhall find; 
And, ever conſtant, ever rule mankind. 

She ſpoke, and backward turn'd her ſteeds of 

light, 

Adorn'd with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
The hours unloos'd them, panting as they ſtood, 
And heap'd their mangers with ambroſial food. 
There ty'd, they reſt in high celeſtial Ralls; 

The chariot propt againſt the chryſtal walls. 
The penſive Goddeſſes, abaſh'd, control'd, 
Mix with the Gods, and fill their ſcats of gold. 

And now the Thunderer meditates his flight 
From Ida's ſummits to th Oiympian height, 
Swifter than thought the waeels inſtinctive fly, 
Flame through the vaſt of air, and reach the ſky. 

*Tw.'s Neptune's charge his courſers to anbence; ” 

And fix the car on its immortal baſe 


500 
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There ſtood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, 
Till with a ſnowy veil he ſcreen'd the blaze. 
He, whoſe all-conſcious eyes the world behold, 


0 

Th' eternal Thunderer ſat thron'd in gold; 93 
High heaven the footſtool of his feet he makes, 
And wide beneath him all Olympus ſhakes. 
Trembling afar th* offending Powers appear'd, 
Confus'd and filent, for his frown they fear'd. 55; 
He ſaw their ſoul, and thus his word imparts : 
Pallas and Juno! ſay, why heave your hearts? 
Soon was your battle o'er : proud Troy retir'd 
Before your face, and in your wrath expir'd, 
But know, hoe er almighty power withſtand ! $69 
Unmatch'd our force, unconquer'd is our hand: 
Who ſhall the Sovereign of the ſkies controu] ? 
Not all the Gods that crown the ſtarry pole. 
Your hearts ſhall tremble, if our arms we take, 
And each immortal nerve with horror ſhake, 56; 
For thus I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak ſhall ſtand; 
What power ſoe er provokes our lifted hand, 
On this our hill no more ſhall hold his place; 
Cut off, andexil'd, from th' zthereal race. 

Juno and Pallas, grieving, hear the doom, 550 
But feaſt their ſouls on Ilion's woes to come. 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath repreſt: 
But Juno, impotent of rage, replies: 
What haſt thou ſaid, Ohtyrant of the ſkies ! 
Strength and omnipotence inveſt thy throne ; 
"Tis thine to puniſh; ours to erieve alone. 
For Greece we grieve, abandon'd by her fate, 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeaſur'd hate: 
From fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, 580 
With arms una ding fee our Argives ſlain; 
Vet grant our counſels ſtill their breaſts may 

move, 

Left all ſhould periſh in the rage of ſove. 

The Goddeſs thus. And thus the God replies 
Who ſwells the clouds, and blackens all the ſkies: 


| 3 

The morning ſun, awak'd by loud alarms, 4 
Shall ſee th' Almighty Thunderer in arms. 
What heaps of Argives then ſhall load the plain, 
Thoſe radiant eyes ſhall view, and view in vain. 
Nor ſhall great Hector ceaſe the rage of fight, 599 
The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 
Ev'n till the day, when certain fates ordain 
That ſtern Achilles (his Patroclus ſlain) 
Shall rife in vengeance, and lay waſte the plain, 
For ſuch is fate, nor canſt thou turn its courſe 595 
With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. 
Fly, if thou wilt, to earth's remoteſt bound, 
Where on the utmoſt verge the ſeas reſound; 
Where curs'd Iipetus and Saturn dwell, 
Faſt by the brink, within the ſteams of hell; 600 
No ſun e'er gilds the gloomy horrours there ; 
No chearful gales refreſh the lazy air; - 
There arm once more the bold Titanian band; 
And arm in vain; for what I will ſhall ſtand. 

Now deep in ocean ſunk the lamp of light, 615 
And drew behind the cloudy veil of night : 
The conquering Trojans mourn his beams de- 

cay'd; 


| The Greeks, rejoicing, bleſs the friendly ſhade. 


570 


35 


The victors keep the field; and Hector calls 
A martial council near the navy walls: 610 
Theſe to Scamander's banks apart he led, 
Where, thinly ſcatter'd, lay the heaps of dead, 
Th' aſſembled chiefs, deſcending on the ground, 
Attend his order, and their prince ſurround. 
A maſſy ſpear he bore of mighty ſtrength, 615 
Of full ten cub ts was the hnce's length 3 
The point was braſs, refulgent to behold, 
Fix? to the wood with circlingrinys of gold: 
The noble Hector on this lance reclin'd, 
And, bending forward, thus reveal'd his _ : 
20 
Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear! 
Ye Dardan bands, and generous aids, give ear 
This day, we hop'd, would wrap in conquering 
flame : 
Greece with her ſhips, and cror/n our toils with 
fame. 0 
But darkneſs now, to ſave the cowards, falls, 625 
And guards them trembling in their wooden walls. 
Obey the Night, and uſe her peaceful hours 
Our ſteeds to forage, and refreſh our powers. 
Straight from the town be ſheep and oxen fought, 
And ſtrengthening bread, and generous wine be 
brought. 630 
Wide o'er the field, high blazing to the ſky, 
Let numerous fres the abſent ſun ſupply, 
The flaming piles with plenteous fuel ra:{e, 
Till che bright morn her purple beam diſplays; 
Leſt, in the ſilence and the ſhades of night, 635 
Greece on her ſable ſhips attempt her flight. 
Not unmoleſted let the wretches gain 
Their lofty decks, or ſafely cleave the main; 
dome hoſtile wound let every dart beſtow, 
Some laſting token of the Phrygian foe ; 640 
Wounds, that long hence may aſk their ſpouſes 
care, 
And warn their children from a Trojan war. 
No. through t he circuit of our Ilion wall, 
Let ſacred heralds ſound the ſolemn call; 
Tobid the fires with hoary honours crown'd, 645 
nd beardleſs youths, our battlements ſurround. 
Firm be the guard, while diſtant lie our powers, 
And let the matrons hang with lights the towers: 
Leſt, under cover of the mydnight ſhade, 
T' inſidious foe the naked town invade. 650 
Suffice, to-night, theſe orders to obey ; 
A nobler charge ſhall rouze the dawning day. 
The Gods, I truſt, ſhall give to Hector's hand, 
From theſe deteſted foes to free the land, 
Who plow'd, with fates averſe, the watery m_ 
55 
For Trojan vultures a predeſtin'd prey. 
Cur common ſafety muſt be now the care; 
But ſoon as morning paints the fields of air, 
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Sheath'd in bright arms let every troop engage, 
And the fir'd fleet behold the battle rage, 660 
Then, then ſhall Hector and Tydides prove, 
Whole fates are heavieſt in the ſcales of Jove : 
To-morrow's light (oh haſte the glorious morn !) 
Shall ſee his bloody ſpoils in triun ph borne ; 
With thus keen javelin ſhall his breaſt be gor'd, 
g 65 
And proſtrate heroes bleed around their lord. ; 
Certain as this, oh! might my days endure, 
From age inglorious, and black death ſ-cure 
So might my life and glory know no bound, 
Like Pailas worſhipp'd, like the ſun renown'd ! 
670 
As the next dawn, the laſt they ſhall enjoy, 
Shall cruſh the Greeks, aud end e woes of Troy. 
The leader ſpoke, From all his hoſt arouud 
Shouts of applauſe along the ſhores reſound. 
Each from the yoke the ſmoking ſteeds unty'd, 
67 
And fix'd their headſtalls to iis chariot ſide. 4 
Fat :acep and oxen from the town are led, 
Wich generuus wine, and all-juitaining bread, 
Full kecatombs lay turning oa the ſhore ; 
The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore, 
680 


| Ungrateful offering to th* immortal powers! 


Whoſe wrath hung heavy o'er the Trojan towers; 
Nor Priam nor his ſons obtain'd their grace; 
Proud Troy they h ted, and her guilty race. 

The troops exulting ſat in order round, 635 
And beaming tires illumin'd all the ground; 
As when he moon, refulgent lamp of night 
O er heaven's clear azure ipicads her ſacred light, 
When not a breath diſturbs the deep ſerene, 
And not a cloud o'ercaſts the folemn ſcene; 690 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And ſtars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole; 
O'er the dark trees a yellower vendure ſhed, 
And tip with ſilver every mountain's head; 
Then ſhine the vales, the rocks in proſpect riſe, 
A flood of glory burſts from all the ſkies: 69g 
The conſcious ſwains, rejoicing in the ſight, 
Eye the blue vault, and bleſs tlie uſeful light: 
30 many flames before proud Ilion blaze, a 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
The long reflections of the d ſtant fires 700 
Gleam ou the walls, and tremble on the ſpires. 
A thouſand piles the duſky horrours gild, 
And ſhout a ſhady luſtre 9'er the field. 
Full fitty guards each flaming pile attend, 
Whoſe umber'd arms, by fits, thick flaſhes ſend z 

70 

Loud neigh the courſers o'er their heaps of 5 | 


And ardent warriours wait the riſing morn. 


| 74 POPE'S HOMER. 


Tf 
Th 
"Tl 
THE Du 
No 
Th 
Th 
„ 11. Mb n 
Th 
| Th 
f » U Th 
B OO RX XX. 7h 
| Is 
| Fe 
THE ARGUMENT yo 
"1 3 
i | . Sh 
[8 The Embaſſy to Achilles. A 
| | a | — . 2 
1 AAN NON, after the laſt day's defeat, propoſes te the Greeks to quit the He 
| ſiege, return to their country. Diomed oppoſes this; and Neſtor ee him, M 
| praiſing bis wiſdom and reſolution : he orders the guard to be ſtrengthened, and a M 
F council ſummoned to deliberate what meaſures are to be followed in this emergency. G 
| Agamemnon purſues this advice: and Neſtor farther prevails upon him to ſend A 
Ambaſſadors to Acbilles, in order to move him to a reconciliation. Ulyſſes and W 
Ajax are made choice of, who are accompanied by old Phenix. They make, each P 
of them, very moving and preſſing ſpeeches; but are rejected, with roughneſs, by * 
Achilles, who, notwithſtanding, retains Phoenix in his tent. The Ambaſſadors Ir 
return wMucceſsfull to the camp; and the troops betake themſelves to ſleep. a 
This book, and the next e take up the ſpace of one night, which is A 
the twenty-ſeventh from the beginning of the poem. The ſcene lies on the ſea ſhort, | 
the flation of the Grecian ſhips. | K 
| A 
HUS joyful Troy maintain'd the watch of Ye ſons of Greece! partake your leader's care; 
night; Fellows in arms, and princes of the war! A 
While fear, pale comrade of inglorious flight, Of partial Jove too juſtly we complain, 25 v 
And heaven-bred horrour, on the Grecian part, | And heavenly oracles believ'd in vain. | T 
Sat on each face, and ſadden'd every heart. A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, A 
As from his cloudy dungeon iſſuing forth, 5 With conqueſt honour'd, and enrich'd with A 
A double tempeſt of the weſt and north ſpoils : 
Swells o'er the ſea, from Thracia's frozen ſhore, | Now ſhameful flight alone can ſave the hoſt; D 
Heaps waves on waves, and hids th' Ægean roar; | Our wealth, our people, and our glory loſt. 30 
This way and that, the boiling deeps are toſt; So Jove decrees, Almighty Lord of all ! 1 
Such various paſſions urge the troubled hoſt. 10 ſove, at whoſe nod whole empires riſe or fall, L 
Great Agamemnon griev*d above the reſt ; Who ſhakes the feeble props of haman truſt, ] 
Sup*-riour ſorrows ſwell'd his royal breaſt; And towers and armies humbles tg the duſt. 
Pimſelf his orders to the heralds bears, Haſte then, for ever quit theſe fatal fields, 33 \ 
To bid to council all the Grecian peers ; Haſte to the joys our native country yields; 1 
But bid in whiſpers: theſe ſurround the chief, 15 | Spread all your canvas, all your oars employ ; 1 
In ſolemn ſadueſs, and majeſtic grief. Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. F 
The king amidſt the mournful circle roſe; He ſaid; deep ſilence held the Grecian band, E 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent flows : Silent, unmov'd, in dire diſmay they. ſtand, 49 E 
So ſilent fountains, from a rock's tall head, A penſive ſcene! till Tydeus' warlike ſon ( 
In ſable ſtreams ſoft-trickling waters ſhed. 20 | Roll'd on the king his eyes, and thus begun: 1 
Wich more than vulgar grief he ſtood oppreſt, When kings adviſe us to renounce our fame, \ 
| N with ſighs, thus burſting from his | Firſt let him ſpeak, who firſt has ſuffer d ſham& 1 
i 1 5 | . 
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1f I oppoſe thee, prince, thy wrath with-hold, 45 


The laws of council bid my tongue be bold. 

Thou firſt, and thou alone, in fields of fight, 

Durſt brand my courage, and defame my might: 

Nor from a friend th* unkind reproach appear'd, 

The Greeks ſtood witneſs, all our army heard. 50 

The Gods, O chief! from whom our honours 
ſpring, 

The Gods have made thee but by halves a king. 

They gave thee ſceptres, and a wide command, 

They gave dominion o'er the ſeas and land ; 

The nobleſt power that might the world controul 


They gave thee not—a brave and virtuous ws , 
Is this a general's voice, that would ſuggeſt 

Fears like his own to every Grecian breaſt ? 
Confiding in our want of worth, he ſtands ; 
And if we fly, tis what our king commands. 60 
Go thou, inglorious ! from th' embattled plain; 
Ships thou haſt ſtore, and neareſt to the main ; 
A nobler care the Grecians ſhall employ, 

To combat, conquer, and extirpate Troy. 

Here Greece ſhall ſtay ; or, if all Greece "—_— 
| 5 
Myſelf will ſtay, till Troy or I expire ; 
Myſelf and Sthenelus will fight for fame ; 


God bade us fight, and 'twas with God we came. 


He ceas'd; the Greeks loud acclamations raiſe, 
And voice to voice reſounds Tydides praiſe. 70 
Wiſe Neſtor then his reverend figure rear'd ; 

He ſpoke ; the hoſt in ſtill attention heard: 

O truly great! in whom the Gods have join'd 

Such ſtrength of body with ſuch force of mind; 

In conduct, as in courage, you excel, 75 

Still firſt to a& what you adviſe 1o well. 

Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy wiſdom 
moves, 

Applauding Greece, with common voice, ap- 
proves. 

Kings thou canſt blame; a bold, but prudent 
youth ; 

And blame ev'n kings with praiſe, becauſe with 
truth. 

And yet thoſe years that fince thy birth have run, 

Would hardly ſtyle thee Neſtor's youngeſt ſon. 

Then let me add what yet remains behind, 

A thought unfiniſh'd in that generous mind; 

Age bids me ſpeak ; nor ſhall th' advice I bring 

5 

Diſtate the people, or offend the king: : 

Curs'd is the man, and void of law and right, 

Unworthy property, unworthy light, 

Unſit for public rule, or private care; 

That wretch, that monſter, who delights in war: 
go 

Whoſe luſt is murder, and whoſe horrid joy, 

To tear his country, and his kind deftroy |! 

This night, refreſh and fortify thy train; _ 

Between the trench and wall let guards remain : 

Be that the duty of the young and bold ; 95 

But thou, O king, to council call the old: 

Great is thy ſway, and weiglity are thy cares; 

Thy high commands muſt ſpirit all our wars. 

With Thracian wines recruit thy honour'd gueſts, 

For happy counſels flow from ſober feaſts. 100 
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Wiſe, weighty counſels, aid a ſtate diſtreſt, 
And ſuch aꝰmonarch as can chuſe the beſt. 
See! what a blaze from hoſtile tents aſpires, 
How near our fleet approach the Trojan fires! 
Who can, unmov'd, behold the dreadful light? 
| . 105 
What eye beholds them, and can clofe to-night ? 
This dreadful interval determines all; 
To-morrow, Troy muſt flame, or Greece muſt 
fall. 

Thus ſpoke the hoary ſage : the reſt obey ; 
Swift through the gates the guards direct their 
way. 5 

His ſon was firſt to paſs the lofty mound, 

The generous Thraſymed, in arms renown'ld : 

Next him, Aſcalaphus, Ialmen, ſtood, ' 

The double offspring of the Warriour-God. 

Deipyrus, Apharius, Merion, join, 115 

And Lycomed, of Creon's noble line. 

Seven were the leaders of the nightly bands; 

And each bold chief a hundred ſpcars commands. 

The fires they light, to ſhort repaſts they fall; 

Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 

| 120 

The king of men on public counſels bent, 

Conven'd the princes in his ample tent; 

Each ſeiz'd a portion of the kingly feaſt, | 

But ſtaid his hand when thirſt and hunger ceas'd. 

Then Neſtor ſpoke, for wiſdom long approv'd, 

I2 

And, ſlowly rifing, thus the council mov'd: , 
Monarch of nations! whoſe ſuperiour ſway 

Aſſembled ſtates and lords of earth obey, 

The laws and ſceptres to thy hand are given, 

And millions own the care of thee and Heaven. 

130 

O king ! the counſels of my age attend ; 

With thee my cares begin, in thee muſt end ; 

Thee, prince ! it fits alike to ſpeak and hear, 

Pronounce with judgment, with regard give ear, 

To ſee no wholeſome motion be withſtood, 135 

And ratify the beſt for public good. 

Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, 

But follow it, and make the wiſdom thine. 

ear then a thought, not now conceiv'd in haſte, 

At once my preſent judgnient, and my paſt: 140 

When from Pelides' tent you forc'd the maid, 

I firſt oppos'd, and fait'iful durſt difſuade ; 

But bold of ſoul, when headiong fury fir'd, 

You wrong'd the man, by men and Gods ad- 

mir'd : | 

Now ſeek ſome means his fatal wrath to end, 145 

With pra-ers to move bim, or with gifts to bend. 
To whom the King: With juſtice haſt thou 

ſhown . 

A prince's faults, and I with zeafon own, 

That happy man, whom ſove itil! honours moſt, 

Is more than armies, and himſe'i hatt. 150 

Bleſt in his love, this wond'rous herd ſtands; 

Heaven fights his war, and humbles alli our bands. 

Fain would my heart, which err'd through fran- 

tic rage, 

The wrathful chief and angry Gods aſſunge. 

If gifts immenſe his mighty foul can bow, 155 

Hear, all ye Greeks, and witneſs what I vow ; 

K 2 
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Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 

And twice ten vaſes of refulgent mold; 

Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe unſully'd frame 

Yet knows no ary. 85 nor has felt the flame: 160 

Twelve ſteeds un datch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 

And ſtill victorious in the duſty courſe ; 

(Rich were the man whoſe awple ſtores exceed 

The prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed). 

Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 165 

Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd, in form divine ; 

The ſame 1 choſe for more than vulgar charms, 

When Leſbos funk beneath the hero's arms : 

All theſe, to buy Is friendſhip, ſhall be paid, 

And, join'd with theſe, the long-contcited maid ; 

170 

With all her charms, Briſeis I reſign, 

And ſolemn ſwear thoſe charms were never mine: 

Untouch'd ſhe ſtay'd, uninjur'd ihe removes, 

Pure from my arms, and guiltleſs of my loves. 

Theſe, inſtant, ſhall be his; and if the Powers 175 

Give to our arms proud Ilion's hoſtile towers, 

Then ſhall he ſtore (when Greece the ſpoil di- 
vides) | 

With gold and braſs his loaded navy's ſides. 

Beſides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 

With copiaus love ſhall crown his warm em- 
brace ; 180 

Such as himſelf will chooſe ; who yield to none, 

Or vield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 

Yet hear me farther : when our wars are o'er, 

If ſafe we land on Argos? fruitful ſhore, 

There ſhall he live my ſon, our honours ſhare, 185 

And with Oreſtes' ſelf divide my care. 

Yet more—three daughters in my court are bred, 

And each well worthy of a royal bed; 

Laodice and Iphigenia fair, 


And bright Chryſothemis with golden hair; 190 


Her let him chooſe, whom moſt his eyes approve ; 

I aſk no preſents, no reward for love: 

Myfelf will give the dower ; ſo vaſt a ſtore 

As never father gave a child before. 

*even ample cities ſhall confeſs his ſway, 195 

Him Enopè, and Phwzre him obey, 

Cardamyle with ample turrets crown'd, 

And ſacred Pedaſus for vines renown'd ; 

Apen fair, the paſtures Hira yields, 

And rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 200 

The whole extent to Pylos' ſandy plain, 

Along the verdant margin of the main. 

There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil ; 

Bold are the men, and generous is the ſoil ; 

There ſhall he reign with power and juſtice 

crown'd, 

And rule the tributary realms around. 

All this 1 give, his vengeance to controul, 

And ture all this may move his mighty foul. 

Pluto, the griſly God, who never ſpares, 

Who feels no mercy, and who hears no prayers, 

210 

Lives dark and dread ful in deep hell's abodes, 

And mortals hate him, as the worſt of Gods. 

Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 

Since more than his my vears, and more my ſway. 
The monarch thus. The reverend Neſtor then : 

21 
Great Agamemnon | glorious King of men! 
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Such are thy offers as a prince may take, 

And ſuch as fits a generous king to make. 

Let choſen deiegates this hour be ſent, 

(Myſelf will name them) to Pelides' tent: 225 

Let Phoenix lead, rever'd for hoary age, 

Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the ſage. 

Yet more to ſanity the word you ſend, 

Let Hodins and Eurybates attend. 

Now pray to Jove to grant what Greece de- 

mans ; 225 

Pray, in deep ſilence, and with pureſt hands, 
He ſvid, and all approv'd. The heralds bring 

The cleanſing water from the living ſpring. 

The youth with wine the ſacred goblets crown'd, 

And large libations drench'd the ſands around, 


230 
The rite perform'd, the c':iefs their thirſt mee 
Then ſrom the royal tent they take their way ; 
Wiſe Neſtor turns on each his careful eye, 
Forbids t' offend, inſtructs them to apply, 
Much he advis'd them all, Ulyſſes moit, 235 
To deprecate the chief, and ſave the hoſt. 
Through the ſtill night they march, and hear the 
roar 
Of murmuring billows on the ſounding ſhore. 
To Neptune, ruler of the ſeas profound, 
W hoſe liquid arms the mighty globe ſurround, 240 
They pour forth vows, their embaſly to bleſs, 
And calm the rage of ſtern Macides. 
And now, arriv'd where on the ſandy bay 
The Myrmidonian tents and veſſels lay, 
Amus'd at eaſe, the god-like man they found, 245 
Pleas'd with the ſolemn harp's harmonious ſound: 
(The well-wrought harp from conquer'd Thebz 
came, 
Of polith'd filver was its coſtly frame): 
With this he ſooths his angry ſoul, and ſings 
Th' immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 210 
Patroclus only of the royal train, 
Plac'd in his tent, attends the lofty ſtrain: 
Full oppoſite he ſate, and liſten'd long, 
In ſilence waiting till he ceas'd the ſong. 
Unſeen the Grecian embaſſy proceeds 23; 
To his high tent; the great Ulytles leads, 
Achilles, ſtarting, as the chiefs he *ſpy'd, 
Leap'd from his ſeat, and laid the harp aſide. 
With like furprize aroſe Mencœtius' ſon : 
Pelides graſp'd their hands, and thus begun: 260 
Princes, all hail ! whatever brought you here, 
Or ſtrong neceſſity, or urgent fcar ; 
Welcome, though Greeks! for not as foes ye 
came; 
To me more dear than all that bear the name. 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 
26; 
And plac'd in feats with purple carpets ſpread. 
Then thus—Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
Mix purer wine, and open every ſoul. 
Of all the warriours yonder hoſt can ſend, 
Thy triend moſt honours theſe, and theſe thy 
friend. | 270 
He ſaid ; Patroclus o'er the blazing fire, 
Heaps in a brazen vaſe three chines entire : 
The brazen vaſe Antomedon ſuſtains, 


_ 


Which fleth of porket, ſheep, and goat, con- 
tains ; 8 


n- 
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Achilles at the genial feaſt preſides, 275 

The parts transfixes, ang} with 1kill divides, 

Meanwhile Patroclus ſweats the fire to raiſe 

The tent is brighten'd with the riſing blaze: 

Then, when the languid flames at length ſubſide. 

He ſtrows a bed of glowing embers wide, 280 

Above the coals the ſmoking fragments turns, 

And ſprinkles ſacred ſalt from litted urns ; 

With bread the glittering caniſters they load, 

Which round the board Mencetius* ſon beſtow'd ; 

Himſelf, oppoſed t' Ulyſſes full in fight, 285 

Each portion parts, and orders every rite. 

The firſt fat offerings, to th* Immortals due, 

Amidſt the greedy flames Patroclus threw ; 

Then each, induiging 1n the ſocial feaſt, 

His thirſt and hunger ſoberly repreſt. 2.90 

That done, to Phoenix Ajax gave the ſign ; 

Not unperceiv'd; Ulyſſes crown'd with wine 

The foaming bowl, and inſtant thus began, 

His ipeech addrefling to the god-like man : 
Health to Achilles! happy are thy gueſts! 295 

Not thoſe more honour'd whom Atrides feaſts : 

Though generous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 

That Agamemnon's regal tent affords;  _ 

But greater cares fit heavy on our ſouls, 

Not eas'd by banquets or by flowing bowls. 300 

What ſcenes of ſlaughter in yon fields appear! 

The dead we mourn, and for the living fear ; 

Greece on the brink of fate all doubtful ſtands, 

And owns no help but from thy ſaving hands : 

Troy, and her aids, for ready vengeance call ; 

30 
Their threatening tents already ſhade onr wall: ; 
Hear how with ſhouts their conqueſt they pro- 
claim, f 

And point at every ſhip their vengeful flame! 

For them ths Father of the Gods declarcs, 

Theirs are his omens, and his thunder theirs. 310 

See, full of Jove, avenging Hector rite ! 

See, heaven and earth the raging chief defies; 

What fury in his breaſt, what lightning in his 

eyes . 
He waits but for the morn, to fink in flame 
The ſhips, the Greeks, and all the Grecian 


name, 2 
Heavens! how my country's woes diſtract my 
mind, 2 


Leſt fate accompliſh all his rage deſign'd. 

And muſt we, Gods ! our heads inglorious lay 

In Trojan duſt, and this the fatal day ? 

Return, Achilles ! oh return, thouzh late, 320 
To ſave thy Greeks, and ſtop the courſe of fate; 
If in that heart or grief or courage lies, 

Riſe to redeem ; ah yet, to conquer, riſe ! 

The day may come, when, all our warriours ſlain, 
That heart ſhall melt, that courage riſe in vain. 


2 
Regard in time, O prince divinely brave os 
Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy father gave. 
When Peleus in his aged arn:s embrac'd 
His parting ſon, theſe accents were his laſt : 

My child! with ſtrength, with glory and ſucces, 

0 
Thy arms may Juno and Minerva bleſs ! 
Truſt that to Heaven : but thou, thy cares engage 
To calm thy paſſions, and ſubdue thy rage : 


| 
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From gentler manners let thy glory grow, 

And ſhun contention, the ſure ſource of woe ; 335 
That young and old may in thy praiſe combine, 
The virtues of humanity be thine 


This, now deſpis'd, advice thy father gave; 
Ah, check thy a ger, and be truly brave. 


—— 


If thou wilt yield to great Atrides' prayers, 340 
Gifts worthy thee his royal hand prepares; 


| If not—but hear me, while I number o'er 


The proffer'd preſents, an exhauſtleſs ſtore : 
Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 
And t ice ten vaſes of refulgent mould; 3 
Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe unſully'd frame 
Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame: 
Twelve ſtceds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 
And ſtill victorious in the duſty courſe ; 
(Rich were the man whoſe ample ſtores excee 
350 
The prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed). , : 
Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 
Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd, in form divine; 
he ſame he choſe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Leſbos ſunk beneath thy conquering arms. 


3 
All theſe, to buy thy friendſhip, ſhall be _— 
And, join'd with theſe, the long-conteſted maid ; 
With all her charms, Briſeis he'll reſign, 
And ſolemn ſwear thoſe charms were only thine ; 
Untouch'd ſhe ſtay'd, uninjur'd ſhe removes, 360 
Pure from his arms, and guiltleſs of his loves. 
Theſe, inſtant, ſhall be thine; and if the Powers 
Give to our arms proud I'ion's hoſtile towers, 
Then ſhalt thou ſtore (When Greece the ſpoil 
divides) | 
With gold and braſs thy loaded navy's fides. 365 
Beſides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
With copious love ſhall crown thy warm em- 
brace ; | 
Such as thyſelf ſhall chuſe ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone, 
Yet hear me farther ; when our wars are o'er, 


370 
If ſafe we land an Argos? fruitful ſhore, | 
There ſhalt thou live his ſon, his honours ſhare, 
And with Oreſtes' ſelt divide his care. 
Yet more—three daughters in his court are bred, 
And each well worthy of a royal bed; 375 
Laodice and Iphigenia fair, | 
And bright Cryſothemis wit! golden hair; 
Her ſhalt thou wed whom moit thy eyes approve, 
He aiks no preſents, no reward for love : 
Himſelf will give he dower ; ſo vaſt a ſtore 380 
As never father gave a child before. 
Seven ample cities ſhall confeſs thy ſway, 
Thee Enope, and Pherz thee obey, 
Cardanyle with ample turrets crown'd, 
And ſacred Pedaſus, for vines renown'd : 335 
Epea fair, the paſtures Hira yields, | 
And rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 
The whole extent to Pylos* ſandy plain 
Along the verdant margin of the main. 


| There heifers graze, and labuuring oxen toil; 390 


Bold are the men, and generous is the ſoil. 
There ſhalt thou reign with power and juſtice 


crown'd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 


: 4 2 
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Such are the ptoffers which this day we bring, 
Such the repentance of a ſuppliant king, 395 
But if all this, relentleſs, thou diſdain, 
If honour, and if intereſt, plead in vain ; 
Yet ſome redreſs to ſuppliant Greece afford, 
And be, amongſt her guardian Gods, ador'd. 
If no regard thy ſuffering country claim, 400 
Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame : 
For know that chief, whoſe unrefiſted ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole hoſts retire, 
Proud Hector, now, th' unequal fight demands, 
And only triumphs to deſerve thy hands. 

Then thus the Goddeſs-born: Ulyſſes, hear 
A faithful ſpeech, that knows nor art, nor fear; 
What in my ſecret ſoul is underſtood, 
My tongue ſhall utter, and my deeds make good. 
Let Greece then know, my purpole I ret2in; 410 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in Vain. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
My heart deteſts him as the gates of hell. 

Then thus, in ſhort, my fixt reſolves attend, 
Which nor Atrides, nor his Greeks, can bend; 

EE 

Long toils, long perils, in their cauſe I bore, 
But now ti unfruitful glories charm no more. 


Fight or fight not, a like reward we claim, 


The wretch and hero find their prize the ſame ; 


Alike regretted in the duſt he lies, 420 


Who yields ignobly, or who bravely dies. 

Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 

A life of labours, lo! what fruit remains? 

AS the bold bird her helpleſs young attends, 

From danger guards them, and from want de- 
fends : 

In ſearch of prey ſne wings the ſpacious air, 

And with th* untaſted food ſupplies her care : 

For thankleſs Greece ſuch hardſhips have I brav'd, 

Her wives, her infants, by my labours ſav'd; 

Long ſleepleſs nights in heavy arms I ſtood, 430 

And ſweat laborious ears in duſt and blood. 

I ſack'd twelve ample cities on the main, 

And twelve lay ſmoak ing on the Trojan plain: 

Then at Atrides' haughty feet were laid 

The wealth I gather 'd, and the ſpoils I made. 43 5 

Your mighty monarch theſe in peace poſſeſt; 

Some few my ſoldiers had, himſelf the reſt. 

Some preſent too to every prince was paid ; 

And every prince enjoys the gift he made ; 

I only muſt refund of all his train ; 440 

See what preheminence our merits gain ! 

My ſpoil alone his greedy ſoul delights : 

My ſpouſe alone muſt bleſs his luſtful nights : 

The woman, let him (as he may) enjoy ; 

But what's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy ? 


What to theſe ſhores th' aſſembled nations Ho 

What calls for vengeance but a woman's cauſe ? 

Are fair endowments, and a beauteous face, 

Belov'd by none but thoſe of Atreus' race? 

The wife whom choice and paſſion both approve, 
0 

Sure every wiſe and worthy man will love. 

Nor did my fair- one leſs diſtinction claim; 

Slave as ſhe was, my ſoul ador'd the dame. 

Wrong'd in my love, all proffers I diſdain ; 


Deceiv'd for once, I iruſt not Kings again. 455 
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Ye have my anſwer—what remains to do, 
Your king, Ulyſſes, may confult with you. 
What needs he the defence this arm can make ? 
Has he not walls no human force can ſhake ? 
Has he not fenc'd his guarded navy round, 460 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench pro- 
found? : 
And will not theſe (the wonders he has done) 
Repel the rage of Priam's fingle ſon? 
There was a time ('twas when for Greece fought) 
When Hector's proweſs no ſuch wonders wrought: 
| | | 6 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dar'd to ale : 
Achilles fury at the Scæan gate; 
He try'd it once, and ſcarce was ſav'd by fate. 
But now thoſe ancient enmities are o'er ; 
To-morrow we the favouring Gods implore ; 
Then ſhall you ſee our parting veſſels crown'd, 


: . 70 
And hear with oars the Helleſpont reſound. l 
The third day hence, ſhall Phthia greet our ſails, 
If mighty Neptune ſend propitious gales? 
Phthia to her Achilles ſhall reſtore 

The wealth he left for this deteſted ſhore : 
Thither the ſpoils of this long war ſhall paſs, 
The ruddy gold, the ſteel, and ſhining braſs; 
My beauteous captives thither I'll convey, 

And all that reſts of my unraviſh'd prey. 4% 
One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 

And that reſum'd, the fair Lyrneflian ſlave. 


hear, 
And learn to ſcorn the wretch they baſely fear; 
(For, arm'd in impudence, mankind he * 

455 

And meditates new cheats on all his ſlaves; 
Though ſhameleſs as he is, to face theſe eyes 
Is what he dares not; if he dares he dies) 
Tell him, all terms, all commerce, I decline, 
Nor ſhare his council, nor his battle join ; 140 
For once deceiv'd, was his; but twice were 

mine. 
No—let the ſtupid prince, whom jove deprives 
Of ſenſe and juſtice, run where frenzy drives; 
His gifts are hateful : kings of ſuch a kind 
Stand but as ſlaves before a noble mind. 495 
Not though he proffer'd all himſelf poſſeſt, 
And all his rapine could from others wreſt; 
Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-peopled Orchomenian town ; 
Not all proud Thebes' unrivall'd walls contain, 
Ee 500 
The world's great empreſs on th* Ægyptlan plain, 
(That ſpreads her conqueſts o'er a thouſand ſtates, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 
Two hundred horſemen, and two hundred cars 
From each wide portal iſſuing to the wars) 505 
| Though bribes were heap'd on bribes, in numbet 
more 
Than duſt in fields, or ſands along the ſhore; 
Should all theſe offers for my friendſhip call; 
Tis he that offers, and I ſcorn them all. 
Atrides* daughter never ſhall be led 510 
(An ill-match'd conſort) to Achilles'“ bed; 
Like golden Venus though ſhe charm'd the heart, 


And vy'd with Pallas in the works of art. 


Then tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may 


heart, 
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Some greater Greek let thoſe high nuptials grace, 
[ hate alliance with a tyrant's race. 51 
If Heaven reſtore me to my realms with life, 
The reverend Peleus ſhall ele&t m wife. 
Theſſalian nymphs there are, of form divine, 
And k ings that ſue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bleſt in Kind love my years ſhall glide away, 520 
Content with juſt hereditary ſway ; | 
There, deaf for ever to the martial ſtrife, 

Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. 

Life is not to be bought with heaps of gold ; 

Not all Apollo's Pythian treaſures hold, 525 
Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of ſway, 
Can bribe the poor poſſeſſion of a day! _ 

Loſt herds and treaſures, we by arms regain, 
And ſteeds unrivall'd on the duſty plain: 

But from our lips the vital ſpirit fled, 530 
Returns no more to wake the ſilent dead. 

My fates long ſince by Thetis were diſclos'd, 

And each alternate, life or fame, propos'd ; 

Here, if I ſtay, before the Trojan town, 

Short is my date, but deathleſs my renown ; 535 
If I return, I quit immortal praiſe 
For years on years, and long-extended days. 
Convinc'd, thongh late, I find my fond miſtake, 
And warn the Greeks the wiſer choice to make ; 
To quit theſe ſhores, their native ſeats enjoy, 540 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 
Jove's arm diſplay'd aſſerts her from the ſkies ; 
Her hearts are ſtrengthen'd, and her glories riſe. 
Co then, to Greece report our fix'd deſign ; 

Bid all your counſels, all your armies join, 545 
Let all your forces, all your arts conſpire, 

To ſave the ſhips, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 

One ſtratagem has fail'd, and others will: | 
Ye find, Achilles is unconquer'd ſtill. 

Go then—digeſt my meſſage as ye may— 550 

But here this night let reverend Phoenix ſtay : 

His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 

A peaceful death in Phthia's friendly land. 

But whether he remain, or ſail with me. 

His age be ſacred, and his will be free. 

The ſon of Peleus ceas'd : the chiefs around 

In filence wrapt, in conflernation drown'd, 

Attend the ſtern reply. Then Phoenix roſe ; 

(Down his white beard a ſtream of ſorrow flows) 

And while the fate of ſuffering Greece he —_— 

o 

With accent weak theſe tender words return'd : 

Divine Achilles ! wilt thou then retire, 

And leave our hoſts in blood, our fleets on fire? 

If wrath ſo dreadful fill thy ruthleſs mind, 

How ſhall thy friend, thy Phoenix, ſtay mo ? 
105 
The royal Peleus, when from Phthia's coaſt 
He ſent thee early to th' Achaian hoſt ; 

Thy youth, as then in ſage debates unſkill'd, 
And new to perils of the direful field : 

He bade me teach thee all the ways of war; 570 
To ſhine in councils and in camps to dare. 

Never, ah never let me leave thy fide ! 

No time ſhall part us, and no fate divide. 

Not though the God, that breath'd my life, reſtore 
The bloom I boaſted, and the port j bore, 575 
When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames, 

{Delightful Greece, the land of lovely dames!) 


My father, faithleſs to my mother's arms, 

Old as he was, ador'd a ſtranger's charms. 

I try'd what youth could do 'at her deſire) 580 

To win the damſel, and prevent my fire. 

My fire with curſes loads my hated head, 

And cries, © Ye furies | barren be his bed.“ 

Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below, | 

And ruthleſs Proſerpine, confirm'd his vow. 59g 

Deſpair and grief diſtra& my labouring mind! 

Gods ! what a crime my impious heart deſign'd ! 

I — ſome kind God that thought ſup- 
pre 

To plunge the poniard in my father's breaſt : 

Then meditate my flight; my friends in vain 59 

With prayers entreat me, and with force detain. 

On fat of rams, black bills, and brawny ſwine, 

They daily feaſt, with draughts of fragrant 
wine: 

Strong guards they plac'd, and watch'd nine 
nights ent ire; 


The roofs and porches flam'd with conſtant fire. 


595 
The tenth, I forc'd the gat es unſeen of all; 


And, favour'd by the night, o'erleap'd the wall. 


My travels thence through ſpacious Greece ex- 
tend ; 

In Phthia's court at laſt my labours end. 

Your fire receiv'd me, as his ſon careſs'd, 680 

With gifts enrich'd, and with poſſeſſions bleſs'd. 

The ſtrong Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign, 

And all the coait that runs along the main. 

By love to thee his bounties I repaid, 

And early wiſdom to thy ſoul convey'd : 605 

Great as thou art, my leſſons made thee brave, 

A child I took thee, but a hero gave. 

Thy infant breaſt a like affection ſhow'd ; 

Still in my arms (an ever-pleaſing load), 

Or at my knee, by Phoenix would'ft thou _ ; 
10 

No food was grateful but from Phoenix? hand. 

I paſs my watchings o'er thy helpleſs years, 

The tender labours, the compliant cares ; 

The Gods (I thought) revers'd their hard decree, 

And Phœnix felt a father's joy in thee : 615 

Thy growing virtues juſtify'd my cares, . 

And promis'd comfort to my filver hairs. 

Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, reſign'd ; 

A cruel heart ill ſuits a manly mind : 

The Gods (the only great, and only wiſe) 620 

Are mov'd by offerings, vows, and ſacrifice ; 

Offending man their high compaſſion wins, 

And daily prayers atone for daily ſins. 

Prayers are Jove's daughters, of celeſtial race, 

Lame are their feet, and wrinkled is their * 7 

With humble mien and with dejected eyes, 4 

Conſtant they follow, where injuſtice flies: 

Injuſtice, ſwift, erect, and unconfin'd, 


Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o'er man- 


kind, 
While prayers, to heal her wrongs, move flow 
behind. 
Who hears theſe daughters of almighty Jove, 
For him they mediate to the throne above : 
When man rejects the humble ſuit they make, 
The ſire revenges for the daughter's ſake ; 
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From Jove commiſſion'd, fierce injuſtice then 635 

Deſcends to puniſh unrelenting men. 

Oh, let not headlong paſſion bear the ſway ; 

Theſe reconciling Goddeſſes obey : 

Due honours o the ſeed of Jove belong; 

Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the ſtrong. 
f 640 

Were theſe not paid thee by the terms we bring, 

Were rage ſtill harbour'd in the haughty King: 

Nor Greece, nor all her fortunes, fhould engage 

Thy friend to plead againſt fo juſt a rage. 

But ſince what honours aſk, the general ſends, 


64 
And ſends by thoſe whom moſt thy heart e 
mends, 
The beſt and nobleſt of the Grecian train ; 
Permit not theſe to ſue, and ſue in vain! 
Let me (my ſon) an ancient tact unfold, _ 
A great example drawn from times of old; 650 
Hear what our fatheis were, and what their praiſe, 
"Who conquer'd their revenge in former days. 
Where Calydon on rocky mountains ſtands, 
Once fought th' Ætolian and Curetian bands; 
To guard it thoſe, to conquer theſe advance; 655 
And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance. 
The ſilver Cynthia bade Contention riſe, 
In vengeance of neglected ſacriſice; "IS 
On Oencus' field ſhe ſent a monſtrous boar, 
That levell'd harveſts, and whole foreſts tore : 
660 
This beaſt (when many a chief his tuſks had 
ſlain) | 
Great Meleager ſtretch'd along the plain. 
Then, for his ſpoils, a new debate aroſe, 
The neighbour nations thence commencing foes. 
Strong as they were, the bold Curetes fail'd, 665 
While Meleager's thundering arm prevail'd: 
Till rage at length inflam'd his lofty breaſt 
(For rage invades the wiſeſt and the beſt). 
Curs'd by Althæa, to his wrath he yields, 
And in his wife's embrace forgets the fields. 670 
< She from Marpeſſa ſprung, divinely fair, 
« And matchlefs Idas, more than man in war; 
The God of day ador'd the mother's charms : 
% Againſt the God the father bent his arms: 
* Th afflicted pair, their ſorrows to proclaim, 
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% From Cleopatra chang'd this daughter's name, 

< And call'd Alcyone ; a name to ſhow 

« The father's grief, the mourning mother's 
© ] e.“) ; 

To her the chief retir'd from ſtern debate, 

But found no peace from fierce Althza's hate: 

630 

Althza's hate th' unhappy warriour drew, 

Whoſe luckleſs hand his royal uncle flew ; 

She beat the ground, and call'd the powers be- 
neath . 

On her own ſon to wreak her brother's death : 

Hell heard her curſes from the realms profound, 

68 

And the red fiends that walk the nightly round, , 

In vain Atolia her del.verer waits, 

War ſhakes her walls, and thunders at her gates. 

She ſent ambaſſadors, a choſen band, 

Prieſts of the Gods, and elders of the land; 690 
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Be ſought the chief to ſave the ſinking ſtate: 

Their prayers were urgent, and their proffers 
great : 

(Full fifty acres of the richeſt ground, 

Half p:ſture green, and half with vineyards 
crown'd.) 

His ſuppliant father, aged Oeneus, came; 695 

His ſiſters follow'd : ev'n the vengeful dame 

Althza ſues ; his friends before him fall: 

He ſtands relentleſs, and rejects them all. 

Meanwhile the victor's ſhouts aſcend the ſkies ; 

The walls are ſcal'd; the rolling flames ariſe ; 

00 

At length his wife (a form divine) appears, : 

With piercing cries, and ſupplicating tears; 

She paints the horrours of a conquer'd town, 

The heroes lain, the palaces o'ertirown, 

The matrons raviſh'd, the whole race enſlav'd: 


| — 705 
The warriour heard, he vanquiſh'd, and he ſav'd. 


turn, 5 
And left tlie chief their broken faith to mourn. 
Learn hence, betimes to curb pernicious ire, 
Nor ſtay, till yonder fleets aſcend in fire: 710 
Accept the preſents; draw thy conquering ſword; 
And be amongſt our guardian Gods ador'd. 
Thus he. The ſtern Achilles thus reply'd : 
My ſecond father, and my reverend guide : 
Thy friend, believe me, no ſuch gift demands, 
I 
Aud aſks no honours from a mortal's hands: 45 
on honours me, and favours my deſigns ; 
is pleaſure guides me, and his will confines: 
And here I ſtay (if ſuch his high beheſt) 
While life's warm ſpirit beats wichin my breaſt. 
.720 
Yet hear one word, and lodge it in thy heart; 
No more moleſt me on Atrides? part: 
Ts it for him theſe tears are taught to flow, 
For him theſe ſorrows ? for my mortal foe? 
A generous friendſhip no cold medium knows, 
725 
Burns with one love, with one reſentment glows; 
One ſhould our intereſts aud our paſſions be; 
My friend muſt hate the man that injures me. 
Do this, my Phacnix, tis a generous part; 
And ſhare my re.:lms, my honours, and my heart. 
739 
Let theſe return : our voyage, or our ſtay, 
Reſt undetermin'd till the dawning day. 
He ceas' d: then order'd for the ſage's bed 
A warraei couch with numerous carpets ſpread. 
With that, tern Ajax his long filence broke, 735 
And thus, impatient, to Ulyſſes ſpoke : 
Hence let us go—why waſte we time in yain? 
See what effect our low ſubmiſſions gain! 
Lik*d or not lik'd, his ords we muſt relate, 
The Greeks expect them, and our heroes wait, 
749 
Proud as he is, that iron-heart retains 
Its Nubborn purpoſe, and his friends diſdains. 
Stern and uapitying! if a brother bleed, 
On juſt atonement, we remit the deed ; 
A ſire the ilaughter of his ſon forgives; 745 
The price of blood diſcharg'd, the murderer lives: 


Th* #tolians, long diſdain d, now took their 
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The haughtieſt hearts at length their rage reſign, 

And gifts can conquer every ſoul but thine. 

The Gods that unrelenting breaſt have ſteel'd, 

is And curs'd thee with a mind that cannot yield, 
" 750 

One woman-ſlave was raviſh'd from thy arms 5 

95 Lo, ſeven are offer'd, and of equal charms. 

Then hear, Achilles! be of better mnd ; 

Revere thy roof, and to thy gueſts be Kk ind; 

And know the men, of all the Grecian hoſt, 755 


Oh ſoul of battles, and thy people's guide! 
(To Ajax thus the firſt of Greeks reply'd) 
Well haſt thou ſpoke ; but at the tyrant's name 
My rage rekindles, and my ſoul's on flame: 760 
'Tis juſt reſentment, and becomes the brave; 
Diſgrac'd, diſhonour'd, like the vileſt ſlave 
Return then, heroes | and our anſwer bear, 
4 The glorious combat is no more my care; 

= Not till, amidſt yon ſinking navy lain, 765 

wt The blood of Greeks ſhall dye the ſable main; 
Not till the flames, by Hector's fury thrown, 
Conſume your veſſels, and approach my own ; 
Juſt there, th* impetuous. homicide ſhall ſtand, 
d. There ceaſe his battle, and there feel our hand. 

U 


770 
This ſaid, each prince a double goblet crown'd, 


And caſt a large libation on the ground; 

d Then to their veſſels, through the gloomy ſhades, 

The chiefs return; divine Ulyſſes leads. 

715 Meantime Achilles' ſlaves prepar'd a bed, 775 
With fleeces, carpets, and ſoft linen ſpread : 
There, till the ſacred morn reſtor'd the day, 
In lumber ſweet the rererend Phcenix lay, 

aſt But in his inner tent, an ampler ſpace, 

Achilles ſlept ; and in his warm embrace 780 

; Fair Diomede of the Leſbian race. 

: Laſt, for Patroclus was the couch prepar'd, 
Whoſe nightly joys the beauteous Iphis ſhar'd ; 
Achilles to his friend conſign'd her charms, 
When Scyros fell before his conquering arms. 785 


= And now th* elected chiefs, whom Greece had 
l ſent 

* Paſ'd through the hoſts, and reach'd the royal 
tent. 


Then riſing all, with goblets in their hands, 

The peers and leaders of the Achaian bands, 

Hail'd their return. Atrides firſt begun : 790 
Say what ſucceſs? divine Laertes' ſon ! 
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Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moſt. 
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Achilles' high reſolves declare to all; 
Returns the chief, or muſt our navy fall ? 

Great King of nations! (Ithacus reply*d) 
Fix'd is his wrath, unconquer'd is his pride; 795 
He flights thy friendſhip, thy propoſals ſcorns, 
And, thus implor'd, with fiercer fury burns: 
To fave our army, and our fleets to free, 
Is not his care: but left to Greece and thee. 
Your eyes ſhall view, when morning paints the 


ſky, 
Beneath his oars the whitening hillows fly, 
Us too he bids our oars and fails employ, 
Nor hope the fall of heaven- protected Troy; 
For Tove o'erſnades her with his arm divine, 
Inſpires her war, and bis her glory ſhine, $og 
Such was his word : what farther he declar'd, 
Theſe ſacred heralds and great Ajax heard. 
But Phenix in his tent the chief retains, 


Safe to tranſport him to his native plains, 


When morning dawns : if other he decree, $10 
His age is ſacred, and his choice is free. 

Ulyſſes ceas'd : the great Achaian hoſt, 
With ſorrow ſeiz'd, in conſternation loſt, 
Attend the ſtern reply. Tydides broke 
The general ſilence, and undaunted ſpoke : 8t5 
Why ſhould we gifts to proud Achilles ſend ? 
Or ſtrive with prayers his haughty ſoul to bend? 
His country's woes he glories to deride, 
And 8 will burſt that ſwelling heart with 

pride. 

Be the fierce impulſe of his rage obey d; 820 


Our battles let him, or deſert or aid; 


Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit; 

That, to his madneſs, or to Heaven commit: 

What for ourſelves we can, is always ours; 

This night, let due repaſt refreſh our powers 82 5 

(For ſtrength conſiſts in ſpirits and in blood, 

And thoſe are ow'd to generous wine and food); 

But when the roſy meſſenger of day 

Strikes the blue mountains with her golden ray, 

Rang'd at the ſhips, let all our ſquadrons * 
30 

In flaming arms, a long extended line: 

In the dread front let great Atrides ſtand, 

The firſt in danger, as in high command. 

Shouts of acclaim the liſtening heroes raiſe, 
Then each to Heaven the due libations pays; 835 
Till ſleep, deſcending o'er the tents, beſtows 
The grateful bleſſings of deſfir'd repoſe. 


= : 5 
POPE'S HOMER. 


THE 4 


EF O DK © 


THE 


ARGUME N T. 


The Night Adventure of Diomed and Ulyſſes. 


| UPON the refuſal of Achilles to return to the army, the difireſs of Agamemnon is 


deſcribed in the moſt lively manner. He takes no reſt that night, but paſſes 
through the camp, awaking the leaders, and contriving all poſſible methods for the 
public ſafety. Menelaus, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, and Diomed, are employed in raiſing 
the reſt of the captains. They call a council of war, and determine to ſend ſcouts 
into the enemy's camp, to learn their poſture, and diſcover their intentions. 


Diomed undertakes this hazardous enterprize, and makes choice of Ulyſſes for 


his companion. 


a like deſign to the camp of the Grecians. 
ſituation of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, and particularly o 


In their paſſage they ſurprixe Dolon, whom Hector had ſent on 


From him they are og _ - 
eſus, and the 


Thracians who were lately arrived. © They paſs on with ſucceſs ; kill us 
with ſeveral of his officers, and ſeize the famous horſes of that prince, with which 


they return in triumph to the camp. 


The ſame night continues; the ſcene lies in the two camps. 


LL night the chiefs before their veſſels lay, 
And loſt in fleep the labours of the day : 
All but the king: with various thoughts oppreſt, 
His country's cares lay rolling in his breaſt. 
As when, by lightnings, Jove's ztherial power 5 
Foretells the rattling hai], or weighty ſhower, 
Or ſends ſoft ſnows to whiten all the ſhore, 
Or bids the brazen throat of war to roar ; 
By fits one flaſh ſucceeds as one expires, 
And heaven flames thick with momentary fires, 
10 
So burſting frequent from Atrides' breaſt, 
Sighs following fighs his inward fears confeſt. 
Now o'er the field, dejected, he ſurveys 
From thouſand Trojan fires the mounting blaze ; 
Hears in the paſſing wind their muſick blow, 15 
And marks diſtin the voices of the foe. 
Now looking backwards to the fleet and coaſt, 
© Anxious he ſorrows for th* endanger'd hoſt. 

He rends his hairs in ſacrifice to Jove, 


And ſues to him that ever lives above: 20 


Inly he groans ; while glory and deſpair 
Divide his heart, and wage a doubtful ware 

A thouſand cares his labouring breaſt revolves ; 
To ſezk ſage Neſtor now the chief reſolves, 


With him, in wholeſome counſels to debate 25 
What yet remains to ſave th' afflicted ſtate. 

He roſe, and firſt he caſt his mantle round, 
Next on his feet the ſhining ſandals bound ; 

A lion's yellow ſpoils his back conceal'd ; 

His warlike hand a pointed javelin held. 30 


Alike deny'd the gifts of ſoft repoſe, 
Laments for Greece ; that in his cauſe before 
So much had ſuffer'd, and muſt ſuffer more. 
A leopard's ſpotted hide his ſhoulders ſpread ; 35 
A brazen helmet glitter'd on his head : 
Thus (with a javelin in his hand) he went 
To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 
Already wak'd, Atrides he deſcry'd, 
His armour buckling at his veſſel's fide. 40 
ng they met; the Spartan thus begun: 

hy puts my brother his bright armour on? 
Sends he ſome ſpy, amidſt theſe ſilent hours, 
To try yon camp, and watch the Trojan powers ? 
But ſay, what hero ſhall ſuſtain that taſk? #45 
Such bold exploits uncommon courage aſk ; 
Guideleſs, alone, through night's dark ſhade 9e 


SD 
And 'midſt a hoſtile camp explore the foe ! 


Meanwhile his brother, preſt with equal woes, 
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To whom the king: In ſuch diſtreſs we ſtand, 


No vulgar counſels our affairs demand; 50 


Greece to preſerve, is now no eaſy 


But aſks high wiſdom, deep deſign, and art: 


For Jove averſe our humble prayer denies, 

And bows his head to Hector's ſacrifice. 

What eye has witneis'd, or what ear believ'd, 55 
In one great day, by one great arm atchiev'd, 
Such wondrous deeds as Hector's hand has done, 
And we beheld, the laſt revolving ſun ? 


What honours the belov'd of Jove adorn ! 


Sprung from no God, and of no Goddeſs born, Eo 


Vet ſuch his acts, as Greeks unborn ſhall tell, 


Aad curſe the battle where their fathers fell. 
Now ſpeed thy haſty courſe along the fleet, 
There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete; 


Ourſelf to hoary Neſtor will repair; 65 


To keep the guards on duty, be his care ; 

(For Neſtor's influence beſt that quarter guides, 
Whoſe ſon with Merion o'er the watch preſides.) 
To whom the Spartan : Theſe thy orders borne, 
Say ſhall I ſtay, or with diſpatch return ? 70 
There ſhalt thou ſtay (the king of men reply'd)} . 
Elſe may we miſs to meet, without a guide, 
The paths ſo many, and the camp ſo wide. 

Still, with your voice, the ſlothful ſoldiers raiſe, 
Urge, by their father's fame, their future praiſe. 


- 75 
Forget we now our ſtate and lofty birth ; 
Not titles here, but works muſt prove our worth. 
To labour is the lot of man below; 


And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe. 


This ſaid, each parted to his ſeveral cares; 80 
The king to Neſtor's ſable ſhip repairs ; 
The ſage protector of the Greeks he found 
Stretch'd in his bed with all his arms around ; 
The various-colour'd ſcarf, the ſhield he rears, 
The ſhining helmet, and the pointed ſpears: 85 
The dreadful weapon of the warriour's rage, 
That, old in arms, diſdain'd the peace of age. 


Then, leaning on his hand his watchful head, 
The hoary, monarch rais'd his eyes and faid : 


What art thou, ſpeak, that on deſigns un- 
known, 90 
While others ſleep thus range the camp alone? 
Seek'ſt thou ſome friend, or nightly centinel? 


Stand off, approach not, but thy purpoſe tell. 


O ſon of Neleus (thus the king rejoin'd) 
Pride ofthe Greeks, and glory of thy kind! 95 
Lo here the wretched Agamemnon ſtands, 


- Tt unhappy general of the Grecian bands; 


Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend, 

And woes, that only with his life ſhall end ! 

Scarce can my knees theſe trembling limbs ſuſ- 
tain, 8 100 

And ſcarce my heart ſupport its load of pain. 

No taſte of ſleep theſe heavy eyes have known ; 


Confus'd, and ſad, I wander thus alone, 


With fears diſtracted, with no fix'd deſign ; 

And all my people's miſeries are mine. 105 
If aught of uſe thy waking thoughts ſuggeſt, 
(Since cares, like mine, deprive thy ſoul of reſt) 
Impart thy counſel, and aſſiſt thy friend; 


Nov let us jointly to the trench deſcend, 


At every gate the fainting guard excite, 110 
Tix'd with the toils of day and watch of night: 
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Elſe may the ſudden foe our works invade, 
So near, and favour'd by the gloomy ſhade. 
To him thus Neſtor : Truſt the powers above, 
Nor think proud Hector's hopes confirm'd by 
ove : 

How il agree the views of vain mankind, 

And the wiſe counſels of th' Eternal Mind! 

Audacious Hector! if the Gods ordain 

That great Achilles riſe and rage again. 

What toils attend thee, and what woes remain ! 
120 


Lo faithful Neſtor thy command obeys ; 


The care is next our other chiefs to raiſe : * 

Ulyſſes, Diomed, we chiefly need; 

Meges for ſtrength, Oileus fam'd for ſpeed. 

Some other be diſpatch'd of nimbler feet, 125 

To thoſe tall ſhips, remoteſt of the fleet, 

Where lie great Ajax, and the king of Crete. 

To rouſe the Spartan I myſelf decree; 

Dear as he is to us, and dear to thee, 

Yet muſt I tax his ſloth, that claims no ſhare 130 

With his great brother in this martial care: 

Him it behov'd to every chief to ſue, 

Preventing every part perform'd by you ; 

For ſtrong neceſſity our toils demands, 

Claims all our hearts, and urges all our hands, 

| I 

To whom the king : With reverence we * 

Thy juſt rebukes, yet learn to ſpare them now. 

My generous brother is of gentle kind, 

He ſeems remiſs, but bears a valiant mind; 

Through too much deference to our ſovereign 
_ ſway, 


| Content to follow when we lead the way, 


But now, our ills induſtrious to prevent, 

Long ere the reſt, he roſe, and ſought my tent. 
The chiefs you nam'd, already at his call, 
Prepare to meet us near the navy wall; 145 
Aſſembling there, between the trench and gates, 


Near the night-guards, our choſen council waits. 


Then none (ſaid Neſtor) ſhall his rule with- 
ſtand | : 
For great examples juſtify command, 
With that the venerable warriour roſe; 150 
The ſhining greaves his manly legs incloſe ; 
His purple mantle golden buckles join'd, 


Warm with the ſofteſt wool, and doubly lin'd. 
Then, ruſhing from his tent, he ſnatch'd in haſte 


His ſteely lance, that lighten'd as he paſt, 1 55 
The camp he travers d through the ſleeping 
croud, 


Stopp'd at Ulyſſes? tent, and call'd aloud. 


Ulyfles, ſudden as the voice was ſent, 
Awakes, ſtarts up, and iſſues from his tent. 
What new diſtreſs, what ſudden cauſe of fright, 
160 
Thus leads you wandering in the ſilent night? 
O prudeat chief ! (the Pylian ſage reply: d) 
Wiſe as thou art, be now thy wiſdom try'd ; 
W hatever means of ſafety can be ſought, 
Whatever counſels can inſpire our thought, 165 
Whatever methods, or to fly or fight ; 
All, all depend on this important night ! 
He heard, return'd, and took his painted ſhield : 
Then join'd the chiefs, and follow'd through the 
field. N 
L 2 


— 


— —— ——_——_ — — 
8 


84 POP ES 


Without his tent, bold Diomed they ſound, 70 
All ſheath'd in arms, his brave companions rouhd : 
Each ſunk in fleep, extended on the field, 

His head reclining on his boſſy ſhield. 

A wood of ſpears ſtood by, that, fix'd upright, 
Shot from their flaſhing points a quivering light. 


175 


A bull's black hide bps the hero bed; 


A ſplendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. 
Then, with his foot, old Neſtor gently ſhakes 
The ſlumbering chief, and in theſe words awakes: 
Riſe, ſon of Tydeus ! to the brave and ors 
180 
Reſt ſeems inglorious, and the night too long. 
But fleep'ſt thou now ? when from you hill the 
foe 
Hangs o'er the fleet, and ſhades our walls below ? 
At this, ſoſt flumher from his eye-lids fled ; 
The warriour ſaw the hoary chief, and ſaid, 185 
Wondrous old man!] whoſe ſoul no reſpite knows, 
Though years and honours bid thee ſcek repoſe. 
Let younger Greeks our ſleeping warriours wake; 
IIl fits thy age theſe toils to undertake. 
My friend (he anſwer'd) generous is thy care, 190 
"Theſe toils, my ſubjects and my ſons might bear, 
Their loyal thoughts and pious loves conſpire 
To eaſe a ſovereign, and relieve a fire. 
But now the laſt defpäir ſurrounds our hoſt; 
No hour muſt paſs, no moment muſt be loſt; 195 
Tach fingie Greek, in this concluſive ſtrife, 
Stands on the ſharpeſt edge of death or life : 
Yet, if my years thy Kind regard engage, 
Employ thy youth as 1 employ my age: 
Succeed to theſe my cares, and rouze the reſt; 
200 
He ſerves me moſt, who ſerves his country belt.” 
This ſaid, the hero o'er his ſhoulders flung 
A lion's ſpoils, that to his ancles hung ; 
Then ſeiz'd his ponderous lance, and ſtrode | 
along. 
Meges the bold, with Ajax fam'd for ſpeed, 205 
The warriour rouz'd, and. to th” entr enchments 
led. 
And now the chiefs approach the nightly guard; 
A wakeful ſquadron, each in arms prepar'd : 
Th' unweary'd watch their liſtening leaders keep, 
And, couching cloſe, repel invading ſlesp. 210 
So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 
With toil protected from the prowling train, 
When the gaunt lioneſs, with hanger bold, 


Springs from the mountains tow'rd the guarded 


fold: 
'F urough breaking woods her ruſtling courſe they 
hear: 


Loud, and more loud, the clamours ſtrike their 


car 
Of hounds and men; 5 ſtart, they gaze around, 
Watch everv fide, and rurn to every ſound. 
Thus watch'd the Grecians, cautious of ſur prize, 


Zach 1 each motion, drew their ears and 


' eyes 220 


Each ſtev of paſſing feet increas'd th' affright ; wh 


And hoſtiie Troy was ever full in fight. 
Neſtor with jov the wakeful band fur: ey 1, 
And thus accoſted through the gloomy th de : 
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Tis well, my ſons! your nightly cares employ; 
22 


Elſe muſt our hoſt become the ſcorn of Troy, 


Then o'er the trench the following chieftains led. 
His ſon, and god-like Merion march'd behind 
(For theſe the princes to their council 3 


The trenches paſt, th' aſſembled kings argund, 
In lent ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 

A place there was yet undefil'd with gore, 

The ſpot where Hector ſtopp'd his rage before; 
When night deſcending, from his vengeful hand 


2 
Repriev'd the relicks of the Grecian band : ba 
(The plain beſide with mangled corpſe was ſpread, 
And all his progreſs mark'd by heaps of dead.) 
There ſat the mournful Kings : when Neleus' {on 
The council opening, in theſe words begun : 249 
Is there (ſaid he) a chief ſo greatly brave, 
His life to hazard, and his country fave ? * 
Lives there a man, who ſingly dares to go 
To yonder camp, or ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe ?, 
Or, favour'd by the night, approach ſo near, 245; 
Their ſpeech, their counſels, and defigns, to hear 


] If to beſiege Our navies they prepare, 


Or Troy once more muſt be the ſeat of. war ? 
This could he learn, and to our peers recite, 
And paſs unharm'd the dangers of the night; 459 
What tame were his through all ſucceeding days, 
While Phoebus ſhines, or men have tongues to 
praiſe? ** 

| What gifts his grateful country would beſtow ? 
What mutt not Greece to her deliverer owe? 

A fable ewe each leader ſhould provide, BR 
With each a ſable lambkin by her fide ; 852 
At every rite his ſhare ſhould be increas'd, 

And his the foremoſt honours of the feaſt. 

Fear held them mute: alone, untaught to fear, 
Tydides ſpoke—The man you ſeek, is here. 260 
Through yon black camps to bend my danger ons 

Way 

Some God within commands, and 1 obey. 

But let ſome other choſen warriour join, 

To raiſe my hopes, and ſecond my deſign. 

By mutual confidence, and mutual aid, 265 
Great deeds are done, and great diſcoveries made; 
The wife new prudence from the wiſe acquire, 
And one brave hero fans another's fire. 

Contending leaders at the word aroſe: 

Each generous breaſt with en ulation glows: 270 
So brave a taſk each Ajax ſtrove to ſhare, | 
Bold Merion ſtrove, and Neſtor's valiant heir; 
The Spartan wiſh'd the ſecond place to gain, 
And great Ulyſſes wiſh'd, nor wiſh'd in vain. 
Then thus the King of men the conteſt ends: 275 


In this great enterprize, is only thine. 
Juſt be thy choice, without affection made; 
birth, or office, no reſpect be paia; 280 


And inly trembled for his brother's ſake. 
Then thus (the god- like Diomed rejoin'd) : 
M i choice declares the W of my mind, 


Watch thus, and Greece ſhall live—The hero ſaid; ' 


Thou firſt of warriours, and thou beſt of friends, 
' 1 Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 


Let worth determine here. The monarch ſpake, 
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| How can I doubt, while great Ulyſſes ſtands 28 5 


To lend his counſels, and affiſt our hands ? 
A chief, whoſe ſafety is Minerva's care ; 
So fam'd, ſo dreadful, in the works of war: 
Bleſt in his conduct, I no aid require; 
Wiſdom like his might paſs through flames of 
fire. 2 
It fits thee not, before theſe chiefs of fame, a 
(Reply'd the ſage) to praiſe me, or to blame: 
Praiſe from a friend, or cenſure from a foe, 
Are loſt on hearers that our merits know. 
But let us haſte—Night rolls the hours away, 295 
The reddening Orient ſhows the coming day, 
The ſtars ſhine fainter on th' ethereal plains, 
And of Night's empire but a third remains. 
Thus having ſpoke, with generous ardour preſt, 
In arms terrific their huge limbs they dreſt. 300 
A two-edg'd faulchion Thraſymed the brave, 
And ample buckler, to Tydides gave : 
Then in a leathern helm he cas'd his head, 
Short of its creſt, and with no plume o'erſpread: 
(Such as by youths unus'd to arms are worn; 305 
No ſpoils enrich it, and no ſtuds adorn. ) 
Next him Ulyſſes took a ſhining ſword, 
A bow and quiver, with bright arrows ſtor'd : 
A well-prov'd caſque, with leather braces bound, 
(Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown'd; 310 
Soft vzool within ; without, in order ſpread, 
A boar's white teeth grinn'd horrid o'er his head. 
This from Amyntor, rich Ormenus' ſon, 
Autolychus by fraudful rapine won, | 
And gave Amphidamas; from him his prize 315 
Molus receiv'd, the pledge of ſocial ties ; 
The helmet next by Merion was poſſeſs'd, 
And now Ulyfſes' thoughtful teniples preſs'd. 
Thus ſheath'd in arms, the council they forſake, 
And ry through paths oblique their progreſs 
take, : 
Juſt then, in ſign ſhe favour'd their intent, 
long-wing'd heron great Minerva ſent: 
This, though ſurrounding ſhades obſcur'd their 
view, | 
By the ſhrill clang, and whiſtling wings, they 
knew. 
As from the right ſhe ſoar'd, Ulyſſes pray'd, 325 
Hail'd the glad omen, and addreſs'd the Maid : 
O daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ! 


O thou! for ever preſent in my way, 


Who all my motions, all my toils, ſurvey ! 330 

Safe may we paſs beneath the gloomy ſnade, 

Safe by thy ſuccour to our ſhips convey'd; *' 

And let ſome deed this ſignal night adorn, 

To claim the tears of Trojans yet unbora.' 

Then god-like Diomed preferr'd his prayer: 

33 

Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pallas! hear. p 

Great Queen of arms, whoſe favour Tydeus won 

As thou defend'ſt the fire, defend the ſon. 

When on Eſopus' banks the banded powers 

Of Greece he left, and fought the Theban towers, 
| 340 

Peace was his charge ; receiv'd with peaceful 


ſhow, 
He went a legate, but return'd a foe: 
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Then help'd by thee, and cover'd by thy ſhield, 


He fought with numbers, and made numbers 


ield. | 
So 5 be preſent, Oh celeſtial Maid! 345 
So ſtill continue to the race thine aid ! 
A youthful ſteer ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 
Untam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 

With ample forehead, and with ſpreading horns, 
Whoſe taper tops refulgent gold adorns. 350 
The heroes pray'd ; and Pallas from the ſkies 

Accords their vow, ſucceeds their enterprize. 
Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 
With dreadful thoughts they trace the dreary way, 
Through the black horrours of th' enſanguin'd 
plain, 
Through duſt, through blood, o'er arms, and hills 
of ſlain. 
Nor leſs bold Hector, and the ſons of Troy, 
On high deſigns the wakeful hours employ ; 
The aſſembled peers their lofty chief inclos'd ; 
Who thus the counſels of his breaſt propos'd : 360 
What glorious man, for high attempts prepar'd, 
Dares greatly venture, for a rich reward, 
Of yonder fleet a bold diſcovery make, 
What watch they Keep, and what reſolves they 
take ? | 
If now ſubdued they meditate their flight, 363 
And ſpent with toil negle& the watch of night ? 
His be the chariot that ſhall pleaſe him moſt, 


| Of all the plunder of the vanquiſh'd hoſt; 


His the fair ſteeds that all the reſt excel, 

And his the glory to have ſerv'd ſo well. 370 
A youth there was among the tribes of Troy, 

Dolon his name, Eumede.” only boy 

(Five girls beſide the reverend herald told) 

Rich was the ſon in braſs, and rich in gold; 

Not bleſt by nature with the charms of face, 375 

But ſwift of foot, and matchleſs in the race. 

Hector! (he ſaid) my courage bids me meet 

This high atchievement, and explore the fleet: 

But firit exalt thy ſceptre to the ſkies, ß, 

And ſwear to grant me the demanded prize; 38 

Th' immortal courſers, and the glittering car, 

That bear Pelides through the ranks of war, 

Encourag'd thus, no idle ſcout I go, 

Fulfil thy wiſh, their whole intention Know, 

Ev'n to the royal tent purſue my way, 

And all their counſels, all their aims betray. 
The chief then heav'd the golden ſceptre high, 

Atteſting thus the monarch of the ſky : 

Be witneſs thou! immortal lord of all! 

Whoſe thunder ſhakes the dark aerial hall: 

By none but Dolon ſhall this prize be borne, 

And him a one th' immortal ſteeds adorn. 

Thus Hector ſwore: the Gods were call'd in 

I | 

But the raſh youth prepares to ſcour the plain, 

Acroſs his back the bended bow he flung, 395 

| A wolf's grey hide around his ſhoulders hung, 

A ferret's downy fur his helmet lin'd, © 

And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhin'd. 

Then (never to return) he ſought the ſhore, 

And trod the path his feet muſt tread no more, 400 


(Still bending forward as he cours'd along), TRY 


Scarce had he paſs'd the ſteeds and Trojan throng 


— — — at Ir IEP ů — 


; 
| 
| 


86 POPE'S 


When, on the hollow way, th' approaching tread 
Ulyfſes mark'd, and thus to Diomed : 

O friend! I hear ſome ſtep of hoſtile feet, 405 
Moving this way, or haſtening to the fleet ; 
Some ſpy perhaps, to lurk beſide the main; 

Or nightly pillager that ſtrips the ſlain. 

Yet let him paſs, and win a little ſpace ; 

Then ruſh behind him, and prevent his pace. 410 
But if too ſwift of foot he flies before, 

Con fine his courſe along the fleet and ſhore, 
Betwixt the camp and him our ſpears employ, 
And intercept his hop'd return to Troy. : 

With that they ſtepp'd aſide, and ſtoop'd their 

head 8 
(As Dolon paſs'd) behind a heap of dead: 

Along the path the ſpy unwary flew : 

Soft, at juſt diſtance, both the chiefs purſue. 

So diſtant they, and ſuch the ſpace between, 

As when two teams of mules divide the green 420 

(To whom the hind like ſhares of land allows), 

When now new furrows part th' approaching 
ploughs. 

Now Dolon liſtening heard them as they paſt ; 

Hector (he thought) had ſent, and check'd his 
haſte 

Till ſcarce at diſtance of a javelin's throw, 425 

No voice ſucceeding, he perceiv'd the foe. 

As when two ſkilful hounds the leveret wind; 

Or chace tluough woods obſcure the trembling 
hind ; 

Now loſt, now ſeen, they intercept his way, 

And from the herd {till turn the flying prey: 430 

So faſt, and with fuch fears, the Trojan flew ; 

So cloſe, ſo conſtant, the bold Greeks purſue. 

Now almoſt on the fleet the daſtard falls, 

And mingles with the guards that; watch the walls; 

' When brave Tydides ſtopp'd ; 4 generous thought 


43 
(Inſpir'd by Pallas) in his boſom wrought, a 
Leſt ou the foe ſome forward Greek advance, 
And ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance. 
Then thus aloud: Whoe'er thou art remain; 
This javelin elſe ſhall fix thee to the plain. 440 
He ſaid, and high in air the weapon caſt, 
Which wilful err'd, and o'er his ſhoulder paſt; 
Then fix'd in earth. Againſt the trembling wood 
The wretch ſtood propp'd, and quiver'd as he 

ſtood ; 


A ſudden palſy feiz'd his turning head; 445 


His looſe teeth chatter'd, and his colour fled : 
The panting warriours ſeize him as he ſtands, 
And with unmanly tears his life demands. 

O ſpare my youth, and for the breath I owe, 
Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. 450 
Vaſt heaps of braſs ſhall in your ſhips be told, 
And ſteel well-temper'd, and refulgent gold. 

To whom Ulyſſes made this wiſe reply; 
Whoe'er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die. 

What moves thee, ſay, when ſleep has clos'd the 
ſight, 
To roam the filent fields in dead of night ? 
Cam'ſt thou the ſecrets of our camp to find, 
By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind? 
Or art ſome wretch by hopes of plunder led 
Through heaps of carnage to deſpoil the ny 
405 
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Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look, 

(Still as he ſpoke, his limbs with horrour ſhook) 
Hither I came, by Hector's words deceiv'd; 
Much did he promiſe, raſhly I believ'd: 


No leſs a bribe than great Achilles' car, 465. 
of 


And thoſe ſwift ſteeds that ſweep the ranks 
war 

Urg'd me, unwilling, this attempt to make; 

To learn what counſels, what reſolves you take: 

If, now ſubdued, you fix your hopes on flight, 

And, tir'd with toils, neglect the watch of night? 


Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the ew 
(Ulyſſes, with a ſcornful ſmile, replies) 
Far other rulers thoſe proud ſteeds demand, 
And ſcorn the guidance of a vulgar hand 


Ev'n great Achilles ſcarce their rage can tame, 


. 3 4 
Achilles, ſprung from an immortal dame. " 


But ſay, be faithfnl, and the truth recite ! 

Where lies encamp'd the Trojan chief to night? 
Where ſtand his courſers ? in what quarter ſleep 
Their other princes? tell what watch they keep: 


80 
Say, ſince their conqueſt, what their wn 


Are; 

Or here to combat, from their city far, 
Or back to Ilion's wall transfer the war. 

Ulyſſes thus, and thus Eumedes' ſon: 
What Dolon Knows, his faithful tongue ſhall own. 

8 

Hector, the peers aſſembling in his tent, & 
A council holds at Ilus' monument. 


.No certain guards the nightly watch partake; 


Where'er yon fires aſcend, the Trojans wake : 
Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep; 


Safe in their cares, th' auxiliar forces ſleep, 

Whoſe wives and infants, from the danger far, 

Diſcharge their ſouls of half the fears of war, 
Then ſleep thoſe aids among the Trojan train, 


(Enquir'd the chief) or ſcatter'd o'er the plain? 


495 
To whom the ſpy: Their powers they thus 


diſpoſe: 

The Pæons, dreadful with their bended bows, 
The Carians, Caucons, the Pelaſgian hoſt, 
And Leleges, encamp along the coaſt. 
Not diſtant far, lie higher on the land 500 
The Lycian, Myſian, and Mzonian band, 
And Phrygia's horſe, by Thymbras' ancient wall; 
The Thracians utmoſt, and apart from all. 
Theſe Troy but lately to her ſuccour won, 
Led on by Rheſus, great Eioneus' ſon: 505 
I ſaw his courſers in proud triumph go, 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter ſnow: 
Rich ſilver plates his ſhining car infold ; 
His ſolid arms, refulgent, flame with gold; 
No mortal ſhoulders ſuit the glorious load, $10 
Celeſtial Panoply, to grace a God 
Let me, unhappy, to your fleet be borne, 
Or leave me here, a captive's fate to mourn, 
In cruel chains : till your return reveal, 
The truth or falſehood of the news I tell. 51; 

To this Tydides, with a gloomy frown :; 
Think not to live, though all the truth be ſhown : 
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Shall we diſmiſs thee, in ſome future ſtrife 

To riſk more bravely thy now forfeit life ? 

Or that again our camps thou may'ſt explore; 520 

No—once a traitor, thou betray'it no more. 
Sternly he ſpoke, and as the wretch prepar'd 

With humble blandiſhment to ſtroke his beard, 

Like lightning ſwift the wrathful faulchion flew, 

Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves in two; 

2 

One inſtant ſnatch'd his trembling ſoul to hell? 5 

The head, yet ſpeaking, mutter'd as it fell. 

The furry helmet from his brow they tear, 

The wolf's grey hide, th' unbended bow and 


ſpear ; 
Theſe groat Ulyſſes lifting to the ſkies, 530 
To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize : 

Great Queen of arms! receive this hoſtile ſpoil, 
And let the Thracian ſteeds reward our toil : 
Thee firſt of all the heavenly hoſt we praiſe ; 

O ſpeed our labours, and direct our ways 

This ſaid, the ſpoils with dropping gore defac'd, 

High on a ſpreading tamariſk he plac'd ; 

Then heap'd with reeds and gather'd boughs the 
lain, : 

To ers their footſteps to the place again. 


Through the ſtill night they croſs the devious 
fields . 
Slippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of 
ſhields, 
Arriving where the Thracian ſquadrons lay, 
And eas'd in ſleep the labours of the day. 
Rang'd in three lines they view the proſtrate band : 
The horſes yok'd beſide each warriour ſtand; 545 
Their arms in order on the ground reclin'd, 
Through the brown ſhade the fulgid weapons 
ſhin'd : | 
Amidſt lay Rheſus, ſtretch'd in ſleep profound, 
And the white ſteeds behind his chariot bound. 
The welcome ſight Ulyſſes firſt deſcries, 550 
And points to Diomed the tempting prize. 
The man, the courſers, and the car behold ! 
Deſcrib'd by Dolon, with the arms of gold. 
Now, brave Tydides! now thy courage try, 
Approach the chariot and the ſteeds untie; 555 
Or if thy ſoul aſpire to fiercer deeds, 
Urge thou the ſlaughter, while I ſeize the. ſteeds. 
Pallas (this ſaid) her hero's boſom warms, 
Breath'd in his heart, and ſtrung his nervous arms ; 
Where'er he paſs'd, a purple ſtream purſued 560 
His thirſty faulchion, fat with hoſtile blood ; 
Bath'd all his footſteps, dy'd the fields with gore, 
And a low groan remurmur'd through the ſhore. 
So the grim lion, from his nightly den, 
O'erleaps the fences, and invades the pen; 565 
On ſheep or goats, reſiſtleſs in his way, 
He falls, and foaming rends the guardleſs prey. 
Nor ſtopp'd the fury of his vengeful hand, 
Till twelve lay breathleſs of the Ti.racian band. 


Ulyſſes following, as his partner ſlew, - 570 
Back by the foot each ſlaughter'd warriour drew; 
The milk-white courſers ſtudious to convey 

Safe to the ſhips, he wiſely clear'd the way ; 

Leſt the fierce ſteeds, not yet to battles bred, - 
Should ſtart, and tremble at the heaps of dead, ' 


- 
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Now twelve diſpatch'd, the monarch laſt they 
found ; 


Tydides' faulchion fix'd him to the ground, 


- Juſt then a deathful dream Minerva ſent ; 
A warlike form appear'd before his tent, 
| Whoſe viſionary ſteel his boſom tore: 580 


So dream'd the monarch, and awak'd no more. 
Ulyſſes now the ſnowy ſteeds detains, 

And leads them, faſten'd by the ſilver reins ; 

Theſe, with his bow unbent, he laſh'd along; 

(The ſcourge forgot, on Rheſus' chariot hung.) 


58 
Then gave his friend the ſignal to retire ; A 
But him, new dangers, new atchievements fire : 
Doubtful he ſtood, or with his reeking blade 
To ſend more heroes to th' infernal ſhade, 
Drag off the car where Rheſus armour lay, 590 
Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 
While unreſolv'd the ſon of Tydeus ſtands, 
Pallas appears, and thus her chief commands : 
Enough, my ſon ; from farther ſlaughter ceaſe, 
Regard thy ſafety, and depart in peace ; 595 
Haſte to the ſhips, the gotten ſpoils enjoy, 
Nor tempt too far the hoſtile Gods of Troy. 
The voice divine confeſs'd the martial Maid, 
In haſte he mounted, and her word obey'd; 
The courſers fly before Ulyſſes' bow, 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter-ſnow. 
Not unobſerved they paſs'd; the God of Light 
Had watch'd his Troy, and mark'd Minerva's 
flight, 
Saw Tydeus' ſon with heavenly ſuccour bleſt, 
And vengeful anger fill'd his ſacred breaſt. 605 
Swift to the Trojan camp deſcends the Power, 
And wakes Hippocoon in the morning hour 
(On Rheſus” fide accuſtom'd to attend, 
A faithful kinſman, and inſtructive friend). 


He roſe, and ſaw the field deform'd with blood, 


610 

An empty ſpace where late the courſers ſtood, 
The yet-warm Thracians panting on the coaſt; 
For each he wept, but for his Rheſus moſt : 
Now while on Rheſus' name he calls in vain, 
The gathering tumult ſpreads o'er all the plain ; 
610 
On heaps the Trojans ruſh, with wild affright, > 
And wondering view the ſlaughters of the night. 

Meanwhile the chiefs arriving at the ſhade 
Where late the ſpoils of Hector's ſpy were laid, 
Ulyſſes ſtopp'd : to him Tydides bore 620 
The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon's gore: 
Then mounts again; again their nimble feet 
The courſers ply, and thunder tow'rds the fleet. 

Old Neſtor firſt perceiv'd th approaching ſound, 
Beſpeaking thus the Grecian peers around : 62 
Methinks the noiſe of trampling ſteeds I hear, 
Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear; 
Perhaps ſome horſes of the Trojan breed 
(So may, ye Gods! my pious hopes ſucceed) 
The great Tydides and Ulyſſes bear, 630 
Return'd triumphant with this prize of war. 
Yet much I fcar (oh may that fear be vain !) 
The chiefs out- number'd by the Trojan train; 
Perhaps, ev'n now purſued, they ſeek the ſnhore; 
Or, oh! perhaps thoſe heroes are no more, 635 


by 
i 
So 
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mo had he ſpoke, when lo ! the chiefs ap- 
ear, ä 
And ſpring to earth; the Greeks diſmiſs their 
fear: 
With words of friendſhip and extended hands 
They greet the kings: and Neſtor firſt demands: 
Say thon, whoſe praiſes all our hoſt ene 
40 
Thou living glory of the Grecian name 
Say, whence theſe courſers? by what chance be- 
ſtow'd ? 
The ſpoil of foes, or preſent of a God ? 
Not thoſe fair ſteeds ſo radiant and ſo gay, | 
That draw the burning chariot of the day. 645 
Old as I am, to age I ſcorn to yield, 
Ard daily mingle in the martial field; 
But ſure till now no courſers ſtruck my ſight 
Like theſe, conſpicuous through the ranks of fight. 
Some God, I deem, conferr'd the glorious prize, 
; 650 
Bleſt as ye are, and favourites of the ſkies ; , 
The care of him who bids the thunder roar, 
And her, whoſe fury bathes the world with gore. 
Father! not ſo (ſage Ithacus rejoin'd) 
The gifts of Heaven are of a nobler kind, 655 
Of Thracian lineage are the ſteeds ye view, 
Whoſe hoftile king the brave Tydides ſlew ; 


* Minerva. 
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Sleeping he dy*d, with all his guards around, 

And twelve beſide lay gaſping on the ground. 

Theſe other ſpoils from - conquer*d Dolon came, 
| 660 


A wretch, whoſe ſwiftneſs was his only fame, 
By Hector ſent our forces to explore, 
He now lies headleſs on the ſandy ſhore. 
. o'er the trench the bounding courſers 
ew; 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim purſue, 665 
Straight to Tydides' high pavillion borne, 
The matchleſs ſeeds his ample ſtall adorn : 
The neighing courſers their new.fellows greet, 


And their full racks are heap'd with generous 


wheat. 
But Dolon's armour to his ſhips convey'd, 670 
High on the painted ſtern Ulyſſes laid, [ 
A trophy deſtin'd to the blue-ey*'d Maid. 
Now from nocturnal ſweat, and ſanguine ſtain, 
They cleanſe their bodies in the neighbouring 


main 5 
Then in the poliſh'd bath, refreſh'd from toil, 
6 


Their joints they ſupple with diſſolying oil, 

In due repaſt indulge the genial hour, 

And firſt to Pallas the libation pour: 

They ſit, reſvicing in her aid divine, 

And the crown'd goblet foams with floods of 
wine. 689 


* 


YL B 0:0 K 


THE 


ARGUMEN r. 


The third Battle, and the Afs of Agamemnon. 


AGAMEMNON, having armed himſelf, leads the Grecians to battle : Hadlor 


prepares the Trojans to receive them; while Fupiter, uno, and Minerva, give 
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the ſignals of war. Agamemnon bears all before him; and Hector is commanded Lik 
by Fupiter (who ſends Iris for that purpoſe) to decline the engagement, till the (Jo 


king ſhall be wounded and retire from the field. He then makes a great ſlaughter 5 
of the enemy; Ulyſſes and Diomed put a ſtop to him for a time; but the latter gal 
being wounded by Paris, is obliged to deſert his companion, who tis encompaſſed Col 
by the Trojans, wounded, and in the utmoſt danger, till Menelaiis and Ajax 1 
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reſcue him. Hector comes againſt Ajax; but that hero alone oppoſes multitudes, 
and rallies the Greeks. In the mean time Machaon, in the other wing of the 


e, army, is pierced with an arrow by Paris, and carried from the fight in Neſtor's 
bo chariot. Achilles (who overlooked the action from his ſhip) ſends Patroclus to 
enquire which of the Greeks was wounded in that manner? Neſtor entertains 
him in his tent with an account of the accidents of the day, and a leng recital 
rs of former wars which he remembered, tending ta put Patroclus upon perſuading 
69 Achilles to fight for his countrymen, or at leaſt permit Him to do it, clad in 
Achilles' armour. Patroclus in his return meets Eurypylus alſo wounded, and 
afſifts him in that diſtreſs. 
I | 
This book opens with the eight and twentieth day of the poem; and the 
| ſame day, with its various attions and adventures, is extended through the 
twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, ſixteenth, ſeventeentb, and part of 
in, the eighteenth books. The ſcene lies in the field, near the monument of Tlus. 
ng | | 
il HE ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, | His buckler's mighty orb was next diſplay'd, 
bat Now roſe refulgent from Tithonus' bed; That round the wai riour caſt a dreadful ſhade ; 
75 With new-born day to gladden mortal ſight, Ten zones of braſs its ample brim ſurround, 45 
And gild the courts of heaven with ſacred light: | And twice ten boſſes the bright convex crown'd : 
When baleful Eris, ſent by Jove's command, 5 | Tremendous Gorgon frown'd upon its field, 
The torch of diſcord blagng in her hand, And circling terrours fill'd th' expreſſive ſhield : 
of Through the red ſkies her bloody ſign extends, Within its concave hung a ſilver thong, 
80 And, wrapt in terapeſts, o'er the fleet deſcends. } On which a mimic ſerpent creeps along; 50 


High on Ulyſſes' bark, her horrid ſtand 

She took, and thunder'd through the ſeas and 
land. | 10 

Ev'n Ajax and Achilles heard the ſound, 

Whoſe ſhips, remote, the guarded navy bound. 

Thence the black Fury through the Grecian 


His azure length in eaſy waves extends, 

Till in three heads th' embroider'd monſter ends. 
Laſt o'er his brows his fourfold helm he plac'd, * 
With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd ; 

And in his hands two ſteely javelins wields, 55 
That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields. 


throng That inſtant Juno and the martial Maid 
With horrour ſounds the loud Orthian ſong : In happy thunders promis'd Greece their aid; 
The navy ſhakes, and at the dire alarms I5 | High o'er the chief they claſh'd their arms in air, 


Each boſom boils, each warriour ſtarts to arms. 

No more they ſigh, inglorious to return, 

Bnt breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 
The king of men his hardy hoſt inſpires 


And, leaning from th» clouds, expect the war. 60 
Cloſe to the limits of the trench and mound, 

The fiery courſers to their chariots bound 

The ſquires reftrain'd : the foot, with whoſe who 


With loud command, with great example fires wield 
20 | The lighter arms, ruſh forward to the field. 
Himſelf firſt roſe, himſelf before the reſt To ſecond theſe in cloſe array combin'd, 65 


His mighty limbs in radiant armour dreſt. 

And firſt he cas'd his manly legs around 

in thining greaves, with filver buckles bound: 

The beaming cuiraſs next adorn'd his breaſt, 25 

The ſame which once King Cinyras poſſeſt : 

(The fame of Greece and her aſſembled hoſt 

Had reach'd that monarch on the Cyprian coaſt ; 

'Twas then, the friendſhip of the chief to gain, 

This glorious gift he ſent, nor ſent in vain.) 30 

Ten rows of azure ſteel the work infold, 

Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold ; 

Three glittering dragons to the gorget riſe, 

Whoſe imitated ſcales, againſt the ſkies | 

Reflected various light, and arching bow'd, 35 

Like colour'd rainbows o'er a ſhowery cloud 

(Jove's wondrous bow, of three celeſtial dyes, 

Plac'd as a ſign to man am d the ſkies). 

A radiant baldrick, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, 

duſtain' d the ſword that glitter'd at his ſide: 40 

Cold was the hilt, a ſilver ſheath encas'd 

wy * blade, and golden hangers grac'd. 
er. VI. c 


The ſquadrons ſpread their ſable wings behind. 

Now ſhouts and tumults wake the tardy ſun, 

As with the light the warriours' toils begun. 

Ev'n Jove, whoſe thunder ſpoke his wrath, diſ- 

till'd 

Red drops of blood o'er al! the fatal field; 70 

The woes of men unwilling to ſurvey, f 

And all the ſlaughters that muſt ſtain the day. 
Near I'us' tomb, in order rang'd around, 

The Trojan lines poſſeſs'd the riſing ground s 

There wiſe Polydamas and Hector ſtood ; 75 

Aneas, honour'd as a guardian God; 

Bold Polybus, Agenor the divine, 


The brother warriours of Antenor's line; 


With youthful Acamas, whoſe beauteous face 
And fair proportion match'd th' etherialrace ; 80 
Great Hector cover'd with his fpacious ſhicld, 
Flies all the troops, and orders all the field. 

As the red ſtar now ſhades his ſanguine fires 


Through the dark clouds, and no in night res 


tires; 


M 
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Thus through the ranks appear'd the god-like In the ſame car the brother warriours ride, 


man, | 85 This took the charge to combat, that to guide: 
Plung'd in the rear, or blazing in the van; | 85 N 1 
While ſtreamy ſparkles, reſtleſs as he flies, Far other taſk, than when they wont to keep, 
Flath from his arms as lightning from the ſkies. On Ida's tops, their father's flee:y ſheep ! 
As ſweating reapers in ſome wealthy field, Theſe on the mountains once Achilles found, 
Rang'd in two bands, their crooked weapons And captive led, with pliant oſiers bound; 

wield, go Then to their fire for ample ſums reſtor'd; 14; 
Bear down the furrows, till their labours meet; But now to periſh by Atrides' ſword 
Thick falls the heapy harveſt at their feet : . Pierc'd inthe breaſt the baſe-born Iſus bleeds : 
So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, ; Cleft through the head, his brother's fate ſuc- 
And falling ranks are ſtrow'd on every ſide, | ceeds. ; 


None ſtoop'd a thought to baſe inglorious flight ; Swift to the ſpoil the haſty victor falls, 
95 And ftript, their features to his mind recalls. 

But horſe to horſe, nd man to man, they fight, 150 
Not rabid wolves more fierce conteſt their prey; The Trojans ſee the youths untimely die, 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none reſign the But helpleſs tremble for themſelves, and fly. 

day. So when a lion, ranging o'er the lawns, 
Diſcord with ioy the ſcene of death deſcries, Finds, on ſome graſſy lair, the couching fawns, 
And drinks large ſlaughter at her ſanguine eyes: Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 


— 


— 


„ 10 1 
Diſcord alone, of all th' immor al train, And grinds the quivering fleſh with bloody 15 
Swells the red horrours of this direful plain: The frighted hind beholds, and dares not ſtay, 
The Gods in peace their golden manſions fill, But ſwift through ruſtling thickets burſts her 
Rang'd in bright order on th' Olympian hill; way : 
But general murmurs told their griefs above, 105 All drown'd in ſweat the panting mother flies, 
And each accus'd the partial wil! of Jove. And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes, V 
Meanwhile apart, ſuperior, and alone, 160 Per 
Th' eternal monarch on his awful tlrone, Amidſt the tumult of thᷣe routed train, But]. 
Wrapt in the blaze of boundleſs glory ſate; The ſons of falſe Antimachus were lain ; Safe f 
And, fix'd, fulfill'd the juſt decrees of fate, 110 He, who for bribes his faithleſs counſels fold, ; 
On earth he turn'd his all-confidering eyes, And voted Helen's ſtay for Paris' gold. Amid 
nd mark'd the ſpot where Ilion's towers ariſe; i Atrides mark'd, as theſe their ſafety fought, 16g No 
he ſea with ſhips, the field with armies ſpread, | And flew the children for their father's fault; Thro! 
The viQtor's rage, the dying and the dead, Their headſtrong horſe unable to reſtrain, Wher 
Thus while the morning-beams increaſing They ſhook with fear, and dropp'd the ſilken That 
bright Il rein; 
O' er heaven's pure azure ſpread the MTS Then in their chariot on their knees they fall, As ſi 
light, And thus with lifted hands for mercy call: 170 Hot v 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, Oh ſpare our youth, and for the life we owe, Now 
Exch adverſe battle gor'd with equal wounds. Antimachus ſhall copious gifts beſtow ; The | 
_ But now (what time in ſome ſequeſter'd vale Soon as he hears that, not in battle ſlain, Mean 
= The weary woodman ſpreads his ſparing meal, The Greciau ſhips his captive ſons detain, Diſpe 
_ 120 Large heaps of braſs in ranſom ſhall be told, 175 S0 fl 
5 When his ti.*d arms refuſe the axe to rear, And fteel well-temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. The 1 
| And claim a reſpite f:om the ſylvan war; Theſe words, attended with a flood of tears, On h 
| But not till half the proftrate foreſt lay The youths addreſs'd to unrelenting ears: , The 
Stretch'd in long ruin, and expos'd to day) The vengeful monarch gave this ſtern reply— : 
| | Then, nor till then, the Greeks impulſive might If from Antimachus ye ſpring, ye die: 180 Not 1 
| n | 125 | The daring wretch who once in council ſtood ul 
0 Pierc'd the black phalanx, and let in the light. To ſhed Ulyſſes' and my brother's blood, tur] 
by Great Agamennon then the ſlaughter led, For proffer'd peace! and ſues his ſeed for grace? | 
| | And flew Bienor at his people's head : No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race. And 
Whoſe ſquire Oileus, with a ſudden ſpring, This ſaid, Piſander frora the car he caſt, 185 f 
= Leap'd from the chariot to revenge his King; 130 | And pierc'd his breaſt: ſupine he breath'd his No 
3 But in his front he felt the fatal wound, laſt. . Nurre 
| . Which pierc'd luis brain, and ftretch'd him on the His brother leap'd to earth; but as he lay, But ] 
| gi ound | The trenchant faulchion lopp'd his hands away \ And 
Atrides fpoil'd, and left him on the plain: His ſever d head was toſs'd among the throng, au 
Vain was their youth, their glittering armour And, rolling, drew a bloody train along. 190 And 
vain: Then, where the thickeſt fought, the victor [r; 
Now ſoil'd with duſt, and naked to the ſky, 135 flew ; log 
Their ſnowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. The king's example all his Greeks purſue. 
Iwo ſons of Priam next to battle move, Now by the foot the flying foot were flain, 


The product one vi marriage, one of love! Horſe trod by horſe, lay foaming on the plain. 
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From the dry fields thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 


2 
shade the black hoſt, and intercept the ſkies. 
The braſs-hoof'd ſteeds tumultuous plunge and 

bound, | 
And the thick thunder beats the labour ing ground. 
Still laughtering on, the king of men proceeds; 
The diſtanc'd army wonders at his deeds, 200 
As when the winds with raging flames conſpire, 
And o'er the foreſts roll the flood of fire, 


s. In blazing heaps the grove's old honours fall, 
50 And one refulgent ruin levels all ; 
Before Atrides' rage ſo ſinks the foe, 205 
Whole ſquadrons vaniſh, and proud heads lie 
io: 
The ſteeds fly trembling from his waving ſword; 
1 And many a car, now lighted of its lord, 
53 Wide o'er the field with guideleſs fury rolls, 
$; Breaking their ranks, and cruthing out their 
ſouls ; | 210 
er While his keen faulchion drinks the warriours' 
lives; 
More grateful, now, to vultures than their 
es. wives! | 
60 Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate 
But Jove and Deſtiny prolong'd his date, 
Safe from the darts, the care of Heaven he ſtood, 
21 
Amidſt alarms, and death, and duſt, and blood. 
166 Now paſt the tomb where ancient Ilus lay, 
Through the mid field the routed urge their way; 
Where the wild figs th' adjoining ſummit croven, 
en That path they take, and ſpeed to reach the town. 


220 
As ſwift Atrides with loud ſhouts purſued, 

Het with his toil, and bath'd in hoſtile blood, 
Now near the beech-tree, and the Scxan gates, 
The hero halts, and his aſſociates Waits. 
Meanwhile on every fide, around the plain, 
Diſpers'd, diforder'd, fly the Trojan train : 
do flies a herd of beeves, that hear diſmay'd 
The lion's roaring through the midnight ſhade ; 
On heaps they tumble with ſucceſsleſs haſte : 

The ſavage ſeizes, draws, and rends the laſt : 
% 238 


225 


Not with leſs fury ſtern Atrides flew, 
drill preſs'd the rout, and {till the hindmoſt flew ; 
Hurb'd from their cars, the braveſt chiefs are 
kill'd, 
And rege, and death, 
1d, 
Now ſtorms the victor at the Trojan wall; 235 
durreys the towers, and meditates their fall. 
but [ove deſcending, ſhook th' Idzan hills, 
ay and down their ſummits pour'd a hundred rills: 
„ I unkindled lightnings in his hand he took, 
And thus the many-colour'd Maid beſpoke : 240 
Iris, with haſte thy golden wings diſplay, 
To god-like Hector this our word convey— 
U hile Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fits in the front, and bathes with blood the 
in. _ ground, 
«4 him give way; but iſſue forth commands, 


and carnage, load the 


ud truſt the war to leſs important hands: 


245 


is 
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But when, or wounded by tlie ſpear or dart, 
That chief ſhail mount his chariot, and depart: 
Then Jove ſhall ſtring his arm, and fire his 
pbreaſt, | 
Then to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſs'd, 
250 
Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 
And ſacred night her awf..1 ſhade extend. 
He ſpoke, and Iris at his word ohey'd ! 
On wings of winds deſcends the various Maid. 
The chief ſhe found amidſt the ranks of war; 
255 
Cloſe to the bulwarks, on his glittering car. : 
The Goddeſs then: O ſon of Priam, hear 
From Jove I come, and his high mandate bear 
While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the 
ground, 
Abſtain from fight; yet iſſue forth commands, 
And truſt the war to leſs important hands. 
Put when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart, 
The chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart : 
Then Jove ſhall ſtring thy arm, and fire thy 
- breaſt, | 265 
Then to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſt, 
Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 
And ſacred night her awful ſhade extend. 
She ſaid, and vaniſh'd : Hector, with a bound, 


| Springs from his chariot on the trembling ground, 


270 
In clanging arms; he graſps in either hand 
A pointed lance, and ſpeeds from band to band ; 


Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from 


flight, | 

And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

They ſtand to arms: the Greeks their onſet dare, 
27 

Condenſe their powers, and wait the coming ee 

New force, new ſpirit, to each breait returns: 

The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns: 

The king leads on; all fix on him their eye, 

And learn from him to conquer, or to die, 

Ye ſacred Nine, celeſtial Muſes ! tell, 
Who fac'd him firſt, and by his proweſs fell ! 
The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 
From ſage Antenor and Theano ſprung ; 
Whom from his youth his grandſire Ciſſeus bred, 

| | 28 
And nurs'd in Thrace where ſnowy flocks — 
fed. | 
Scarce did the down his roſy cheeks inveſt, 
And early honour warm his generons breaſt, 
When the kind fire confign'd his daughter's 
charms | 
(Theano's ſiſter) to his youthf1] arms. 
But, call'd by glory to the wars of Troy, 
He leaves untaſted the firſt fruits of joy ; 
From his lov'd bride departs with melting eyes, 
And ſwift to aid his dearer country flies. 
With twelve black ſhips he reach'd Percope's 
ſtrand, 
Thence took che long laborious march by land; 
Now fierce for fa e hefore the ranks he ſprings, 
Towering in arms, and braves the king of Kings. 
M 2 
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Atrides firſt diſcharg'd the miſſive ſpear ; 

The Trojan ſtoop'd, the javelin paſs'd in air. 300 
Then near the corſelet, at the monarch's heart, 
With all his ſtrength the youth directs his dart: 
But the broad belt, with plates of filver bound, 
The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. 
Encumber'd with the dart, Atrides ſtands, 


Till, graſp'd with force, he wrench'd it from his 


hands. 
At once his weighty ſword diſcharg'd a wound 
Full on his neck, that ſell'd him to the ground. 
Strerch'd in the duſt th' unhappy warriour lies, 
And ſleep eternal feals his ſwimming eyes. 310 
Oh worthy better fate! oh early ſlain! 
Thy country's friend; and virtuous, though in 
vain! | 
No more the youth ſhall join his conſort's ſide, 
At once avirgin, and at once a bride ! 
No more with preſents her embraces meet, 315 
Or lay the ſpoils of conqueſt at her feet, 
On whom his paſſion, lavith of his ſtore, 
Beſtow'd ſo much, and vainly promis'd more! 
Unwept, uncover'd, on the plain he lay, 
While the proud victor bore his arms away. 320 
Coon, Antenor's eldeſt hope, was nigh : 
Tears, at the fight, came ſtarting from his eye, 
While pierc'd with grief the much-lov'd youth he 
view'd, 
And the pale features, now deform'd with blood, 
Then with his ſpear, unſeen, his time he took, 


2 
Aim'd at the king, and near his elbov- ends ; 
The thrilling ſteel tranſpierc'd the brawny part, 
And through his arm ſtood forth the barbed dart, 
Surpriz'd the monarch feels, yet void of fear 
On Coon ruſhes with his lifted ſpear : 330 
His brother's corpſe the pious Trojan draws, 
And calls his country to affert his cauſe, 
Defends him breathleſs on the ſanguine field, 
And o'er the body ſpreads his ample ſhield. 
Atrides, marking an unguarded part, 335 
Transfix'd the warriour with a brazen dart; 
Prone on his brother's bleeding breaſt he lay, 
The monarch's faulchion lopp'd his head away: 
The ſocial ſhades the ſame dark journey go, 
And join each other in the realms below. 
The vengeful victor rages round the fields, 
With every weapon art or fury yields: 
By the long lance, the ſword, or ponderous ſtone, 
Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops o' er- 
thrown. 
This, while yet warm, diſtill'd the purple flood; 


34 
But when the wound grew ſtiff with clotted os, 
Then grinding tortures his ſtrong boſom rend, 
Leſs keen thoſe darts the fierce llythiz ſend 
(The powers that cauſe the teeming matron's 
throes, 
Sad mothers of unutterable woes !) 35 
Stung with the ſinart, all-panting with the pain, 
He mounts the car, and gives his ſquire the rein: 
Then with a voice which fury made more ſtrong, 
And pain augmented, thus exhorts the throng : 
O friends | O Greeks! aſſert your honours 
won ; 


Proceed, and finiſh what this arm begun: 


Lo ! angry [ove forbids your chief to ſtay, 
And envies half the glories of the day. 

He ſaid; the driver whirls hislengthful thong; 
The horſes fly! the chariot ſmokes along. 360 
Clouds from their noſtrils the fierce courſers 

blow, | 

And from their ſides the foam deſcends in ſnow; 
Shot through the battle in a moment's ſpace, 
The wounded monarch at his tent they place. 

No ſooner Hector ſaw the king retir'd, 
But thus his Trojans and his aids he fir'd : 
Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race! 
Fam'd in cloſe fight, and dreadtul face to face, 
Now call to mind your ancient trophies won, 
Your great forefathers' virtues, and your own. 
. 370 
Behold the general flies! deſerts his powers 
Lo, Jove himſelf declares the conqueſt ours 
Now on yon ranks impel your foaming ſteeds; 
And, ſure of glory, dare immortal deeds. 

With words like theſe the fiery chief alarms 

: | 375 
His fainting hoſt, and every boſom warms. 

As the bold hunter chears his hounds, to tear 
The brindled lion, or the tuſky bear; 
With voice and hand provokes their doubting 
heart, 
And ſprings the foremaſt with his tifted dart: 
*.- 30 
So god-like Bector prompts his troops to dare; 
Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the war. 
On the black body of the foes he pours; 
As from the cloud's deep boſom, ſwell'd with 
ſhowers, 
A ſudden ſtorm the purple ocean ſweeps, 385 
Drives the wild waves, and toſſes all the deeps. 
Say, Muſe! when Jove the Trojans' glory 
crown'd, 
Beneath his arm what heroes bit the ground ? 
Aſſæus, Dolops, and Antonous dy'd, 
Opites next was added to their ſide, 399 
Then brave Hipponous fam'd in many a fight, 
Opheltius, Oras, ſunk to endleſs night : 
Eſymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name; 
Fhe reſt were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 
As when a weſtern whirlwind, charg'd with 
ſtorme, 5 
Diſpels the gather'd clouds that Notus forms; 
The guſt continued, violent, and ſtrong, 
Rolls ſable clouds in heaps on heaps along; 
Now to the ſkies the foaming billows rears, 
Now breaks the ſurge, and wide the bottom bares: 
00 
Thus raging Hector, with reſiſtleſs hands, 
O'erturns, confounds, and ſcatters all their bands. 
Now the laſt ruin the whole hoſt appalls ; 
Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls ; 
But wiſe Ulyſſes call d Tydides forth, 405 
His ſoul rekindled, and awak'd his worth. 
And ſtand we deedleſs, O eternal ſhame ! 
Till Hector's arm involve the ſhips in flame? 
Haſte, let us join, and combat fide by fide. 
The warriour thus: and thus the friend reply'd: 


410 


No martial toil I ſhun, no danger fear; 


Let Hector come; I wait his fury heya 


vn. 
379 
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But Jove with conqueſt crowns the Trojan train; 
And, Jove our foe, all human force is vain. 
He ſigh'd; but, ſighing, rais'd his vengeful 
ſteel, 415 
And from his car the proud Thymbrzus fell: 
Molion, the charioteer, purſued his lord, 
His death ennobled by Ulyſſes? ſword. 
There ſlain, they left them in eternal night, 
Then plung'd amidſt the thickeſt ranks of fight: 
20 
So two wild boars outſtrip the following a 
Then ſwift revert, and wounds return for wounds. 
Stern Hector's conqueſts in the middle plain 
Stood check'd awhile, and Greece reſpir'd again, 


The ſons of Merops ſhone amidſt the war; 425 | 


Towering they rode in one refulgent car: 

In deep prophetic arts their father ſkill'd, 

Had warn'd his children from the Trojan field; 

Fate urg'd them on; the father warn'd in vain, 

They ruſh'd to fight, and periſh'd on the plain 
0 

Their breaſts no more the vital ſpirit warms; 5 

The ſtern Tydides ſtrips their ſnining arms. 

Hypirochus by great Ulyſſes dies, 

And rich Hippodamus becomes his prize; 

Great Jove from Ide with ſlaughter fills his fight, 

And level hangs the doubtful ſcale of fight. bas 

By Tydeus' lance Agaſtrophus was ſlain, 

The far-fam'd hero of Pæonian ſtroin ; 

Wing'd with his fears, on foot he ſtrove to fly, 


His ſteeds too diſtant, and the foe too nigh; 440 


Through broken orders, ſwiſter than the wind 
He fled, but flying left his life behind. 
This Hector ſees, as his experienc'd eyes 
Traverſe the files, and to the reſcue flies; 
Shouts, as he paſt, the cryſtal regions rend, 445 
And moving armies on his march attend. 
Great Diomed himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear, 
And thus beſpoke his brother of the war : 
Mark how this way yon bending ſquadrons 
yield! N 
The ſtorm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 
ä @) 
Here ſtand his utmoſt force—The warriour aid; 
Swift at the word his ponderous javelin fled; 
Nor miſs'd its aim, but where the plumage danc'd, 
Raz'd the ſmooth cone, and thence obliquely 
glanc'd. „ : 
dale in his helm (the gift of Phoebus' hands) 455 
Without a wound the Trojan hero ſtands : 
But yet ſo ſtunn'd, that, ſtaggering on the plain, 
His arm and knee his ſinking bulk ſuſtain ; 
O er his dim fight the miſty yapours riſe, 
And a ſhort darkneſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 
| 60 
Tydides follow'd to regain his lance ; | y 
While Hector roſe, recover'd from the trance: 
Remounts his car, and herds amidſt the crowd : 
The Greek purſues him, and exults aloud. 
Once more thank Phœbus for tliy forfeit breath, 


465 
Or thank that ſwiftneſs which outſtrips the death. 


Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 
And oft that partial power has lent his aid, 


Thou ſhalt not long the death deſery'd withſtand? 
If any God aſſiſt Tydides' hand. 

Fly then, inglorious! but thy flight, this day, 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 

Him, while he triumph'd, Paris ey'd from far 
(The ſpouſe of Helen, the fair cauſe of war) 
Around the fields his feather*d ſhaft. he ſent, 475 
From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument: 

Behind the column plac'd, he bent his bow, 

And wing'd an arrow at th' unwary foe 

Juſt as he ſtoop'd, Agaſtrophus's creſt 

To ſeize, and drew the corſelet from his breaſt, 
80 

The bow-ſtring twang'd; nor flew the Maft in 

vain, 

But pierc'd his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan, with a joyful ſpring, 

Leaps from his ambuſh, and inſults the King. 

He bleeds! (he cries) ſome God has ſped my 

dart; 
Would the ſame God had fixt it in his heart ! 
So Troy, reliev'd from that wide-waſting hand, 
Should breathe from ſlaughter, and in combat 
ſtand ; 
Whoſe ſons now tremb'!e at his darted ſpear, 
As ſcatter'd lambs the ruſhing lions fear. 490 

He dauntleſs this: Thou conqueror of the fairy 
Thou woman-warriour with the curling hair ; 
Vain archer! truſting to the diſtant dart, 
Untk1ill'd in arms to act a manly part! 

Thou haſt but done what boys or women can; 


Such hands may wound, but not incenſe a *. 
Nor bout the ſcratch thy feeble arrow gave, 
A coward's weapon never hurts the brave. 
No: ſo this dart, which thou may'ſt one day feel: 
Fate wings it flight, and death is on the ſteel, 500 
Where this but lights, ſo noble life expires ; 
Its tonch makes orphans, bathes the cheeks of 
fires, : 
Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 
And leaves ſuch objects as diſtract the fair. 
Ulyſſes haſtens with a trembling heart, 
Before him ſteps, and bending draws the dart! 
Forth flows the blood; an eazer pang ſucceeds ; 
Tydides monnts, and to the navy ſpeeds. 
Now on the field Ulyſſes ſtands alone, 
The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on: 510 
But ſtands collected in himſelf and whole, 
And queſtions thus his own unconquer'd ſoul : 
What farther ſubterf:ge, what hopes remain? 
What ſhame, inglorious, if Iquitthe plain ? 
What danger, ſingly if I ſtand the ground, 515 
My friends all ſcatter'd, all the foes around? 
Yet wherefore doubtful? let this truth ſuffice ; 
The brave meets danger, and the coward flies: 
To die or conquer, proves a hero's heart 
And knowing this, I knowa ſoldier's part. $28 
Such thoughts revolving in his careful breaſt, 
Near, and more near, the tkady cohort: preſt ; 
Theſe, in the warriour, their own fate incloſe: 
And round him deep the ſteely circle grows. 


So fares a boar, whom all the troop ſurrounds 


| 525 
Of ſhouting huntſmen, and of clamorous hoynds ; 
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He griads his ivory tuſks; he foams with ire; 
His ſanguine eye-balls glare with living fire; 

By theſe, by thoſe, on every part is ply'd ; 

And the red fla':ghter ſpreads on every ſide. 530 
Pierc'd through the thoulder, firſt Deiopis fell; 
Next Ennomus and Thoon ſunk to hell; 
Cherſidamus, beneath the navel thruſt, 

Falls prone to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt, 
Charops, the ſon of fippaſns, was near; 535 
Ulyſtes reach'd him with the fatal ſpear ; 

But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 

Secus, the brave, the generous, and the wiſe : 
Near as he drew, the warriour thus began: 

O great Ulyſſes, much-endurivg man | 540 

Not deeper ſkill'd in every martial fleight, 

Than worn to toils, and active in the fight ! 

This day two brothers ſhall thy conqueſt grace, 
And end at once the great Hippaſian race, * 

Or thou beneath this lance muſt preſs the field 


$45 
He ſaid, and forceſul pierc'd his ſpacious ſhield : 
Through the ſtrong braſs the ringing javelin 
thrown, . | 
Plongh'd half his fide, and bar'd it to the bone. 
By Pallas' care, the ſpear, though deep infix'd, 
Stopt ſhort of life, nor with his entrails mix'd. 
| 50 
The wound not mortal wiſe Ulyſſes knew, 
Then furious thus (but firſt ſome ſteps with- 
drew) : | 
Unhappy man! whoſe death our hands ſhall 
grace! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finiſh'd is thy race. 
No longer check my conqueſts on the foe; 555} | 
But, pierc'd by this, to endleſs darkneſs go, 
And add one ſpectre to the realms below 
He ſpoke; while Socus, ſeiz'd with ſudden | 
fright, 
Trembling gave way, and turn'd his back to 
flight ; 
Between his ſhoulders pierc'd the following dart, 
60 
Arul held its paſſage through the panting 5 
Wide in his breaſt appear*d the grizly wound; 
He falls; his armour rings againſt the ground. 
Then thus Ulyſſes, gazing on the lain : 
Fam'd fon of Hippaſus ! there preſs the plain; 565 
There ends thy narrow ſpan aſſign'd by Fate, 
Heaven owes Ulyſles yet a longer date. 
Ah, wretch ! no father ſhall thy corpſe compoſe, 
Thy dying eyes no tender mother cloſe ; 
But hungry birds ſhall tear thoſe balls away, 570 
And hovering vultures ſcream around their prey. 
Me Greece ſhall honour, when I meet my doom, 
With ſolemn funerals and a laiting tomb. 
Then, raging with intolerable ſmart, 
He writhes his body, and extracts the dart. 575 
The dart a tide of ſpouting gore purſued, 
And gladden'd Troy with fight of hoſtile blood. 
Now troops on troops the fainting chief invade, 
Fo c'd he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears; 580 
The well-known voice thrice Menelaus hears : 
Alarm'd, to Ajax Telamon he cry'd, 
Who thares his labours, and defends his fide : 


pry 
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O friend | Ulyſſes' ſhouts invade my ear; 585 
Pi: £f'd be feems, and no aſſiſtance near: 


Strong as he is; yet, one oppos'd to all, 

Oppreſs'd by multitudes, the beſt may fall. 

Greece, robb'd of him, muſt bid her hoſts de. 
ſpair, 

And fall a loſs, not ages can repair. 

Then, where the cry directs, his courſe. he bends; 

Great Ajax, like the God of War, attends. 

The prudent chief in ſore diſtreſs they found, 

With bands of furious Trojans comparſs'd round. 

As when ſome huntſman, with a flying ſpear, 

From the blind thicket wounds a ſtately deer; 


3 

Down his cleft fide while freth the blood diftills 
He hounds aloft, and ſcuds from hills to hills: 
Till, life's warm vapour iſſuing through the 

. wound, 
Wild mountain-wolves the fainting beaſt ſur- 

round ; | 

Juſt as their jaws his proſtrate limbs invade, 600 
The lion ruſhes through the woodland ſhade, 
The wolves, though hungry, ſcour diſpers'd away; 
The lordly ſavage vindicates his prey. 
Ulyſſes thus, unconquer'd by his pains, 
A ſingle warriour, half an hoſt ſuſtains : 605 
But ſoon as Ajax heaves his tower- like ſhield, 
The ſcatter*d crouds fly frighted o'er the field; 
Atrides' arm the ſinking hero ſtays, 
And, ſav'd from numbers, to his car conveys. 

Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew; 610 
And firſt Doryclus, Priam's ſon, he ſlew. 
On ſtrong Pandocus next inflicts a wound, 
And lays Lyſander bleeding on the ground. 


As when a torrent, ſwell'd with wintery rains, 


Pours from the mountains o'er the delug'd plains, 
15 
And pines and oaks, from their foundations Rf 
A country's ruins ! to the ſeas are borne : 
Fierce Ajax thus o'erwhelms the yielding throng ; 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 
But Hector, from this ſcene of ſlaughter 2 
20 
Rag'd on the left, and rul'd the tide of war: 
Loud groans proclaim his progreſs through the 
plain, 
And deep Scamander ſwells with heaps of ſlain. 
There Neſtor and Idomeneus oppoſe 
The warriour's fury, there the battle glows; 625 
There fierce on foot, or from the chariot's height, 
His ſword deforms the beauteous ranks of fight. 
The ſpouſe of Helen, dealing darts around, 
Had pierc'd Machaon with a diſtant wound : 
In his right ſhoulder the broad ſhaft appear'd, 639 
And trembling Greece for her phyſician fear'd. 
To Neſtor then Idomeneus begun : 
Glory of Greece, old Neleus' valiant ſon ! 
Aſcend thy chariot, haſte with ſpeed away, 
And great Machaon to the ſhips convey. 635 
A wiſe phyfician, ſkill'd our wounds to heal, 
Is more than armies to the puhlic weal. 
Old Neſtor mounts the ſeat : beſide him rode 
The wounded offspring cf the healing God. 
He lends the laſh ; the ſteeds with founding feet 
640 
Shake the dry field, and thunder tow'rd the fleet. 
But now Cebriones, from Hector's car, 
Survey d the warious fortune of the war, 
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While here (he cry'd) the flying Greeks are Fix'd as the bar between two warring powers, 
lain; While hifſing darts deſcend in iron ſhowers : 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 645 In his broad buckler many a weapon ſtood, 
Before great Ajax ſee the mingled throng Its ſurface briftled with a quivering wood; 


Of men and chariots driven in heaps along ! 

I know him well, diſtinguiſh'd o'er the field 

By the broad glittering of the ſeyen-fold ſhield, 

Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy ſteeds, 650 

There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds ; 

There horſe and foot in mingled deaths unite, 

And groans of ſlaughter mix with ſhouts of fight. 
Thus having ſpoke, the driver's laſh reſounds; 

$wift through the ranks the rapid chariot bounds; 

65 

Stung by the ſtroke, the courſers ſcour the fields 

0'er heaps of carcaſes, and hills of ſhields. 

The horſes' hoofs are bath'd in heroes” gore, 

And, daſhing, purple all the car before; 

The groaning axle ſable drops diſtils, 

And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels. 

Here Hector, plunging through the thickeſt 

fight, ; 
nete the dark phalanx, and let in the light : 
(By the long lance, the ſword, or ponderous 


660 


ſtone, 
The ranks lie ſcatter'd, and the troops o'er- 
thrown) | 665 


Ajax he ſhuns through all the dire debate, 

And fears that arm whoſe force he felt ſo late. 

But partial Jove, eſpouſing Hector's part, 

Shot heaven- bred horrour through the Grecian's 

heart; 

Confus'd, unnerv'd in Hector's preſence grown, 
670 

Amaz'd he ſtood, with terrours not his own. 

O' er his broad back his moony ſhield he threw, 

And, glaring round, with tardy ſteps withdrew. 

Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains, 

Beſet with watchful dogs and thouting ſwains, 

| 675 
Repuls'd by numbers from the nightly ſtalls, 
Though rage impels him, and though hunger 
calls 
Long ſtands the ſhowering darts, and miſſile 
fires; | 

Then ſourly flow th' indignant beaſt retires. 

do turn'd ſtern Ajax, by whole hoſts repell'd, 
680 

While his ſwoln heart at every ſtep rebell'd. 

As the flow beaſt with heavy ſtrength endued, 
In ſome wide field by troops of boys purfued, 
Though round his ſides a wooden tempeſt rain, 
Crops the tall harveſt, and lays waſte the plain; 
68 5 


Thick on his hide the hollow blows reſound, 
Ihe patient animal maintains his ground, 
Sarce from the field with all their efforts chac'd, 
and ſtirs but lowly when he ſtirs at laſt, 
On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 

The ſtrokes redoubled on his buckler rung; 
Confiding now in bulky ſtrength he ſtands, 
Now turns, and backwards bears the yielding 

bands ; 

Now ſtiff recedes, yet hardly ſeems to fly, : 
Aud threats his followers with retorted eye. 695 


690 


From his torn liver the red current flow'd, 


And many a-javelin, guiltleſs on the plain, 700 
Marks the dry duſt, and thirſts for blood in vain. 
But bold Eurypylus his aid impaits, 

And dauntleſs ſprings beneath a cloud of darts 


{ Whoſe eager javelin launch'd againſt the foe, 


Great Apiſaon felt the fatal blow ; 705 
And his ſlack knees deſert their dying load. 
The victor ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 
From Pzaris' bow a vengeful arrow fled : 
Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon ſtood, 710 
Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood. 
Back to the lines the wounded Greek retir'd, 
Yet thus, retreating, his aſſociates fir'd : 
What God, O Greciaus ! has your heart dif- 
may'd ? 
Oh, turn to arms; 'tis Ajax claims your aid, 713 
This hour he ſtands the mark of hoſtile rage, 
And this the laſt brave battle he ſhall wage ; 
Haſte, join your forces; from the gloomy grave 
The warriour reſcue, - and your country ſave. 
Thus urg'd the chief; a generous troop ap- 


pears, 720 

Who ſpread their bucklers, and advance their 
ſpears, 

To guard their wounded friend: while thus they 
ſtand 

With pious care, great Ajax joins the band: 

Each takes new courage at the hero's ſight; 

The hero rallies and renews the fight. 725 


Thus rag'd both armies like conflicting fires, 
While Neſtor's chariot far from fight retires : 
His courſers, ſteep'd in ſweat, and ſtaim'd with 

gore, 6 
The Greeks” preſerver, great Machaon, bore, 
That hour Achilles, from the topmoſt height 730 
Of his proud fleet, o'erlook'd the fields of fight; 
His feaſted eyes beheld around the plain 
The Grecian rout, the ſlaying, and the ſlain, 
His friend Machaon ſingled from the reſt, 

A tranſient pity touch'd his vengeful breaſt, 
Straight to Mencetius' much-lov*'d ſon he ſent ; 
Graceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent : 
In evil hour! Then fate decreed his doom; 
And fix'd the date of all his woes to come. 

Why calls my friend? Thy lov'd injunctions 

lay ; | 

Whate'er they will, Patroclus ſhall obey, 

O firſt of friends! (Pelides thus reply'd) 
Still at my heart, and ever at my fide! 
The time is come, when yon deſpairing hoſt 
Shall learn the value of the man they loſt: 745 
Now at my Knees the Greeks ſhall pour their 

moan, 

And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 
Go now to Neſtor, and from him be taught 
What wounded warriour late his chariot brought 
For, ſeen at diſtance, and but ſeen behind, 750 
His form recall'd Machaon to my mind; 
Nor could I, through yon cloud, diſcern his face, 


735 


| The courſers paſs'd me with ſo ſwift a pace. 
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The hero ſaid. His friend obey'd with haſte, 
Through intermingled ſhips and tents he paſs'd; 


7 
The chiefs deſcending from their car he found ; 
The panting ſteeds Eurymedon unbound. 
The warriours ſtanding on the breezy ihore, 
To dry their ſweat, and waſh away the gore, 
He paus'd a moment, while the gentle gale 760 
Convey'd that freſhue ſs the cool teas exhale ; 
Then to conſult on farther methods went, 
And took their ſeats beneath the ſhady tent. 
The draught preſcrib'd, fair Hecamede pre- 

pares, 

Arſinoũs' daughter, grac'd with golden hairs: 765 
(Whom to his aged arms, a royal ſlave, 
Greece, as the prize of Neſtor's wiſdom, gave) 
A table firſt with azure fect the plac'd; 
Whoſe ample orb a brazen charger grac'd: 
Honey new preſs'd, the ſacred flower of wheat, 


8 770 
And wholeſome garlick, crowned the ſavoury 
treat. | 
Next her white hand an antique goblet brings, 
A goblet ſacted to the Pylian Kings 
From eldeſt times : the maſſy ſculptur'd vaſe, 
Glittering with golden ſtuds, four handles grace; 


And curling vines around each handle roll d 
Support two turtle-doves emboſs' d in gold. 
A maſly weight, yet heav'd with eaſe by him, 
When the briſk neQar overlook'd the brim. 
Temper'd inthis, the nymph of form divine 780 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine ; 
With goat's-milk cheeſe a flavourous taſte be- 
ſtows, 
And lait with flour the ſmiling ſurface ſtrows. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares; 
The cordial beverage reverend Neſtor ſhares: 78 5 
Salubrious draughts the warriours' thirit allay, 
And pleaſing conference beguiles the day. 
Meantime Patroclus, by Achilles ſent, 
Unheard approach'd, and ſtood before the tent. 
Old Neſtor riſing then, the hero led 790 
To his high ſeat; the chief refus'd, and ſaid: 
*Tis now no ſeaſon for theſe Kind delays; 
The great Achilles with impatience ſtays. 
To great Achilles this reſpect I owe ; 
Who atks what hero, wounded by the foe, 795 
Was borne from combat by the foaming ſteeds. 
With grief I ſee the great Machaon bleeds: 
This to report my haſty courſe I bend; 
Thou know'lſt the fiery temper of my friend. 
Can then the ſons of Greece (the ſage rejoin'd) 
800 
Excite compaſſion in Achilles' rind? 
Seeks he the ſor rows of our hoſt to know? 
This is not half the ſtory of our woe. 
Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone, 
Our braveſt heroes in the navy groan, 805 
Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Diomed, 
And ftern Eurypylus, already bleed. 
But ah ! what flattering hopes I entertain! 
Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain: 
Ev'n till the flames conſume our fleet he ſtays, 8 10 
And Waits the riſing of the fatal blase. 
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Chief after chief the raging foe deſtroys; 

Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys. 
Now the ſlow courſe of all-impairing time 
Unſtrings my nerves, and ends my manly prime; 


I 
Oh! hadI ſtill that ſtrength my youth poſſeſg,” 
When this bold arm th* Epeian powers oppreſs'd, 
The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, | 
And ſtretch'd the great Itymonzus dead! 
Then, from my fury fled the trembling ſwains, 
| 829 
And ours was all the plunder of the plains : 
Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of ſwine, 
As many goats, as many lowing kine : 
And thrice the number of unrivall'd ſteeds, 
All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 825 
Theſe, as my firſt eſſay of arms, I won; 
Old Neleus glory'd in his conquering ſon. 
Thus Elis forc'd, her long arrears reſtor'd, 
And ſhares were parted to each Pylian lord. 
The ſtate of Pyle was ſank to laſt deſpair, 830 
When the proud Elians firſt commenc'd the war; 
For Neleus' ſons Alcides' rage had lain ; 
Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain ! 
Oppreſs'd, we arm'd; and now this conqueſt 
gain'd, 
My fire three hundred choſen ſheep obtain'd. 
8 
(That large repriſal he might juſtly claim, " 
For prize defrauded, and inſulted fame, 
When Elis* monarch at the public courſe ' 
Detain'd his chariot and victorious horſe.) 
The reſt the people ſhar'd ; myſelf ſurvey'd 840 
The juſt partition, and due victims pay'd. 
Three days were paſt, when Elis roſe to war, 
With many a courſer, and with many a car; 
The ſons of Actor at their army's head 
(Young as they were) the vengeful ſquadrons _ 
45 
High on a rock fair Thryoëſſa ſtands, | 
Our utmoſt frontier on the Pylian lands ; 
Not far the ſtreams of fam'd Alphzus flow ; 
The ſtream they paſs'd, and pitch'd their tents 
below. 
Pallas, deſcending in the ſhades of night, 850 
Alarms the Pylians, and commands the fight. 
Each burns for fame, and ſwells with martial 
pride : b | 
Myſelf the foremoſt ; but my fire deni'd; 
Fear'd for my youth, expos'd to ſtern alarms; 
And ſtopp'd my chariot, and detain'd my _ 
5s 
My fire deny'd in vain : on foot I fled 
Amidſt our chariots: for the Goddeſs led. 
Along fair Arene's delightful plain, 
Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. ü 
There, horſe and foot, the Pylian troops _ 


And, ſheath'd in arms, expect the dawning light. 


| Thence, ere the ſun advanc'd his noon-day flame, 


To great Alphæus' ſacred ſource we came. 
There firſt to Jove our ſolema rites were paid ; 
An untan'd heifer pleas'd the blue-ey'd "or - 
A bull Alphæus; and a bull was ſlain | 

To the blue monarch of the watery maine 
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Her hoſts ſhall ſink, nor his the power to aid? 


an arms we ſlept, beſide the winding flood, 

While round the town the fierce Epeians ſtood. 

Soon as the ſun, with all revealing ray, 870 

Flam'd in the front of heaven, and gave the day ; 

Bright ſcenes of arms, and works of war appear ; 

The nations meet ; there Pylos, Elis here. 

The firſt who fell, beneath my javelin bled ; 

King Augias? ſon, and ſponſe of Agamede ; 875 

(She that all ſimples' healing virtues knew, 

Andevery herb that drinks the morning dew.) 

I ſeiz'd his car, the van of battle led; 

Th' Epeians ſaw, they trembled, and they fled. 

The foc diſpers'd, their braveſt warriour oy 0 
0 

Fierce as a whirlwind now I ſwept the field: 

Full fifty captive chariots grac'4 my train; 

Two chiefs from each fell breathleſs to the plain. 


The youthful heroes in a veil of clouds, 885 
O'er heapy ſhields, and o'er the proſtrate throng, 
Collecting ſpoils, and ſlaughtering all along, 
Through wide Bupraſian fields we forc'd the 
foes, * | 
Where o'er the vales th* Olenian rocks aroſe; 
Till Pallas ſtapp'd us where Alifium flows. 890 
Ev'n there the hindmoſt of their rear I ſlay, 5 
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And the ſame ant that led, concludes the day, 
Then back to Pyle triumphant take my way. 

gta, 
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There to high Jove were public thanks a 
As firſt of Gods; to Neſtor, of mankind. 
duch then Iwas, impell'd by youthful blood; 
50 prov'd my valour for my country's good. 
Achilles with unactive fury gloves, 

And gives to paſſion What to Greece he owes. 
How fall he grieve, when to th' eternal ſhade , 
00 


J 
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0 friend ! my memory recalls the day, 
When, gathering aids along the Grecian ſea, 
I, and Ulyſſes, touch'd at Phthia's port, 
And:enter'd Peleus' hoſpitable court. 905 
A bull to Jove he flew in ſacrifice, 
And pour'd libations on the flaming thighs. 
Thyſelf, Achilles, and thy reverend fire 
Mencetius, turn'd the fragments on the fire, 
Achilles ſees us, to the feaſt invites; 910 
Social we ſit, and ſhare the genial rites. 
We then explain'd the cauſe on which we came, 
Urg'd you to arms, and found you fierce for fame. 
Your ancient fathers gene rous precepts gave: 
Peleus ſaid only this My ſon! be brave if 915 
Mengetius thus: * Though great Achilles ſhine 
In ſtrength ſuperior, and of rade divine, 
* Yet cooler thoughts thy elder years attend; 
© Let thy juſt counſels aid, and rule thy friend.” 
Thus ſpok e your father at Theſſalia's court; 920 
Vords now forgot, though now of vait import. 
Ah! try the utmoſt that a friend can ſay, 
duch gentle force the fierceſt minds obe. 
Some favouring God Achilles' heart may move; 
Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 925 
I tome dire-oragle his breaſt alarm, 
H aught from liea ven with-hold his ſaving arm; 
Ver. VI. ++ 
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The ſable blood in circles mark'd the ground. 
Then Actor's ſons had dy'd, but Neptune ſhrouds 


And this the period of our wars and fame? 955 
Eurypylus replies: No more, my friend, 
4 Greece is no more! this day her glories end. 


Tue cloſing fleſh that inſtant ceas'd to glow, 


Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 
If thou but lead the Myrmidonian line; | 
Clad in Achilles' arms, if thou appear, 930 
Proud Troy may tremble, and deſiſt from war; 
Preſs'd by freſh forces, her o'erlabour'd train 
Shall ſeek their walls, and Greece reſpire again. 
This touch'd his generous heart, and from the 
tent 
Along the ſhore with hafty ſtrides he went; 935 
Soon as he came, where, on the crouded ſtrand, 
The public mart and court of juſtice ſtand, 
Where the tall fleet of great Ulyiles lies, 
And altars to the guardian Gods ariſez 
There fad he met the brave Evzmon's ſon, 940 
Large painful drops from all his members run 
An arrow's head yet rooted in his wound, 


As faintly reeling he confeſs'd the ſmart ; 
Weak was his pace, but dauntleſs was his heart ; 


Divine compaſſion touch'd Patroclusꝰ breaſt, 

Who, ſighing, thus his bleeding friend addreſt: 

Ah, hapleſs leaders of the Grecian hoſt ! 

Thus muſt ye periſh on a barbarous coaſt ? 

Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore, 950 

Far from your friends, and from your native ' 
ſhore ? 5 

Say, great Eurypylus! ſhall Greece yet ſtand? 

Reſiſts ſhe yet the raging Hector's hand? 

Or are her heroes doom'd to die with fhame, 


Ev'n to the ſhips victorious Troy purſues, 
Her force encreafing as her toil renews. 
Thoſe chiefs, that us'd her utmoſt rage to meet, 


| 9 

Lie pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in the 
et. 

But thou, Patroclus! act a friendly part, 

Lead to my ſhips, and draw this deadly dart; 

With lukewarm water waſh the gore away, 

With healing balms the raging ſmart allay, 9635 

Such as ſage Chiron, fire of Pharmacy, 

Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee. 

Of two fam'd ſurgeons, Podalirius ſtands 

This hour ſurrounded by the Trojan bands; 

And great Machaon, wounded in his tent, 9g7@ 

Now wants that ſuccour which ſo oft he lent. 

To him the chief: What then remains to do? 
Th' event of things the Gods alone can view. 
Charg'd by Achilles'“ great command 1 fly, 

And bear with haſte the Pylian king's reply; 975 

But thy diſtreſs this inftant claims relief. f 

He ſaid, and in his arms upheld the chief. 

The flaves their maſter's ſlow approach ſurvey'd, 

And hides of oxen on the floor diſplay'd 

There ſtretch'd at length the wounded hero lay, 
: 980 

Patroclus cut the forky ſteel away. ? 

Then in his hands a bitter root he bruis'd; 

The wound he waſh'd, the ſtyptic juice infus'd. 
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The wound to torture, and the blood to flow. 
N 


Their powers neglected, and no victim ſlain, 


And what ſurviv'd of Greece to Greece return'd; 


. 
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2 CR + © Battle at the di Wall. 


THE Greeks being retired into their entrenchments, Hefor attempts to force 


them; but it proving impoſſible to paſs the ditch, Polydamas _— to quit their 


chariots, and manage the attack on foot. The Trojans follow + 
having divided their army into five bodies of foot, begin the aſſault. 


ts * and, 
ut upon 


the ſignal of an eagle with a ſerpent in Bis talons, which appeared on the 
by - hand of the Trojans, Polydamas endeavours to withdraw them again, 
is Heftor oppoſes, and continues the attack; in which, after many 
ations, Sarpedon makes the firſt breach in the wall: Hector alſo caſting a 
lone of a vaſt ſize, forces open one of the gates, and enters at the head of bis 
troops, who wviftoriouſly purſue the Grecians even to their ſhips. g 


| HILE thus the hero's pious cares attend 
The care and ſafety of his wounded friend, 
Trojans and Greeks with claſhing ſhields engage, 
And mutual deaths are dealt with mutual rage. 
Nor long the trench or lofcy walls oppoſe ; 5 
With Gods averſe th' ill-fated works aroſe: 


wy 


The walls were rais'd, the trenches ſank in vain. 
Without the Gods, how ſhort a period ſtands 
The proudeſt monument of mortal hands! 10 

This ſtood, while Hector and Achilles rag'd, 
While ſacred Troy the warring hoſts engag'd; 
But when her ſons were ſlain, her city burn'd, 


Then Neptune and Apollo ſhook the ſhore, 15. 
Then 1da's ſummits pour'd their watery ſtore ; 
Rheſus and Rhodius then unite their rills, 
Careſus roaring down the ſtony hills, 

ÆAſepus, Granicus, with mingled force, 


| The ſtrokes yet echoed of contending powers ; 


Inceſſant cataracts the Thunderer pours, 
And half the ſkies deſcend in fluicy ſhowers. 
With his huge trident wounds the trembling 
ſhore, Sol he 30 
Vaſt ſtones and piles from their foundation 
” heaves, | TT AIDAN 

And whelms the ſmoky ruin in the waves. 


flood, | | 
No fragment tells where once the wonder ſtood; 


| In their old bqunds the rivers roll again, 34 
Shine 'twixt the hills, or wander o'er the plain. 


But this the Gods in later times perform; 
As yet the bulwark ſtood, and brav'd the ſtorm; 
War thunder'd at the gates, and blood diſtain'd 

the towers. „ 25 
Smote by the arm of Jove, with dire diſmay, 


And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful ſource; 
1 e : 20 
And gulphy Simois, rolling to the main 
Helmets, and ſhields, and god-like heroes ſlain : 
Theſe turn'd by Phoebus from their wonted ways, 
Deluged the rampire nine continual days ; 
The weight of waters ſaps the yielding wall, 25 
And to the ſea the floating bulwarks fall. | 


Cloſe by their hollow ſhips the Grecians lay ; 
Hector's approach in every wind they hear, 


| And He&or's fury every moment fear. 


He, like a whirlw ind, toſs'd the ſcat tering throng, 


Ki | RO. 
Mingled the troops, and drove the field along. 
So *midſt the dogs and hunters daring bands, 
Fierce of his might, a boar or lion ſtands ; 


% 


The God of Ocean, marching ſtern before, $ 


Now ſmooth'd with ſand, and level'd by the 


r 
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Arm'd foes around a dreadful circle form, In arms with theſe the mighty Aſius Rood, 
And hiffing javelins rain an iron ſtorm: o | Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 110 
His powers untam'd their bold aſſault defy, And whom Ariſba's yellow courſers bore, _ 
And where he turns, the rout difperſe, or die: The courſers fed on Selle's winding ſhore.” - 
He foams, he glares, he bounds againſt them all, Antenor's ſons the fourth battalion guide, 
And if he falls, his courage makes him fall. And great Eneas, born on fountful Ide. 
With equal rage encompalſs'd Hector glows; 55 Divine Sarpedon the laſt band obey'd, 115 
Exhorts his armies, and the trenches ſhows. { Whom Glaucus and Aſteropæus aid; | | 
The panting ſteeds impatgent fury breathe, Next him, the braveſt at their army's head, 2 
But inort and tremble at the gulph beneath; But he more brave than all the hoſts he led. $ 
Juſt on the brink they neigh, and paw the Now with compacted ſhields, in cloſe array, 
ground, | | The moving legions ſpeed their headlong way: | 
And the turf trembles, and the ſkies reſound. 60 - as 120 
Eager they view'd the proſpect dark and deep, | Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, i 
Vaſt was the leap, ind headlong hung the ſteep ; | And ſee the Grecians gaſping at their feet. 'Þ 
The bottom bare (a formidable ſhow !) While every Trojan thus, and every aid, | 
And briſtled thick with ſharpened ſtakes below. | Th' advice of wiſe Polydamas obey'd ; 
The foot alone this ſtrong defence could force, 65 | ' Afius alone, confiding in his car, i 
And try the paſs impervious to the horig, | 'His vaunted courſers urg'd to meet the war. | 
This ſaw Polydamas; who, wiſely braye, Unhappy hero! and advis'd in vain | [| 
Reſtrain'd great Hector, and his counſel gave: | Thoſe wheels returning ne'er ſhall mark the | 
Oh thou ! bold leader of "the Trojan bands, plain; 1 
| And you, confederate chiefs from foreign lands ! | No more thoſe courſers with triumphant joy | 
4 . | \ 7 '70 | Reſtore their maſter tothe gates of Troy 130 1 
7 What entrance here can cumbrous chariots find, I Black death attends behind the Grecian wall, by 
„ The ſtakes beneath, the Grecian walls behind? And great Idomeneus ſhall boaſt thy fall. 
| No paſs through thoſe, without a | thouſand | Fierce to the left he drives, where from the il 
4 wounds, | plain | 
2 No ſpace for combat in yon narrow bounds. The flying Crecians ſtrove their ſhips to gath ; | 
Proud of the favours mighty Jove has ſnown, 75 | Swift through the wall their horſe and chariots 4 
, On certain dangers we too raſhly run : paſh;-+ | 1 
y If tis his will our haughty foes to tame, The gates half-open'd to receive the laſt, 4 
4 Oh may this inſtant end the Grecian name I Thither, exulting in his force, he flier : = 
1 Here, far from Argos, let their heroes fall, His following hoſt with clamours rend the ſkies; 0 
1 And one great day deſtroy and bury all ! 80 To plunge the Grecians headlong in the main, 
But ſhould they turn, and here oppreſs our train, | Such their proud hopes, but all their hopes were 
What hopes, what methods of retreat remain? vain, ; 
Wedg'd in the trench, by our own troops con- To guard the gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 
fus'd, 5 Who from the Lapiths' warlike race deſcend; 
45 In one promiſcuous carnage cruſh'd and bruis'd ; | This Pilypœtes' great Pirithous heir, | 12 
if All Troy muſt periſh, if their arms prevail, 85 | And that Leonteus, like the God of war. 
Nor ſhall a Trojan live to tell the tale. As two tall oaks, before the wall they riſe; 145 
4 Hear then, ye warriours! and obey with ſpeed; Their roots in earth, their heads amidſt the ſkies : 
1 Back from the trenches let your ſteeds be led, Whoſe ſpreading arms, with leafy honours 
Then all alighting, wedg'd in firm array, crown'd, | 5 
hs Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the way: go | Forbid the tempeſt. and protect the ground; 
So Greece ſhall ſtoop before our conquering | High on the hill appears their ſtately form, 
1 power, And their deep roots for ever brave the ſtorm 
? And this (if [ove conſent) her fatal hour. e ,y I 50s 
4 This counſel pleas'd: the God-like Hector So graceful theſe, and ſo the ſhock they ſtand 
ſprung | I Of raging Aſius, and his furious band. 
2 Swift from his ſeat; his clanging armour rung. Oreſtes, Acamus, in front appear, 
n; The chief's example follow'd by his train, 95 And Oenomaus and Thoon clote the rear; 
4 Each quits his car, and iſſues on the plain. In vain their clamours ſhake the arabient fields, 
18 By orders ſtrict the charioteers enjoin'd, | | 155 
F Compel the courſers to their ranks behind. In vain around them beat their hollow ſhields ; 
The forces part in five diſtinguiſh'd bands, The fearleſs brothers on the Grectans call, 
And all obey their ſeveral chiefs' commands. 100 To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 
The beſt and braveſt in the firſt conſpire, Ev'n u hen they ſaw Troy's {able truops impend, 
| Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire: And Greece tumultuous from her towers deſcent, 
12s Great Hector glorious in the van of theſe, ; | 160 
45 Polydamas, and brave Cebriones, Forth from the portals ruſh'd th' intrepid pair, 
: Before the next the graceful Paris ſhines, 105 ; Oppos'd their breaſts, and ftood themſelves the 
And bold Alcathous, and Agenor joins. war, — 
The ſons of Priam with the third appear, | | N 2 | . 


4 we 


Deiphobus, and Helenus the ſeer; 


den 
Rouz'd with the cries of dogs and voice of men 
On every ſide the crackling trees they tear, 165 
And root the ſhrubs, and lay the foreſt bare ; 


They gnaſh their tuſks, with fire their eye-balls 


- #; roll, | : ; 
Till ſome wide wound lets out their mighty 
ſoul. ; 
Around their heads the whiſtling javelins ſung, 
With ſounding ſtrokes their brazen targets rung ; 


3-15 
Vierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian 
powers 
Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the lofty 
towers: 


To ſave their fleet, the laſt efforts they try, 
And ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſts fly. 
As when ſharp Boreas blows abroad, and, brings 
175 
The dreary winter on his frozen wings; 
Beneath the low-hung clouds the ſheets of ſnow 
Deſcend, and whiten all the fields below : 
do faſt the darts on either army pour, 
So down the rampires rolls the rocky ne ; 
6 180 
Heavy and thick reſound the batter d ſhields, 
And the deaf echo rattles round the fields. 
With mame repuls'd, with grief and fury 
driven, | 
The frantic Aſius thus accuſes Heaven: 
In Powers immortal who ſhall no believe? 185 
Can thoſe too flatter, and can Jove deceive? 
What man could doubt but Troy's victorious 
wer 
should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour? 
But like when waſps from hollow crannies drive 
To guard the entrance of their common hive, 
| | — 
Parkening the rock, while with unwearied 
win 
They ſtrike th? aſſailants, and infix their ſtings; 
A race determin'd, that to death contend: 
So fierce theſe Greeks their laſt retreats defend. 
Gods! ſhall two warriours only guard their gates, 
ED 195 
Repel an army, and defraud the Fates? 
Theſe empty accents mingled with the wind ; 
Nor mov'd great Jove's unalterable mind; 
To fod-like Hector, and his matchleſs might 
Was ow'd the glory of the deſtin'd fight. 200 
Like deeds of arms through all the forts were 
tri'd, ; 
And all the gates ſuſtain'd an equal tide 3 
Through the long walls the ſtony ſhowers were 


heard, : 
The blaze of flames, the flaſh ot arms, ap- 
ear'd. . 
The ſpirit of a God my breaſt inſpire, 205 


To raiſe each act to life, and ſing with fire 
While Greece unconquer'd kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair ; . 
And all her guardian Gods, in deep diſmay, 
Wü ungifting arms deplor'd the day, 210 
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So two wild b6ars ſpring furious from their 
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Ev'n yet the dauntleſs Lapithz maintain 
The dreadful paſs, and round them heap the 
 Nain, | ee 
Firſt Damaſus, by Polypates' ſteet 
Pierc'd through his helmet's brazen vizor, fell; 
The weapon drank the mingled brains and gore; 
21 
The warriour finks, tremendous now no more 
Next Ormenus and Pylog yield their breath, 
Nor leſs Leonteus ſtrows the field with death: 
Firſt through the, belt Hippomachus he gor'd, 
Then ſadden wav*d his unreſiſted ſword ; 
Antiphates, as through the ranks he broke, 


The faulchion ſtruck, and fate purſued the 


ſtroke z 
Iamenys, Oreſtes, Menon, bled; 


And round him roſe a monument of dead. 


Meantime, the braveſt of the Trojan crew, 
| * 22 
Bold Hector and Polydamas purſue; 8 
Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 
And wrap in rolling flames the fleet and wall. 
Theſe on the farther bank now ſtood and gaz'd, 
By Heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amaz'd: 230 
A ſignal omen ſtopp'd the paſſing hoſt, x 
Their martial fury in their wonder loſt. 
Jove's bird on ſounding pinions beat the ſkies; 
A bleeding ſerpent, of enormous ſize, 
His talons truſs'd; alive, and curling round, 235 
He ſtung the bird, whoſe throat receiv'd the 
__ wound: 2 | 
ad wit a the ſmart, he drops the fatal prey, 
In airy circle wings, his painful way, © 
Floats on the winds, and rends the heayens with 
cries: 
Amidſt the hoſt the falling ſerpent lies. 240 
They, pale with terrour, mark its ſpires unroli'd, 
And Jove's portent with beating hearts behold. 
Then firſt Polydamas the filence broke, 
Long weigh'd the ſignal, and to Hector ſpoke : 
How oft, my brather, thy reproach bear, 24; 
For words well-meant, and fentiments ſincere ! 
Trae to thoſe counſels which I judge the beſt, 
I tell the faithful dictates of my breaſt. 
To ſpeak his thoughts, is every freeman's right, 
In peace and war, in council and in fight; 250 
And all I move, deferring to thy ſway, 
But tends to raiſe that power which I obey. 
Then hear my words, nor may my words be 
Vain; F 5 
Seek not, this day, the Grecian ſhips'to gain; 
For ſure, to warn us Jove his omen ſent, 255 
And thus my mind explains its clear event. 
The victor eagle, whoſe ſiniſter flight 


Retards our hoſt, and fills our hearts with fright, 


Diſmiſs'd his conqueſt in the middle ſkies, 

Allow'd to ſeize, but not poſſeſs the prize; 260 

Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian 
foot ˖ 5 55. | 


Though theſe proud bulwarks tumble at our feet, 
| Toils unforeſeen, and fiercer, are decreed ; 


More woes ſhall follow, and more heroes bleed. 


So bodes my ſoul, and hids me thus adviſe ; 263 


For thus a {kilful ſeer would read the ſkies. 


To ri 
Whil: 
With 


im then Hector with diſdain return'd : 
rce as he ſpoke, his eyes with fury burn'd) 
Are theſe the faithful counſels of thy tongue? 
Thy will is partial, not thy reaſon wrong: 
Or, if the purpoſe of thy heart thou vent, 
Sure Heaven reſumes the litt e ſenſe it lent. 
What coward counſels would thy madneſs move, 
Againſt the word, the will reveald of Jove? 
The leading ſign, th' irrevocable nod, 275 
And happy thunders of the fayouring God, ; 
Theſe ſhall I flight? and guide my wavering 
mind' | | | 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind ? 
Ye vagrants ofthe ſky ! your wings extend, 
Or where the ſuns ariſe, or where deſcend ; 280 
To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 
While T the dictates of high Heaven obey. | 
Without a ſign his ſword the brave man draws, « 
And aſks no omen but his country's cauſe. | 
But why ſhouldſt thou ſuſpect the war's ſucceſs? 
28. 
None fears it more, as none promotes it leſs: : 
Though all our chiefs amid yon ſhips expire, 
Truſt thy own cowardiſe t' eſcape their fire. 
Troy and her ſons may find a general grave, 


270 


But thou canſt live, for thou canſt be a ſlave. 290 


Yet ſhould the fears that wary mind ſuggeſts 
Spread their cold poiſon through our ſoldiers 
breaſts, 

My javelin can revenge fo baſe a part, 

And free the ſoul that quivers in thy heart. 
Furious he ſpoke, and, ruſhing to the wall, 295 

Calls on his hoſt; his hoſt obey the call; f 

With ardour follow where their leader flies: 

Redoubling clamours thunder in the ſcies. 

Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 

And drifts of duſt the clouded navy hide: 300 

He filis the Greeks with terrour and diſmay, 

And gives great Hector the predeſtin'd day. 

Strong in themſelves, but ſtronger in their aid, 

Cloſe to the works their rigid ſiege they laid. 

In vain the mounds and maſſy beams defend, 305 

While theſe they undermine, and thoſe they rend; 

Upheave the piles that prop the ſolid wall; ; 

And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruins fall. 

Greece on her rampart ſtands the fierce alarms ; 


The clouded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, | 


310 

Shield touching ſhield, a long refulgent row; 

Whence hiſſing darts, inceſſant, rain below. 

The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 

And rouze, with flame divine, the Grecian power. 

The generous impulſe every Greek obeys: 

Threats urge the fearful; and tlie valiant, praiſe. 
Fellows in arms! whoſe deeds are known to 

fame, 

And you whoſe ardour hopes an equal name ! 

Since not alike endued with force or art; 

Behold a day when each may act his part! 

A day to fire the brave, and varm the cold, 

To gain new glories, or augment the old. 

Urge thoſe who ſtand ; and thoſe who faint, ex- 

cite; ; 
Drown Hector's vaunte in loud exhorts of fight; 


320 
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315 | 


And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. 
Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers; 
And now the ſtones deſcend in heavier ſhowers. 
W 33230 
As when high Jove his ſharp artillery ſorms, 
And opes his cloudy magazine of ſtorms; 
In winter's bleak, uncomfortable reign, 
A ſnowy inundation hides the plain ; 
He ſtills the winds, and bids the ſkies toſleep; 335 
Then pours the ſilent tempeſt, thick and deep: 
And firſt the mountain-tops are cover'd o'er, 
Then the green fields, and then the ſandy ſore z 
Bent with the weight the nodding woods are 
Þ leon, 
And one bright waſte hides all the works of men: 
Thecircling ſeas alone, abſorbing all, 
Drink the diſſolving fleeces as they fall. 
So from each ſide increas'd the ſtony rain, 
And the white ruin riſes o'er the plain. 44 
Thus god-like Hector and his troops contend 


To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; 

Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would 
yield, 

Till great Sarpedon tower'd amid the field; 

For mighty Jove inſpir'd with martial flame 

His matchleſs ſon, and urg'd him on to fame. 3 5 

In arms he ſhines, conſpicuous from afar, | 

And bears aloft his ample ſhield in air; 

| Within whoſe orb the thick bull-hides were roll'd, 

Ponderous with braſs, and bound with ductile 
gold : : 

And, while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 


So, preſs'd with hunger, from the mountain's 
brow We! 

Deſcends a lion on the flocks below; 

So ſtalks the lordly ſavage o'er the plain, 

In ſullen majeſty, and ſtern diſdain : 360 

In vain loud maſtiffs bay him from afar, 

And ſhepherds gall him with an iron war; 

Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his way; 

He foams, he roars, he rends the panting prey. 
Reſolv'd alike, divine Sarpedon glows 36g 

With generous rage that drives him on the foes. 

| He views the towers, and meditates their fall, 


| | To ſure deſtruction dooms th” aſpiring wall.; 


Then, caſting on his friend an ardent look, 

Fir'd with the thirſt of glory, thus he ſpoke : 370 
Why boaſt we, Glaucus ! our extended reign, 

Where Xanthus' ſtreams enrich the Lycian plain, 

| Our numerous herds that range the fruitful feld, 

And hills where vines their purple harveſt yield, 


| Our foaming bowls with purer nectar crown'd, 


| 375 
| Our feaſts enhanc'd with muſick's ſprightiy 
ſoynd *? | 
Why on thoſe ſhores are we with joy ſurvey'd, 
Admir'd as heroes, and as Gods obey'd ; 

Unleſs great acts ſuperior merit prove, 
And vindicate the bounteous Pow'rs above? 33a 


Conqueſt, not ſafety, ſill the thoughts of all; 325 
Seck not your fleet, but fally from the wall 


"Tis ours, the dignity they give to grace; 


The firſt in valour, as the firſt in place; 


So Jove once more may drive their routed train, 


- " 355 
Majeſtic moves along, and leads his Lyeian bands. 
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So two wild b6ars ſpring furious from their 


den, {4 


| Rouz'd with the cries of dogs and voice of men 


On every ſide the crackling trees they tear, 165 

And root the ſhrubs, and lay the foreſt bare; 

They gnaſh their tuſks, with fire their eye-balls 
roll : 27 

Till ſome wade wound lets out their mighty 

ſoul, 1 
Around their heads the whiſtling javelins ſang, 
With ſounding ſtrokes their brazen targets rung; 


EN 
Pierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian 
powers 5 | 
Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the lofty 
towers: | 


To fave their fleet, the laſt efforts they try, 

And ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſts fly. 
As when ſharp Boreas blows abroad, and, brings 

| 33 

The dreary winter on his frozen wings; 

Beneath the low-hung clouds the ſheets of ſnow 

Deſcend, and whiten all the fields below : 

So faſt the darts on either army pour, 


So down the rampires rolls the rocky ſhower ; 
180 


Heavy and thick re ſound the batter d ſhields, 


And the deaf echo rattles round the fields. 


With ſhame repuls'd, with grief and fury 
driven, | 
The frantic Aſius thus accuſes Heaven: 
In Powers immortal who ſhall no believe? 18 5 


Can thoſe too flatter, and can Jove deceive? _ 
What man could doubt but Troy's victorious 


Should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour? 

But like when waſps from hollow crannies drive 

To guard the entrance of their common hive, 

| 1 88 a 

Darkening the rack, while with unwearied 
win 


They irke th' aſſailants, and infix their ſtings ; 


A race determin'd, that to death contend : 
So fierce theſe Greeks their laſt retreats defend. 
Gods! ſhall two warriours only guard their gates, 
5 195 
Repel an army, and defraud the Fates? 
Theſe empty accents mingled with the wind ; 
Nor mov'd great ſove's unalterable mind 
To fod-like Hector, and his matchleſs might 


Was ow'd the glory of the deſtin'd fight. 200 


Like deeds of arms through all the forts were 
tri'd, 5 , l F 
And all the gates ſuſtzin'd an equal tide ; 


Through the long walls the ſtony ſhowers were 


heard, 8 
The blaze of flames, the flaſh ot arms, ap- 
car*d, 5 
The irie of a God my breaſt inſpire, 205 


To raiſe each act tolife, aud ſing with fire! 
While Greece unconquer'd Kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair ; 
And all her guardian Gods, in deep diſmay, 
Wun ungſfuſting arms deplor'd the day, 210 


HOMER. 


Ey'n yet the dauntleſs Lapithz maintain 
The dreadful paſs, and round them heap the 


ſlain. | 
Firſt Damaſus, by Po ' ſheet | 
Pierc'd through his helmet's brazen vizor, fell; 


The weapon drank the mingled brains and gore; 


21 
The warriour finks, tremendous now no more Y 
Next Ormenus and Pylog yield their breath, 
Nor leſs Leonteus ſtrows the field with death: 
Firſt through the, belt Hippomachus he gor'd, 
Then ſadden wav'd his unreſiſted ſword 
Antiphates, as through the ranks he broke, 
The faulchion ſtruck, and fate purſued the 
ſtroke z i HE 2 
Iamenus, Oreſtes, Menon, bled; 


And round him roſe a monument of dead. 


Meantime, the braveſt of the Trojan crew, 
3 22 

Bold Hecder and Polydamas purſue ; TY 
Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 
And wrap in rolling flames-the fleet and wall. 
Theſe on the farther bank now ſtood and gaz'd, 
Ey Heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amaz'd: 230 
A ſignal omen ſtopp'd the paſſing hoſt, v7 
Their martial fury in their wonder loſt. 
Jove's bird on ſounding pinions beat the ſkies; 
A bleeding ſerpent, of enormous ſize, 


His talons truſs' d; alive, and curling round, 24; 


He ſtung the bird, whoſe throat receiv'd the 
wound: 2 vet © 

Mad wit the ſmart, he drops the fatal prey, 

In airy circle wings, his painful way, © 

Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with 
cries: 

Amidſt the hoſt the falling ſerpent lies. | 

They, pale with terrour, mark its ſpires unroli'd, 

And Jove's portent with beating hearts behold. 

Then firſt Polydamas the filence broke, 

Long weigh'd the ſignal, and to Hector ſpoke : 

How oft, my brather, thy reproach 1 bear, 24; 

For words well-meant, and fentiments fincere ! 

True to thoſe counſels which I judge'the beſt, 

I tell the faithful dictates of my breaſt. 

To ſpeak his thoughts, is every freeman's right, 

In peace and war, in council and in fight; 250 

And all I move, deferring to thy ſway, 

But tends to raiſe that power which I obey. 

Then hear my words, nor may my words be 
vain A 5 

Seek not, this day, the Grecian ſhips'to gain; 

For ſure, to warn us Jove his omen ſent, 255 

And thus my mind explains its clear event. 

The victor eagle, whoſe ſiniſter light 

Retards our hoſt, and fills our hearts with fright, 

Diſmiſs'd his conqueſt m the middle ſkies, 

Allow'd to ſeize, but not pofſeſs the prize; 260 

Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian 
eee 5 7 | | 


Though theſe proud bulwarks tumble at our feet, 
| Toils unforeſeen, and fiercer, are decreed ; 

| More woes ſhall follow, and more heroes bleed. 
So bodes my ſoul, and bids me thus adviſe ; 263 


For thus a ſkilful ſeer would read the ſkies. 
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Tochim then Hector with diſdain return'd: 
(Fierce as he ſpoke, his eyes with fury burn'd) 
Are theſe the faithful counſels of thy tongue? 
Thy will is partial, not thy reaſon wrong: 
Or, if the purpoſe of thy heart thou vent, 
sure Heaven reſumes the litt e ſenſe it lent. 
What coward counſels would thy madneſs move, 
Againſt the word, the will reveal'd of Jove? 
The leading ſign, th' irrevocable nod, 275 
And happy thunders of the fayouring God, 
Theſe thall I flight? and guide my wavering 

mind' DE 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind? 
Ye vagrants of the ſky ! your wings extend, 
Or where the ſuns ariſe, or where deſcend ; 280 
To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 
While T the dictates of high Heaven obey, 
Without a ſign his ſword the brave man draws, « 
And aſks no omen but his country's cauſe. 
But why ſhouldſt thou ſuſpect the war's ſacceſs ? 

28, 

None fears it more, as none promotes it leſs: : 
Though all our chiefs amid yon ſhips expire, 
Truſt thy own cowardiſe t' eſcape their fire. 
Troy and her ſons may find a general grave, 
But thou canſt live, for thou canſt be a ſlave. 290 
Yet ſhould the fears that wary mind ſuggeſts 
Spread their cold poiſon through our ſoldiers' 

breaſts, 
My javelin can revenge fo baſe a part, 
And free the ſoul that quivers in thy heart. 

Furious he ſpoke, and, ruſhing to the wall, 295 
Calls on his hoſt; his hoſt obey the call ; 
With ardour follow where their leader flies : 
Redoubling clamours thunder in the ſkies, 

Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 

And drifts of duſt the clouded navy hide: 300 

He fills the Greeks with terrour and diſmay, 

And gives great Hector the predeſtin'd day. 

Strong in themfelves, but ſtronger in their aid, 

Cloſe to the works their rigid ſiege they laid. 

In vain the mounds and maſſy beams defend, 305 

While theſe they undermine, and thoſe they rend; 

Upheave the piles that prop the ſolid wall ; 

And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruins fall. 

Greece on her rampart ſtands the fierce alarms ; 

The clouded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 

310 

Shield touching ſhield, a long refulgent row; 

Whence hiſſing darts, inceſſant, rain below. 

The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 

And rouze, with flame divine, the Grecian power. 

The generous impulſe every Greek obeys: 

Threats urge the fearful; and tlie valiant, praiſe. 
Fellows in arms! whoſe deeds are known to 

fame, | 

And you whoſe ardour hopes an equal name ! 

Since not alike endued with force or art; | 

Behold a day when each may act his part! 

Aday to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 

To gain new glories, or augment the old. 

Urge thoſe who ſtand ; and thoſe who faint, ex- 

cite; ; 
Drown Hector's vaunte in loud exhorts of fight; 
Conqueſt, not ſafety, ſill ehe thoughts of all; 325 
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So Jove once more may drive their routed train, 

And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. | 
Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers; 

And now the ſtones deſcend in heavier ſhowers. 


330 


As when high Jove his ſharp artillery forms, 
And opes his cloudy magazine of ſtorms; 

In winter's bleak, nncomfortable reign, 

A ſnowy inundation hides the plain; | 

He ſtills the winds, and bids the ſkies to ſleep; 335 
Then pours the ſilent tempeſt, thick and deep: 
And firſt the mountain-tops are cover'd o'er, 
Then the green fields, and then the ſandy ſore z 
. with the weight the nodding woods are 
ſieen, 


And one bright waſte hides all the works of men: 


The circling ſeas alone, abſorbing all, 
Drink the diſſolving fleeces as they fall. 


| So from each ſide increas*d-the ſtony rain, 


And the white ruin riſes o'er the plain. 


Thus god-like Hector and his troops contend 


To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; 
Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would 
| yield, 


Till great Sarpedon tower'd amid the field; 


For mighty Jove inſpir'd with martial flame 
His matchleſs ſon, and urg'd him on to fame. 3 5 
In arms he ſhines, conſpicuous from afar, 


And bears aloft his ample ſhield in air; 


Within whoſe orb the thick bull-hides were roll'd, 


Ponderous with braſs, and bound with ductile 


gold : 
And, while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 


- "355 
Majeſtic moves along, and leads his Lycian bands. 


So, preſs'd with hunger, from the mountain's 
brow _ 1 HE, 
Deſcends a lion on the flocks below ; 
So ſtalks the lordly ſavage o'er the plain, 
In ſullen majeſty, and ftern diſdain : 
In vain loud maſtiffs bay him from afar, 
And ſhepherds gall him with an iron war; 
Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his way; 
He foams, he roars, he rends the panting prey. 
Reſolv'd alike, divine Sarpedon glows 36g 
With generous rage that drives him on the foes. 
He views the towers, and meditates their fall, 
To ſure deſtruction dooms th” aſpiring wall.; 
Then, caſting on his friend an ardent look, 
Fir'd with the thirſt of glory, thus he ſpoke : 370 
Why boaſt we, Glaucus! our extended reign, ' 
Where Xanthus' ſtreams enrich the Lycian plain, 
Our numerous herds that range the fruitful feld, 
And hills where vines their purple harveſt yield, 
Our foaming bowls with purer nectar crown'd, 


ö . 375 
Our feaſts enhanc'd with muſick's ſprightiy 
ſoynd ? | 
Why on thoſe ſhores are we with joy ſurvey'd, 
Admir'd as heroes, and as Gods obey'd; 


360 


| Unleſs great acts ſuperior merit prove, 


And vindicate the bounteous Pow'rs above? 380 
"Tis ours, the dignity they give to grace; | 


The firſt in valour, as the firſt in place: 
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That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 

Bchold our deeds tranſcending our commands, 

Such, they may cry, deſerve the Ry _ 
3 

Whom thoſe that envy, dare not imitate! , 

Could all our care elude the gloomy grave, 

Which claims no leſs the ſearful than the brave, 

For luſt of fame I ſhould not vainly dare 

In fighting fields, nor urge thy ſoul to war. 390 

But finc2, alas ! ignoble age muſt come, 

Diſeaſe, and death's inexorable doom; 

The life which others pay, let us beſtow, 

And give to ſame what we to nature owe; 

Brave though we fall, and honour'd if we live, 


395 
Or let us glory gain, or glory give ! : 
He ſaid; his words the liſtening chief inſpire 
With equal warmth, and rouze the warriour's 
fire; 
The troops purſue their leaders with geligbt, 
Ruth to the foe, and claim the promis'd fight. 400 
Meneſthens from on high the ſtorm beheld 
Threateniag the fort, and blackening in oy 
field : 
Around the walls he gaz d, to view from far 
What aid appear'd t avert "thi approaching war, 
And ſaw mr Teucer with the n ſtood, 
405 
Of fight dfaciate; prodigal 4 blood. | 
In vain he calls; the din of helms and ſhields: 
Rings to the ſkies, and echoes through the fietds; 
The brazen hinges fly, the walls reſound, 
Heaven trembles, roar the mountains, thunders 
all the ground, 
Then thus to Thobs ;—Hence with ſpeed (he 
ſaid) 
And urge the bold Ajaces to our aid; | 
Their ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war : 
Hither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, 415 
The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile force. 
But, if too fiercely there the foes contend, 
Let Telamon, at leaſt, our towers defend. 
And Teucer haſte: with his unerring bow, 
To ſhare the danger, and repel the foe. 420 
Swift as the word, the herald ſpeeds along 
The lofty ramparts, through the martial throng ; 
And finds the heroes bath'd in ſweat and gore, 
Oppos'd in combat on the duſty ſhore. _ 
Ye valiant leaders of our warlike bands! 415 
Your aid (ſaid Thoos) Peteus' ſon demands, 
Your ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war: 
Thither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, 
The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile force. 430 
But if too fiercely here the foes contend. 
At leaſt, let Telamon thoſe towers defend. 


And Teucer haſte with his unerring bow, 


To ſhare the danger, and repel the foe. 
Srraight to the fort great Ajax turn'd his care, 


43 
And thus beſpoke his brothers of the war : 9 
Now, valiant Lycomede! exert your might, 
And, brave Oileus, prove your force in fight: 
To you I truſt the fortune of the field, 
Till by this. arm the foe ſhall be repell d; 440 
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That done, expect me to complete the da 
Then, with his ſeven-fold ſhield, he ſtrod away y. 


With equal ſteps bold Teucer preſs d the ſhore, - 


Whoſe fatal bow the ſtrong Pandion bore. . 
High on the walls appear'd the Lycian powers, 


Like fome black tempeſt gathering round = 
towers; 
The Greeks, oppreſs'd, their utmoſt force unite, 
Prepar'd to labour in th' unequal fight ; | 
The war renews, mix*d ſhouts and groans ariſe; 
Rye clamour mouats, and thickens in the 
ies 


Fierce Ajax firſt th advancing hoſt invades, 
And ſends the brave Epicles to the ſhades, 


Sarpedon's friend; acroſs the warriour's way, 
Rent from the walls, a rocky fragment lay ; 
In modern ages not the ſtrongeſt ſwain 5 
Could heave th“ unwieldy burthen from the plain. 


He pois'd, and wung it round; then, toſs'd on 


high, 
It flew with force, and labour'd up the ſky; 


Full on the Lycian's helmet thund'ring down, 


The ponderous ruin cruſh'd his batter'd crown. 
460 
As fkilful divers from ſome airy ſteep, | 


 Headlong deſcend, and ſhoot into the deep, 


So falls Epicles 3 then i in groans expires, 
And murmuring to the ſhades the ſoul retires. 
While to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, 465 
From Teucer's hand a winged arrow flew; | 
The bearded ſhaft the deſtin'd paſſage found, 
And on his naked arm infli&s a wound. | 
The chief, who fear'd ſome foe's inſulting boaſt 
Might ſtop the progreſs of his warlike hoſt, 470 
Conceal'd the wound, and, leaping from his 
height, 
Retir'd reluctant from th' unfiniſh' d fight. 
Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 


Diſabled Glaucus flowly quit the field; 


His beating breaſt with generous ardour glows, 
475 

He ſprings to fight, and flies upon the foes, 

Alcmion firſt was doom'd his force to feel; 

Deep in his breaſt he plung d the pointed ſteel; 

Then, from the yawning wound with fury tore 


The ſpear, purſued by guſhing ſtreams of gore; 


Down finks the warriour with a thundering 
ſound, 
His brazen armour rings againſt the. and. 
Swift to the battlement the victor flies, 
Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies; 


It ſhakes; the ponderous ſtones digjointed ur | 


435 


The rolling ruins ſmoke along the field. 


A mighty breach appears, the walls lie bare ; ; 
And, like a deluge, ruſhes in the war. 

At once bold Teucer draws the twanging bow, 
And Ajax ſends his javelin at the foͤz: 499 


Fix'd in his belt the feather'd weapon ſtood, 


And through his buckler drove the trembling 
wood; 


But Jove Was pr eſent in the dire debate, . 


To ſhield his offspring, and avert his fate. 
The prince gave back, not meditating flight, 
But ur king vengeance, and ſeverer fight; 


Then, F: 
chai 

His faint 
O where 
Your for 
The bre: 
Attempt 
Unite, 
The for. 
This j 
They jo! 
Unmov' 
And fix 
Nor cou 
Nor the 


As, on 
Two ſt 
bon 


py R 7 eee 5 1 * * * 5 
2 * r e 3 R a * 
COT CI BSE „e e * L 3 
. 9 7 N 1 4 
4 Rd Let as. 3 
* 
1 

„ 


PO PES HOME R. 103 
Then, rais'd with hope, and fir'd with glory's | Fierce as a whirlwind up the walls he flies, 


y. charms, | | ' And fires his hoſt with loud repeated cries: 530 
> His fainting ſquadrons to new fury warms : | Advance, ye Trojans! lend your valiant hands, 
O where, ye Lycians! is the ſtrength you boaſt ? | Haſte to the fleet, and toſs the blazing brands 
rs, Your former fame and ancient virtue loſt! ' 500 | They hear, they run; and, gathering at his call, 
45 The breach lies open, but your chief in vain Raiſe ſcaling-engines, and aſcend the wall : 
he Attempts alone the guarded paſs to gain; Around the-warks a wood of glittering ſpears 535 
Unite, and ſoon that hoſtile fleet ſhall fall; Shoots up, and all the riſing hoſt appears. 
te, The force of powerful union conquers all A ponderous ſtone bold Hector heav'd to throw, 
This juſt rebuke inflam' d the Lycian crew, 505 ] Pointed above, and rough and groſs below: 
e; They join, they thicken, and th' affault renew: ¶ Not two ſtrofig men th' enormous weight could 
he Unmov'd th' embodied Greeks their fury dare, | raiſe, : 
And fix d ſupport the weight of all the war; Such men as live in theſe degenerate days; 540 


Nor could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, Yet this, as eaſy as a ſwain could bear 
Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian towers. | The ſnowy fleece, he toſs'd, and thook in air: 


> 510 | For ſove upheld, and lighten'd of its load 
As, on the confines of adjoining grounds, Th' unwieldy rock, the labour of a God. 
55 Two ſtubborn” ſwains with blows diſpute their | Thus arm'd, before the folded gates he came, 545. 
n. bounds; Of maſſy ſubſtance, and ſtupendous frame; 
on They tug, thy ſweat, but neither gain or yield, With iron bars and brazen hinges ſtrong, 
One foot, one inch, of the contended field: On lofty beams of ſolid timber hung: : 
Thus obſtinate to death they fight, they fall; $515 Then, thundering through the planks. with force- 
Nor theſe can Keep, nor thoſe can win, the wall. ful ſway, 
n. Their manly breaſts are pierc'd with many a Drives the ſharp rock; the ſolid beams give way; 
bo wound, 5 WE | 5 vs 400 
Loud ſtrok es are heard, andrattling arms reſound, The folds are ſhatter'd'; from the crackling 4237 
The copious flaughter covers all the ſhore, Leap the reſounding bars, the flying hinges roar. 


And the high ramparts drop with human gore. Now ruſhing in, the furious chief appears, 


| 520 Gloomy as night! and ſhakes two ſhining ſpears : 
65 As when two ſcales are charg'd with doubtful A dreaaful gleam from his bright armour came, 
loads, . $55 
From ſide to fide the trembling balance nods And from his eye-balls flaſh'd the living PE. 
(While ſome laborious matron, juſt and poor, He moves a God, reſiſtleſs in his courſe, 
t With nice exactneſs weighs her woolly ſtore) And ſeems a match for more than mortal force. 
70 Till, pois'd aloft, the reſting beam ſuſpends 525 Then pouring after, through the gaping ſpace, 
nis Each equal weight, nor this, nor that, deſcends: A ide of Trojans flows, and fills the place; 560 


So ſtood the war, till, Hector's matchleſs might The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly: 
With Fates prevailing, turn'd the ſcale of fight. The ſhore is heap'd with death, and tumult rends 
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He leſt them to the Fates, in bloody fray, | 
To toiland ſtruggle through the well-fought day; 


n f wak 


THE ARGUMEN 1. 


The fourth Bath continued, in which Neptune Mir the Greeks * the ad of 


1domeneus, 


NEPTUMNE, concerned far the boſs 2 


forced by Hector (who had entered t 


the ſhape F Calchas, and inſpires thoſe 
encourages the other 


ene of the generals, 


"the Grecians, | 
gate near the Ration of the axes) a mes 
hernes 10 oppoſe him: then, in the firm of 
Greeks, who had retired to their veſſels, 


upon | ſeeing the fortificatin 


The 1 their troops in a clgſe phalanx, and put a ſtop to Hector and vhs 


Trojans. 
the encounter, repairs to 


veral deeds of walour are performed; 
eek another at t 


Aeriones, lofong bis ſpear in 
e tent of Idomeneus; this occaſions a 


converſation between thoſe two Warriours, who return together to the battle, Idi 


meneus ſignalizes his cou rage above the reſt; 
cathous > Deiphobus and Aneas march againſt him, 
tires. Menelaus wounds E. elenus, and fills Piſander. 


he ills Othryoneus, Alus, and A. 
and at length {domeneus r.. 
The Trojans are repulſed 


in the left wing; Hector ll Reeds his ground -againſt the Haxes, till, being 


galled by 
ware Hector approves his advice, 
aris, rejoins Polydamas, meets Ajax 


The eight and twentieth day flill continues. 


wall and the ſea-ſhore. 


HEN now the Thunderer on the ſea- beat 
coaſt 


Had fix'd great Hector and his conquering hoſt 


Then turn'd to Thracia from the field of fight 
Thoſe eyes that ſhed in iufferable light: 
To where the Myſians prove their martial force, 
And hardy Thracians tame the ſavage horſe; 
And where the far-fam'd Hippemolgian ſtrays, 
Renown'd for juſtice and for length of daysz 20 
Thrice happy race ! that, innocent of blood, 
From milk, innoxions, ſeek their ſimple ſood: 

ve ſees delighted; and avoids the ſcene 


5 


the Locrian flingers and archers, 


Polydamas adviſes to call a council 


but goes firſt to rally the Tro ans; upbraids 


again, and renews the attack. 


The ſcene is between the Grecian 


No aid, he deems, to either hoſt is given, I; 
While his high law ſuſpends the powers of 


Heaven. | : 
ean-time the * Monarch of the watery main 


Obſerv'd the Thunderer, nor obſerv'd in vain, 
In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 
hoſe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, 


20 


He fate; and round him caſt his azure eyes, 
Where Ida's miſty tops confug'dly riſe ; 


Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men ; 


* Neptune, 


duch hi 
Eis ſho 
But mo: 
'Tis \ 
Oh, rec 
'Ns you 
Flight, 
On oth 
And po 
tees 
o'E 


Her &r 


Here H 
Vaunts 
Vo. 


jan 
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Below, fair Ilion's glittering ſpires were ſeen, 
The crowded ſhips, and fable ſeas between. 
There, from the cryftal chambers of the main 25 


' Emerg'd, he ſate; and monrn'd his Argives ſlain. 


At Jove incens'd, with grief and fury ſtung, 

Prone down the rocky ſteep he ruſn'd along; 

Fierce as he paſt, the lofty mountains nod, 

The foreſt ſhakes ! earth trembled as he trod, „z 

And felt the footſteps of th' immortal God. | 

From realm to realm three ample ſtrides he took, 

And, at the fourth, the diſtant Ag ſhook. 
Far in the bay his ſhining palace ſtands, 

Eternal frame ! not rais'd by mortal hands: 4 

This having reach'd, his b:atſs-hoof'd ſteeds he 

reins, | 

Fleet as the winds, and deck'd with golden manes. 

Refulgent arms his mighty limbs intold, 

Immortal arnis of adamant and gold. 


He ir ownts the'car, the golden ſcourge applies, 40 


He fits ſuperior, and the chariot flies : 

His whirling wheels the glaſſy ſurface ſweep ; 
Th' enormous monſters, roiling o'er the deep, 
Gamhol around him on the watery way ; 
And heavy whales in aukward me ſures play: 4 
The ſea ſubſiding ſpreads a level plain, 

Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 
The parting waves before his courſers fly: 

The wondering waters leave his axle dry, 

Deep in the liquid reg'ons hes a cave ; 50 
Between where Tenedos the ſurges lave, ; 
And rocky Imbrus breaks the rolling wave: 

There the great Ruler of the azure round 

Stopp'd his ſwift chariot, and his ſteeds un- 
bound, 

fed with ambrofial herbage from his hand, 55 

And link'd their fetlocks with a golden band, 

Infrangible, immortal: there they ſtay, 

The Father of the floods purſues his way; | 

Where, like a tempeſt darkening heaven around, 

Or fiery deluge that devours the ground. 60 

Ti impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng, 

Embattled roll'd as Hector ruſhl along: 

To the loud tumult and the barbarous cry, 

The heavens re-echo, and the ſhores reply; 

They vow deſtruction to the Grecian name, 65 

Andin their hopes, the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, rifing from the ſeas profonnd, 

The God whoſe earthquakes rock the ſolid ground, 
Now wears a mortal ſorm; like Calchas ſeen, 
duch his loud voice, and ſuch his manly mein; 70 
His ſhouts inceſſant every Greek inſpire, 

But moſt th* Ajaces, adding fire to fire. 

'Tis yours, O warriours, all our hopes to raiſe; 
Oh, recolle& your ancient worth and praiſe : 

'Tis yours, to ſave us, if you ceaſe to fear; 75 

Fight, more than ſhameful. is deſtructive here. 

Ou other works though Troy with fury fall, 

And pour her armies oer our batter'd wall; 

There, Greece has ſtrength: but this, this part 
overthrown, 


Her ſtrength were vain; I dread for you alone. 


80 


Here Hector rages like the force of fire, 
Vaunts of his Gods, and calls high Jove his fire. 
Vor. VI. 


POPE'S HOMER. 


Breathe in your hearts, and ſtring your arms to 


Prompts their light limbs, and ſwells their daring 


Favouring deſcends, and wills to ſtand the ſtorm. 


Who, breathleſs, pale, with length of iabours 


105 


— 2 


— — 25 — 


If yet ſomg heavenly Power your breaſt excite, 


—_— 
. — —— 


fight, 
Greece yet may live, her threaten'd fleet remain 
h 85 
And Hector's force, and Jove's own aid, be 
vain: | | | 
Then with his ſceptre, that the deep controuls, 
He touch'd the chiefs, and fteel'd their manly 
ſoils : | 
Strength, not their own, the touch divine im- 
parts, 


p_ 


8 5 
as A on ae — 
=> — =: 


Se a —— ——— Bus 


hear ks. . 

Then, as a falcon from the rocky height, 
Her quarry ſeen, impetuous at the fight 
Forth-ſpringing inftant, daris her ſelf from high, 
Shoots on the wing, and Kims along the Ky: 
Such, and ſo ſwiſt, he power of Oceanflew; gg 
The wide horizon ſhut him f:om their view, 

Th' inſpiring God, Oileus' active ſon 
Perceiv'd the firſt, and thus to Telamon: 

Some God, my friend, ſome God in human 

form 
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Not Calchas this, the venerable ſeer; 

Short as he turn'd, I ſaw the Power appear: 

I mark*d his parting, and the ſteps he tr od; 

His own bright evidence reveals a God; 

Ev'n now ſome energy divine I ſhare, 105 

And ſeem to Wa k on wings, ard tread in air! 

With equal ardour (Telamon returns) 

My {oul is Kindled, and my boſon: burns: 

New riſing ſpirits all my force alarm, 

Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. 
110 

This xeady arm, unthinking ſhakes the dart; 

The blood pours back, and fortifies mv heart; 

Singly, methinks, yon towering chief I meet, 

And frretch the dreadful Hector at my feet. 

Full of the God that urg'd their burning breaſt, 

| II 
The heroes thus their mutual warmth expreſs'd, 
Neptune mean-while the routed Greeks inſpir'd, 


tir'd, 5 
Pant in the ſhips ; while Troy to conqueſt cal.s, 
And ſwarms viQtorious o'er their yielding walls: 
| | 120 
Trembling before th' impending ſtorm they lie, 
While tears of rage ſta=d burning in theis . 
Greece ſunk they thought, and this their fatal 


hour ; | 1 
But breathe new courage as they feel the power. 
Teucer and Leitus firſt his words 2xcite ; 125 


Then ſtern Peneleus riſes to the fight ; 

Thoas, Deipyrus, in arms renown'd, 

And Merign next, th' impulſive fury found; 

Laſt Neitor's ſon the ſame bold ardonr takes, 

While thus the God the martial fire awakes: 1306 
Oh laſting infamy, oh dire diſgrace - 

To chiefs of vigorous vouth and manly race 

I truſted in the Gods, and you, to ſee | 

Brave Greece viderion. and her navy free. 


POPE*?*'S 


Ah no—the glorious combat you diſclaim, 135 
And one black day clouds all her former fame. 
Heavens! what a prodigy theſe eyes ſurvey, 
Unſeen, unthought, till this amazing day 
Fly we at length from Troy's oft-conquer*d 
bands ? 
And balls our fleet by ſuch inglorious hands? 140 
A rout undiſciplin'd, a ſtraggling train, 
Not born to glories of the duſty plain; 
Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill purſued, 
A prey to every iavage of the wood: 
Shall theſe, ſo late who trembled at your name, 
| 14 
Invade your camps, involve your ſhips in flame FP 
A charge ſo ihameful, ſay, what cauſe has 
wrought ? b 
The ſoldier's baſeneſs, or the general's fault? 
Fcols! will ye perith for your leader's vice; 
The purchaſe infamy, and life the price? 
®Tis not our cauſe, Achilles' injur'd fame: 
Another's is the crime, but yours the ſhame. 
Grant that our chief offend through rage or luſt, 
Mut you be cowa ds if your king's unjuſt ? 
Prevent this evil, and your country fave : 
Small thought retrieves the ſpirits of the brave. 
Think, and ſubdue ! on daſtards dead to fame 
I waſte no anger, for they feel no ſhame : 
But you, the pride, the flower of all our hoſt, 
My heart weeps blood to ſee your glory loſt ! 160 
Nor deem this day, this battle, all you loſe; 
A day more black, a fate more vile, enſues. 
Let each reflect, who prizes fame or breath, 
On endleſs infamy, on inſtant death, 
For lo] the fated time, th* appointed ſhore; 165 
Hark ! the gates burſt, the brazen barriers roar ! 
Impetuous Hector thunders at the wall ; 
The hour, the ſpot, to conquer, or to fall. 
Theſe words the Grecians' fainting hearts in- 
ſpire, 
And liſtening. armies catch the god-like fire, 170 
Fix'd at his poſt was each bold Ajax found, 
With well-rang'd ſquadrons ſtrongly circled 
round: 
So cloſe their order, ſo diſpos'd their fight, 
As Pallas' ſelf might view with fix'd delight: 
Or had the God of War inclin'd his eyes, 
The God of War had own'd a juſt ſurprize. 
A choſen phalanx, firm, reſolv'd as Fate, 
Deſcending Hector and his battle wait. 
An iron ſcene gleams dreadful o'er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock'd, and ſhields in ſhields, 
180 
Spears lean on ſpears, on targets targets throng, 
Helms ſtuck to helms, and man drove man along. 
The floating plumes unnumber'd wave above, 
As when an earthquake ſtirs the nodding grove; 
And, level'd at the ſkies with pointing rays, 18 5 
Their brandiſh'd lances at each motion blaze. 
Thus breathing death in terrible array, 
The cloſe-compacted legions urg'd their way: 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to deſtroy; 
Troy charg'd the firſt, and Hector firſt of Troy. 
| 190 
As from ſome mountain's craggy forehead a 
A rock's round f agment flies, witli: fury borne 
(Which from the ſtubborn ſtone a torrent rends) 
@Pxecipitate the ponderous maſs deicends : 


106 


150 


175 


HOMER. 


From ſteep to ſteep the rolling ruin bounds 195 To ne? 
At every ſhock the crackling wood reſounds; And jult | 
Still gathering force, it ſmokes; and, urg'd When A} 
amain, Full on tt 
Whirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to He felt tt 
the plain: decure in 
There ſtops—So Hector. Their whole force he Repuls'd, 
prov? d, = ſpol] 

| etween 

EN ow he rag'd, and when he ſtopt, un. (Sichivs 


Deplor'd 
Imbrius 
As two 8 
dnatch'd 


On him the war is bent, the darts are ſhed, 
And all their falchions wave around his head: 
Repuls'd he ſtands, nor from his ſtand retires; 
But with repeated ſhouts his army fires. 


Trojans! be firm ; this arm ſhall make your faw 
way | 205 In their 
Through yon ſquare body, and that black array. Ard ipri 
Stand, and my ſpear ſhall rout their ſcattering Þtheſe 
power, 8 
strong as they ſeem, embattled like a tower. Te d U 
For he that Juno's heavenly boſom warms, At Heet 
The firſt of Gods, this day inſpires our arms. 216 The C 
He ſaid, and rouz'd the ſoul in every breaſt; And pie 
Urg'd-with defire of fame, beyond the reſt, laſpires 
Forth march'd Deiphobus ; but, marching, held 
Before his wary ſteps his ample ſhield. And bre 
Bold Merion aim'd a ſtroke (nor aim'd it wide) le 
| 21 Rani 
The glittering javelin pierc'd the tough bull-hide; His pen 
But pierc'd not through : unfaithful to his hand, With w 
The point broke thort, and ſparkled in the ſand, | 
The Trojan warriour, touch'd with timely fear, Whom 
On the rais'd orb to diſtance bore the ſpear : 220 And his 
The Greek retreating mourn'd his fruſtrate blow, Him to 
And curs'd the treacherous lance that ſpar'd a ſoe: a 


Then to the ſhips with ſurly ſpeed he went, 
To ſeek a ſurer javelin in his tent. ; 

Meanwhile with riſing rage the battle glows, 12 * 
The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. ho r. 


By Teucer's arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds, And P] 
The ſon of Mentor, rich in generous ſteeds, Whe 
Ere yet to Troy the ſons of Greece were led, of 

In fair Pedzus' verdant paſtures bred, 230 Sr. 
The youth had dwelt; remote from war's alarms, To \ 
And bleſs'd in bright Medeſicaſte's arms: k 

(This nymph, the fruit of Priam's raviſh'd joy, wes 
Ally'd the warriour to'the houſe of Troy.) * . 
To Troy, when glory call'd his arms, he came, T1 

233 

And match'd the braveſt of her chiefs in fame: Nat 
With Priam's ſons, a guardian of the throne, Will 


He liv'd, beloy'd and honour'd as his own. 

Him Teucer pierc'd between the throat and ear: 
He groans beneath the Telamonian ſpear. 240 
As from ſome far-ſeen mountain's airy crown, 
Subdued by ſteel, a tall aſh tumbles down, 


Once 
Or ar 
And 


And ſoils its verdant treſſes on the ground: Th 
So falls the youth; his arms the fall reſound. The f 
Then Teucer ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 245 Te | 
From Hector's hand a ſhining javelin fled : "ap 
He ſaw, and ſhunn'd the death; the forceful dart Wh, 
Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimachus's heart, "ug 
Cteatus' ſon, of Neptune's forceful line; E 
Vain was his courage, and his race divine! 250 . 


Proſtrate he falls; his clanging arms reſound, 


And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. 


POPE'S 


HOMER | 107 


To ſeize his beamy helm the victor flies, For this, behold ! in horrid arms I ſhins, 
5 And juſt had faſten'd on the dazzling prize, And urge thy ſoul to rival acts with mine: 
4 When Ajax' manly arm a javelin flung ; 255 | Together let us battle on the plain ; 


5 
* 


Full on the ſhield's round boſs the weapon rung; 
He felt the ſhock, nor more was doom'd to feel, 
Secure in mail, and ſheath'd in ſhining ſteel. 
Repuls'd, he yields ; the victor Greeks obtain 
The ſpoils conteſted, and bear off the ſlain. 260 
Between the leaders of th' Athenian line 
(Stichius the brave, Meneſtheus the divine) 
Deplor'd Amphimachus, ſad object! lies; 
Imbrius remains the fierce Ajaces' prize. 
As two grim lions bear acroſs the lawn, 265 
Snatch'd from devouring hounds, a flaughter'd 
fawn, 

In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, 
And ſprinkling all the ſhrubs with drops of blood ; 
50 theſe the chief: great Ajax from the dead 
Strips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head: 276 
Toſs'd like a ball, and whirl'd in air away, 
At Hector's feet the gory viſage lay. 

The God of Ocean, fir'd with ſtern diſdain, 


Two, not the worſt ; nor ev'n this ſuccour vain 2 
to 
Not vain the weakeſt, if their force unite; , 
But ours, the braveſt have confeſs'd in fight. 
This ſaid, he ruſhes where the combat burns; 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns: 
From thence, two javelins glittering ia his hand, 


I 
And clad in arms that lighten'd all the Fane. 2 
Fierce on the foe th' impetuous hero drove; 

Like lightning burſting from the arm of Jove, 
Which to pale man the wrath of Heaven declares, 
Or terrifies th' offending world with wars; 320 
In ſtreamy ſparkles, kindling all the ſkies, 

From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 

Thus his bright armour o'er the dazzled throng 
Gleam'd dreadfal, as the monarch flaſh'd along. 

Him near his tent, Meriones attends ; 325 
Whom thus he queſtions : Ever beſt of friends! 
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" And pierc'd with ſorrow for his * grandſon ſlain, O ſay, in every art of battle ſkill'd, hf! 
Inſpires the Grecian hearts, conſirms their hands, | What holds thy courage from ſo brave a field? | BURY 
| | 275 | On ſome important meſſage art thou bound, 14. 
And breathes deſtruction on the Trojan bands. Or bleeds my friend by ſome unhappy wound ? [if 
J) Swift as a whirlwind ruſhing to the fleet, ; 330 i 
5 He finds the lance-fam'd Idomen of Crete; Inglorious here, my ſoul abhors to ſtay, 1 
; His penſive brow the generous care expreſt And glows with proſpects of th' approaching day. \ WH 
With which a wounded ſoldier touch'd his breaſt, O prince ! (Meriones replies) whoſe care 14. 
1 . 280 | Leads forth th' embattled ſons of Crete to war; | WHY 
” Whom in the chance of war a javelin tore, This ſpeaks my grief; this headleſs lance I wield ; | WHY 
5 And his ſad comrades from the battle bore; ; i a 335 14 
y Him to the ſurgeons of the camp he ſent ; The reſt lies rooted in a Trojan ſhield, | BLUR 
Ke That office paid, he ifſued from his tent, To whom the Cretan : Enter, and receive 1 
Fierce for the fight; to whom the God begun, | The wanted weapons; thoſe my tent can give; 1 
285 | Spears I have ſtore (and Trojan lances all) \ WLY 
6 In Thoas* voice, Andræmon's valiant ſon, _ That ſhed a luſtre round th' illumin'd wall. 340 [Wiki 
Who ral'd where Calydon's white rocks ariſe, Though I, diſdainful of the diſtant war, | WR 
And Pleuron's chaiky cliffs emblaze the ſkies : Nor truſt the dart, nor aim th' uncertain ſpear, 11 
Where's now th' imperious vaunt, the daring | Vet hand to hand I fight, and ſpoil the ſlain; ( WAL 
boaſt, And thence theſe trophies and theſe arms I gain. ' Wy 
0 of Greece victorious, and proud Ilion loſt? 290 Enter, and fee on heaps the helmets roll'd, 345 1 
5, To whom the king: On Greece no blame be | And high-hung ſpears, and ſhields that flame | BERL 
thrown, with gold. WT 11 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. Nor vain (ſaid Merion) are our martial toils; 1 
; Her hardy heroes from the well-fought plains We too can boaſt of no ignoble ſpoils. 11 
e, Nor fear withholds, nor ſhameful ſloth detains. But thoſe my ſhip contains; whence diſtant far, | WR! 
35 Tis Heaven, alas! and Jove's all- powerful doom, I fight conſpicuous in the van of war. 350 1 
: 295 What need I more? if any Greek there be f 
That far, far diſtant from our native home Who knows not Merion, I appeal to thee. 11 
Wills us to fall, inglorious! Oh my friend! To this, Idomeneus: The fields of fight L. | [8 
1 Once foremoſt in the fight, Mill prone to lend Have prov'd thy valour, and ur conquer'd might; 5 1 | 
40 Or arms or counſels, now perform thy beſt, And were ſome ambuſh for the foes deſign'd, 355 | Wai 
Aud what thou canſt not ſingly, urge the reſt. Ev'n there, thy courage would not lag behind. f 1 | 
| 300 In that ſharp ſervice, ſingled from the reſt, | Wi 
Thus he; and thus the God, whoſe force can The fear of each, or valour, ſtands confeſt, 1 
make No force, no firmneſs, the A coward ſhows ; 11 
45 The ſolid globe's eternal baſis ſhake : 1 He ſhifts his place; his colour comes and goes 1. 
Ah! never may he ſee his native land, 360 j 
art But feed the vultures on this hateful ſtrand, A dropping ſweat creeps cold on every part, "1 
Who ſeeks ignobly in his ſhips to ſtay, 305 Againſt his boſom beats his quivering heart; +l 
or dares to combat on this ſignal day Terrour and death in his wild eye-balls ſtare ; oo 
50 8 With chattering teeth he ſtands, and ſtiffening qt 


hair 
And looks a bloodleſs image of deſpair! 365 


O 2 


* Amphimachus. 


108 


Not fo the brave —ſtill dauntleſs, ſtill the ſame, 

Unchang'd his colour, and unmov'd his frame; 

Compos'd his thought, deter min'd is his eye, 

And fix d his ſoul, to conquer or to die: 

If aughit diſturb the tenour of his bi eaſt, 370 
»Tis but the wiſh to ftrike before the reſt. 

In ſuch ailays thy blameleſs worth is known, 

And every art of dangerous war thy own. 

By chance of fight whatever wounds you bote, 


Thoſe wounds were glorious all, and all before; 


3 
Such as may teach, *twas {till thy brave deligiit 
T' oppoſe thy. boſom where the foremoſt fight, 
But why, like infants, cold to honcuc's charms, 
Stand we to talk, when glory calis to arms? 
Go—from my conquer'd ſpears the choiceſt take, 
380 
And to their owners ſend them nobly back. 
Swift as the word bold Merion ſnatch'd a ſpear, 
And breathing flaughter follow'd to the war. 
So Mars armipotent invades the plain 
(The wide deſtroyer of the race of man). 38 5 
Terrour, his beſt lov'd ſon, attends his courſe, 
Arm'd with ſtern boldneſs, and enormous force; 
The pride of haughty warriours to confound, 
And lay the ſtrength of tyrants on the ground : 
From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarms 
| 0 
Of warring Phlegyians, and Ephyrian arms; oh 
Invok'd by both, relentleſs, they diſpoſe 
To theſe glad conqueſt, murderous rout to thoſe. 
So march'd the leaders of the Cretan train, 
And their bright arms ſhot horrour o'er the plain. 


Then firſt ſpake Merion : Shall we join = 
r gat, 
Or combat in the centre of the fight? 
Or to the left our wanted ſuccour lend: 
Hazarg,and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre (Idomen reply'd) : 40⁰ 
Our ableſt chieftains the main battle guide; 
Each god-like Ajax makes that poſt his care, 
And gallant Teucer deals deſtruction there: 
Skill*d, or with ſhafts to gall the diſtant field, 
Or bear cloſe battle on the founding ſhield. 405 
Theſe can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 
Safe in their arms, the navy tears no flame; 
Till Jove himſelf deſcends, his bolts to ſhed, 
Had hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 
CGreat"mulſt he be, of more than human birth, 410 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth, 
Him neither rocks can cruth, nor ſteel can wound, 
hom Ajax fells not on th' enſanguin'd ground: 
In landing fight he mates Achilles' force, 
Exceil'd alone in ſwiftneſs in the courſe. 415 
Then to the left our ready arms apply, 
And live with glory, or with glory die. 
He ſaid; and Merion to th' appointed place, 
Fierce as the God of battles, urg'd his pace, 
Soon as the foe the ſhining chiefs heheld 420 
Ruth like a fiery torrent o'er the field, 
Their force embodied in a tide they pour; 
The riſing combat ſounds along the ſhore, 
4s warring winds, in Sirius” ſaltry reign, 
From different quarters ſweep the fandy plain; 
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On every ſide the duſty whirlwinds rife, _ 


And the dry fields are lifted to the ſkies: 

Thus, by deſpair, hope, rage, together driven, 

Met the black hoſts, and, meeting, darken'd 
heaven. 

All dreadful glar'd the iron face of war, 430 

Briſtled with upright ſpears, that flaſh'd afar; 


Dire was the gleam, of breaſt-plates, helms, and 


ſhields, 
And poliſh'd arms embl z'd the flaming fields; 
Tremendous ſcene ! that general horrour gave, 
But touch'd with joy the boſoms of the brave. 433 
Saturn's great ſons in fierce contention vy'd, 
And crouds of heroes in their anger dy'd. 
The Sire of earth and heaven, by Thetis won 
To crown with glory Peleus' god-like ſon, 
Will'd not deſtiuction to the Grecian powers, 
5 | 0 
But ſpar'd a while the deſtin'd Trojan towers: 
While Neptune, riſing from his azure main, 
WY on the King of Heaven with ſtern diſ- 
ain, 
And breath'd revenge, and fir'd the Grecian 
train. x f 
Gods of one ſource, of one ethereal race, 44; 
Alike divine, and heaven their native place; 
But Jove the greater; firſt-born of the ſkies, 
And more than men, or Gods, ſupremely wiſe. 
For this, of ſove's ſuperiour right afraid, 
Neptune in human form conceal'd his aid. 4; 
Theſe powers infold the Greek and Trojan train 
In War and Diſcord's adamantine chain, n 
Indiffolubly ſtrong; the fatal tye 
Is Oe on both, and, cloſe-compell'd, they 
ie, 
Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats grey, 


The bold Idomeneus controls the day. 
Firſt by his hand Othryoneus was ſlain, 


Swell'd with falſe hopes, with mad ambition vain | 


Call'd by the voice of war to martial fame, 


From high Cabeſus' diſtant walls he came; 460 
Caſſandra's love he ſought, with hoaſts of power, 


And promis d conqueſt was the proffer'd dower. 
The king confented, by his vaunts abus'd 
The king conſented, but the Fates refus'd. 
Proud of himſelf, and of th' imagin'd bride, 463 
The field he meaſur'd with a larger ſtride. 
Him, as he ſtalk'd, the Cretan javelin found; 
Vain was his breaſt-plate to repel the wound: 
His dream of glory loſt, he plung'd to hell: 
His arms reſounded as the boaſter fell. 470 
The great Idomeneus beſtrides the dead; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promiſe ſped! 
Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 
And ſuch the contract of the Phrygian King! 
Our offers now, illuſtrious prince! receive; 473 
For ſuch an aid what will not Argos give? 
To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join, 
And count Atrides' faireſt daughter thine. 
Mzantinie, on farther methods to adviſe, 
Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies ; 450 
here hear what Greece has on her part to ſay, 
He ſpoke, and gragg'd the gory corie away, 
This Aſius view'd, unable to contain, 
Bofore his chariot warring on the plain; 
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(Wis valued courſers, to his ſquire cenſign'd, 485 
Inpatient panted on his neck behind) 

To vengeance riſing with a ſudden ſpring, 

Ye hop'd the conqueſt of the Cretan King. 

The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 

Full on his throat diſcharg'd the forceful ſpear : 


zeneath the chin the point was ſeen to glide, 

And glitter” d, extant at the farther fide. 

4; when the mountain-oak, or poplar tall, 

or pine, fit maſt for ſome great admiral, 

Groans to the oft-heav'd ax, with many a wound, 


"3%; PLEA 495 
Then ſpreads a length of ruin o'er the ground: 
do ſunk proud Aſius in that dreadful day, 
And ſtretch'd before his much-lov'd cout ſers lay. 
He grinds the duſt diſtain'd with ſtreaming gore, 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the ſhore. 


(oſs) 
Depriv'd of motion, ſtiff with ſtupid fear, ? 
Stands all aghaſt his trembling charioteer, - 

Nor ſhuns the foe, nor turns the ſteeds away, 
But falls transfix'd, an unreſiſting prey: 
Pierc'd by Antilochus, he pants beneath 505 


The ately car, and labours out his breath. 
Thus Aſius' ſteeds (their mighty maſter gone) 
Remain the prize of Neſtor's youthful ſon. 

Stabb'd at the ſight, Deiphobus drew nigh, 
And made, with force, the vengeful weapon fly. 

10 

The Cretan ſaw ; and, ſtooping, caus'd to We 
From his ſlope ſhield, the diſappointed lance. 
Beneath the ſpacious targe (a blazing round, 
Thick with bull-hides and brazen orbits bound, 


on his rais d arm by two ſtrong braces ſtay'd) 515 


He lay collected in defenſive ſhage 
O'er his ſafe head the javelin idly ſung, 
And on the tinkling verge more faintly rung. 


| Ev'n then, the ſpear the vigorous arm confeſt, 
And pierc'd, obliquely, king Hypſenor's breaſt : 


| „ 
Warm'd in his liver, to the ground it bore 
The chief, his people's guard ian now no more 
Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 
Nor unreveng'd, lamented Aſius lies: 
For thee though hell's black portals ſtand diſplay'd, 
This mate ſhall joy thy melancholy ſhade. 
Heart-piercing anguith, at the haughty boaſt, 
Touch'd every Greek, but Neſtor's ſon the moſt, 
Griev'd as he was, his pious arms attend, 
And his broad buckler ſhields his ſlaughter'd 
friend ; | 
Till ſad Meciſtheus and Alaſtor bore 
His honour'd body to the tented ſhore, 
Nor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws ; 
Refolv'd to periſh in his country's cauſe, 
Or find ſome foe, whom heaven and he ſhall doom 
5335 


330 


To wall his fate in death's eternal gloom, 
He ſees Alcathoũs in the front aſpire : 
Great Æſyetes was the hero's fire : 

His ſpouſe Hippodamè, divinely fair, 
Anchiſes' eldeſt hope, and darling care; 40 
Whocharm'd her parent's and her huſband's heart, 
With beanty, ſenſe, and every work of art: 


To him, ambitious of ſo great an aid, 


| 
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He once, of Ilion's youth, the lovelieſt boy, 
The faireſt ſhe, of all the fair of Troy. 

By Neptune now the hapleſs hero dies: 54 
Who covers with a cloud thoſe beauteous eyes, 
And fetters every limb: yet, bent to meet 


His fate, he ſtands; nor ſhuns the lance of Crete. 


Fixt as ſome column, or deep rooted oak, 


(While the winds fleep) his breaſt receiv'd the 


ſtroke. 
Before the ponderous ſtroke his corſlet yields, 550 
Long us'd to ward the death in fighting fields. 
The riven armour ſends a jarring ſound . 
His labouring heart heaves with ſo ſtrong a 
bound, 


| The long lance ſhakes, and vibrates in the 


wound: ö 

Faſt- flowing from its ſource, as prone he lay, 
Life's purple tide impetuous guſh'd away. 

Then Idomen, inſulting o'er the ſlain; 
Behold, Deiphobus | nor vaunt in vain: 
See! on one Greek three Trojan ghoſts attend, 560 
This, my third victim, to the ſhades I ſend, 
Approaching now, thy boaſted might approve, 
And try the proweſs of the ſeed of Jove. 
From Jove, enamour'd on a mortal dame, 
Great Minos, guardian of his country, came: 565 
Deucalion, blameleſs prince! was Minos' heir; 
His firſt-born I, the chird from Jupiter : 
Over ſpacious Crete and her bold ſons I reign, 


* 


And thence my ſhips tranſport me through the 


main: 

Lord of a hoſt, o' er all my hoſt I ſhine, 
A ſcourge to thee, thy father, and thy line. 

The Trojan heard; uncertain, or to meet 
Alone, with venturous arms, the king of Crete 
Or ſeek auxiliar force: at length decreed 
To call ſome hero to partake the deed, 
Forthwith A neas riſes to his thought: 
For him, in Troy's remoteſt lines, he ſought ; 
Where he, incens'd at partial Priam, ſtands, 
And ſees ſuperiour poſts in meaner hands. 
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The bold Deiphobus approach'd, and ſaid: 
Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 

If e'er thy boſom felt fair honour's charms. 

Alcathous dies, thy brother and thy friend! 


Come, and the warriour's lov'd remains defend. 


585 
Beneath his cares thy early youtli was train'd, 
One table fed you, and one roof contain' d. 
This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe; 


Haſte, and revenge it on th' inſulting foe. 


Aneas heard, and for a ſpace reſign'd 
To tender pity all his manly mind; 
Then, riſing in his rage, he burns to fight: 
The Greek awaits him, with collected might. 
As the fell boar on ſome rough mountain's head, 


$90 


539 


Arm'd with wild terrours, and to flaughter bred, | 


"dg 
When the loud ruſticks riſe, and ſhout from far, 


Attends the tumult, and expects the war 

*O'er his bent back the briſtly honour: riſe, 

Fires ſtreàm in lightning from his ſaaguine eyes; 
His foaming tuſks both dogs and in engage, 600 
But myſt his hunters rouze his mighty rage: 


* 


POPE”S 


So Rood Idomeneus, his javelin ſhook, 

And met the Trojan with a lowering look. 

Antilochus, Deipyrus, were near, 

The youthful offspring of the God of war, 

Merion, and Aphareus, in field renown'd : 

To theſe the warriour ſent his voice around : 

Fellows in arms! your timely aid unite; 

Lo, great 2 neas ruſhes to the fight: 

Spring from a God, and more than mortal m_ ; 
10 

He freſh in youth, and I in arms grown old. 

Elie ſhould this hand, this hour, decide the ſtrife, 

The great diipute, of glory, or of life. 

He ſpoke; and all as with one ſoul obey'd ; 
Their lifted bucklers caſt a dreadful ſhade 
Around the chief. ZAneas too demands 
Tix aſſiſting forces of his native lands: 
Paris, Deiphobus, Agenor join; 

(Co- aids and captains of the Trojan line) 

In order follow all th' embodied train; 

Like Ida's flocks proceeding o'er the plain; 

Before his fleecy care, erect and bold, | 

Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold: 

With joy the ſwain ſurveys them, as he leads 

To che cool fountains, through the well-known 
meads, | 

So joys Eneas, as his native band 

Moves on in rank, and ſtretches o'er the land. 

Round dead Alcathous now the battle roſe ; 
On every ſide the ſteely circle grows ; 

Now batter'd breaſt-plates and hack'd helmets 
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ring, 
And i their heads unheeded javelins ſing. 631 
Above the reſt two towering chiefs appear, 
There great Idomeneus, Aneas here. 
Like Gods of war, diſpenſing fate, they ſtood, 
And burn'd to drench the ground with mutual 
blood. 

The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in air, 
The Cretan ſaw, and ſhunn'd the brazen ſpear : 
Sent from an arm ſo ſtrong, the miſſive wood 
Stuck deep in earth, and quiver'd where it ſtood. 
But Oenomas receiv'd the Cretan's ſtroke, 640 
The forceful ſpear his hollow corſelet broke, 
It ripp'd his belly with a ghaſtly wound, 
And roll'd the ſmoaking entrails to the ground. 
Stretch'd on the plain, he ſobs away his breath, 
And furious graſps the bloody duſt in death. 645 
The victor from his breaſt the weapon tcars ; 
(His ſpoils he could not, for the ſhower of ſpears.) 
Though now unfit an active war to wage, 
Heavy with cumberous arms, ſtiff with cold age, 
His liſtleſs limbs unable for the courte ; 650 
In ſtanding fight he yet maintains his force : 
Till, faint with labour, and by foes repell'd, 
His tir'd flow eps he drags from off the field. 

Deiphobus beheld him as be paſt, 
And, fir d with hate, a parting javelin caſt: 655 
The javelin err'd, but held its courſe along, 
And pierc'd Aſcalaphus, the brave and young : 
The ſon of Mars fell gaſping on the ground, 
And gnaſh'd the duſt all bloody with his wound, 

Nor knew the furious father of his fall; 660 
High-thron'd amidſt the great Olympian hall, 
On golden clouds th* immortal ſynod fate ; 
Detain'd from blood war by Jove and Fate. 
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Now, where in duſt the breathleſs hero lay, 
For ſlain Aſcalaphus commenc'd the fray. 665 
Deiphobus to ſeize his helmet flies, be 
And from his temples rends the glittering prize; 
Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew gear, 

And on his loaded arm diſcharg'd his ſpear : 
He drops the weight, diſabled with the pain; 670 
The hollow helmet rings againſt the plain. 
Swift as the vulture leaping on his prey, 
From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 
The reeking javelin, and rejoin'd his friends, 
His wounded brother good Polites tends ; 
Around his waiſt his pious arms he threw, 
And from the rage of combat gently drew : 
Him his ſwift courſers, on his ſplendid car, 
Rapt from the leſſening thunder of the war ; 
To Troy they drove him, groaning from the ſhore, 
And ſprinkling, as he paſs'd, the ſands with gore. 
Meanwhile freſh ſlaughter bathes the ſanguine 
ground, 
Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth re- 
ſound, = 
Bold Aphareus by great Æneas bled ; 
As tow'rd the chief he turn'd his daring head, 68 
He pierc'd his throat; the bending head, depre 
Beneath his helmet, nods upon his breaſt; 
His ſhield revers'd o'er the fall'n warriour lies; 
And everlaſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 
Antilochus, as Thoon turn'd him round, 690 
Tranſpierc'd his back with a diſhoneſt wound: 
The hollow vein that to the neck extends 
Along the chine, his eager javelin rends: 
Supine he falls, and to his ſocial train 
Spreads his imploring arms, but ſpreads in vain, 
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Th' exulting victor, leaping where he lay, 
From his broad ſhoulders tore the ſpoils away 
His time obſery'd ; for, clos'd by foes around, 
On all fides thick, the peals of arms reſound. 
His ſhield, emboſs'd, the ringing ſtorm ſuſtains, 
700 
But he impervious and untouch'd remains. 
(Great Neptune's care preſery'd from hoſtile rage 
This youth, the joy of Neſtor's glorious age) 
In arms intrepid, with the firſt he fought; 
Fac'd every foe, and every danger ſought ; 
His winged lance, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 
Obeys each motion of the maſter's mind, 
Reftleſs it flies, impatient to be free, 
And meditates the diſtant enemy. _ 
The ſon of Aſius, Adamas, drew near, 
And ſtruck his target with the brazen ſpear, 
Fierce in his front : but Neptune wards the blow, 
And blunts the javelin of th' eluded foe. 
In the broad buckler half the weapon ſtood ; 
Splinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood. 
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Diſarm'd, he mingled in the Trojan crew; 
But Merion's ſpear o' ertook him as he flew, 
Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, 
Where ſharp the pang, and mortal is the wound. 
Pending, he fell, and doubled to the ground, 720 
Lay panting, Thus an ox, in fetters ty'd, 
While death's ſtrong pangs diſtend his labouring 
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His bulk enormous on the field diſplays; 
his heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life de- 
cays. 
The * the conqueror from his body drew, 
| 725 
And death's dim ſhadows ſwam before his view. 
Next brave Deipyrus in duſt was laid: 
King Helenus wav'd high the Thracian blade, 
And ſmote his temples, with an arm ſo ſtrong, 
The helm fell off, and roll'd amid the throng : 
. 730 
There, for ſome luckier Greek it reſts a prize; 
For dark in death the god-like owner lies! 
Raging with grief, great Menelaus burns, 
And, fraught with vengeance, to the victor turns; 
That ſhook the ponderous lance, in act to throw; 
735 
Ani this ſtood adverſe with the bended bow : 
Full on his breaſt the Trojan arrow fell, 
But harmleſs bounded on the plated ſteel. 
As on ſome ample barn's well-harden'd floor, 
(The winds collected at each open door) 740 
While the broad fan with force is whirl'd around, 
Lizht leaps the golden grain, reſulting from the 
ground: 
do from the ſteel that guards Atrides' heart, 
Repel!'d to diſtance flies the bounding dart. 
Atrides', watchful of th' unwary foe, 745 
Pierc'd with his lance the hand that graſp'd the 
bow, 
And nail'd it to the yew : the wounded hand 
Trail'd the long lance that mark'd with blood the 
ſand. 
But good Agenor gently from the wound 
The ſpear ſolicits, and the bandage bound, 750 
Aſling's ſoft wool, ſnatch'd from a ſoldier's fide, 
At once the tent and ligature ſupply'd. 
behold ! Piſander, urg'd by Fate's decree, 
Springs through the ranks to all, and fall by thee, 
Grtat Menelaus ! to enhance thy fame; 755 
High-towering in the front, the warriour came. 
firſt the ſharp lance was by Atrides thrown ; 
The lance far diſtant by the winds was blown. 
Nor pierc'd Piſander through Atrides' ſhield 3 
Piander's ſpear fell ſhiver'd on the field. 760 
Not ſo diſcourag'd, to the future blind, h 
Van dreams of conqueſt ſwell his hanghty mind ; 
Dauntleſs he ruſhes where the Spartan lord 
ike lightning brandiſh'd his far beaming- ſword. 
His left arm high oppos'd the ſhining ſhield : 
765 
His right, beneath, the cover'd pole- ax held 
(An olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 
Diſtinct with ſtuds; and brazen was the blade); 
This on the helm diſcharg'd a noble blow; 
he plume dropt nodding to the plain below, 770 
Mom from the creſt, Atrides wav'd his ſteel : 
beep through his front the weighty falchion fell: 
ſhe craſhing bones before its force gave way 
h duſt and blood the groaning hero lay ; 
bord from their ghaſtly orbs, aud ſpouting gore, 


775 


The clotted eye- balls tumble on the ſhore. 
de fierce Atrides ſpurn'd him as he bled, 
Tore off his arms, and, loud exulting, ſaid: 
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Thus, Trojans, thus, at length be taught to 
fear; i 

O race perfidious, who delight in war 780 

Already noble deeds ye have perform'd, | 

A princeſs rapt tranſcends a navy ſtorm'd: 

In ſuch bold feats your impious might approve, 

Without th” aſſiſtance, or the fear, of Jove. 

The violated rites, the raviſh'd dame, 785 

Our heroes ſlaughter'd, and our ſhips on flame, 

Crimes heap'd on crimes ſhall bend your glory 

down, 

And whelm in ruins yon flagitious town. 

O thou, great Father! Lord of earth and ſkies, 

Above the thought of an] ſupremely wiſe ! 790 

If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow, 

From whence this favour to an impious foe, 

A godleſs crew, abandon'd and unjuſt, 

Still breathing rapine, violence, and luſt ? 

The heſt of things, beyond their meaſure, cloy; 


74 79 
Sleep's balmy bleſſing, love's endearing joy; . 
The feaſt, the dance; whate'er mankind deſire, 
Ev'n the ſweet charms of ſacred numbers tire. 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 
In thirſt of Naughter, and in luſt of fight 800 


This ſaid, he ſeiz'd (while yet the carcaſs heay'd) 


The bloody armour, which his train receiv'd: 
Then ſudden mix'd among the warcing crew, 
And the bold fon of Pylæmenes flew, 


Harpalion had through Aſia travel'd far, 805 


Following his martial father to the war; 

Through filial love he left his native ſhore, 

Never, ah never, to behold it more 

His unſucceisful ſpear he chanc'd to fling 

Againſt the target of the Spartan king ; 3ra 

Thus of his lance diſarm'd, from death he flies, 

And turns around his apprehenſive eyes. 

Him, through the hip tranſpiercing as he fled, 

The ſnaft of Merion mingled with the dead. 

Beneath the bone the glancing point de.cends, $15 

And, driving down, the {welling bladder rends: 

sunt in his tad companions arms he lay, 

And in ſhort pantings ſobb'd his foul away; 

(Like ſome vile worm extended on the ground) 

While life's red torrent guſn'd from out the wound. 
Him on the car the Paphlagonian train 

In flow proceſſion bore from off the plain. 

The penſive father, father now no more 

Attends the mournful pon p along the ſhore ; 

And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed ; $25 

And, unreveng'd, deplor'd his offspring dead. 
Paris ſrom far the moving ſight beheld, 

With pity ſoften'd, and with fury ſwell d ; 

His honour'd hoſt, a youth of matchleſs grace, 


And lov'd of all the Paphlagonian race ; 830 


With his full ſtrength he bent his angry bow, 
And wing'd the feather'd vengeance at the foe» 
A chief there was, the brave Euchenor nam'd, 
For riches much, aud more for virtue fam'd, 


Who held his ſeat in Corinth's ſtately townz 833 


Polydus' ſon, a ſeer of old renown. 

Oft had the father told his early doom, 

By arms abroad, or flow diſeaſe at home: 

He climb'd his veſſel, prodigal of breath, 

And choſe the certain, glorious path to death. 840 
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Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went; 
His ſoul came iſſuing at the narrow vent, 
His limbs, unnerv'd, drop uſeleſs on the ground, 
And everlaſting darkneſs ſhades lum round. 
Nor knew great Hector how his legions yield 


(Wrapt in the cloud and tumult of the field); 
Wide on the left the torce of Greece commands, 
And conqueſt hovers o'er th' Achajan bands: 
With ſuch a tice ſuperiour virtue ſway'd, 
Ard he * that ſhab es the ſolid earth gave aid. 850 
But in the center Hector fix'd remain'd, 
Where firit the gates were forc'd and bulwarks 
gain'd ; 
There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 
(Their naval {tation where th' Ajaces keep, 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 
| $55 
Whoſe humble barrier ſcarce the foe divides; 
Where late in fight; both foot and horſe engag'd, 
And all the thunder of the cattle rag'd) 
There join'd. the whole Bœotian ſtrength re- 
mains, 
The proud Ionians with their ſweeping trains, 
| 860 
Locrians and Phthians, and th' Epean force; 
But, join'd, repel not Hector's fiery courſe. 
The flower of Athens, Stichius, Phidas led, 
Bias and great Meneſtheus at their head, 
Meges the ſtrong the Epeian bands control'd, 865 
And Dracius prudent, and Amphion bold; | 
"The Phthians Medon, fam'd for martial might, 
And brave Podarces, active in the fight. - 
This drew from Phylacus his noble line; 
Iphiclus' ſon : and that (Oileus) thine : 870 
(Young Ajax' brother, by a ſtol'n embrace; 
Ke dwelt far diſtant from his native place, 
Ey his fierce ſtepdame from his father's reign 
EN pell'd and exal'd for her brother ain.) 
Theſe rule the Phthians, and et eir arms employ 
87 
Mixt with Bœotians, on the ſnores of Troy. b 
Now fide by fide, with like unweary'd care, 
Each Ajax labour'd through the field of war: 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 
Force the bright plowſhare through tlie fallow 
ſoil, 880 
Join'd to one yoke, the ſtubborn earth they tear, 
4nd trace large furrows with the ſhining ſhare; 
Q'er their huge limbs the foam deſcends in 
| ſnow, 
And ftreams of ſweat down their ſour foreheads 
flow, ; 
A train of heroes follow'd through the field, 885 
Wio bore by turns great A ax' ſeven- fold ſnield; 
Wienc'er he breath'd, remiſſive of his might, 
Tir with inceſſant ſtaugtiters of the fight. 
No following troops his brave aflociate grace: 


In cloſe engagement an unpractis'd race, 890 


The Locrian ſquadrons nor the javelin wield, 
Nor bear the helm, nor lift the moony ſhield ; 
But ſeill'd from far the flying ſhaft to wing, 
Or hi the fonnding pebble from the fling z 
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Dextrous with theſe they aim a certain wound, 
| 893 


Or fell the diſtant warriour to the ground. 
Thus in the van, the Telamonian train 
Throng'd in bright arms, a preſſing fight main. 
tain; : 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers lie, 
Whoſe {tones and arrows intercept the ſky, ce 
The mingled tempeſt on the foes they pour; 
Troy's ſcattering orders open to the ſhower, 
Now had the Greeks eternal fame acquir'd, 
And the gall'd Ilians to their walls retir'd 
But ſage Polydamas, diſcreetly brave, 903 
Addreis'd great Hector, and this counſel gave: 
Though great in all, thou ſeem'ſt averſe to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful friend ; 
To Gods and men thy matchleſs worth is known, 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 919 
But in cool thought and counſel to excel, 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 
Content with what the bounteous Gods have given, 
Seek not alone t' engroſs the gifts of Heaven. 
To ſome the powers of bloody war belong, 913 
To ſome, ſweet muſick, and the charm of ſong; 
To few, and wondrous few, has Jove affign'd 
A wiſe, extenſive, all-conſidering mind; 
Their guardians theſe, the nations round confeſs, 
And towns and empires for their ſafety blefs. 920 
If Heaven have lodg'd this virtue in my breaſt, 
Attend; O Hector, what I judge the beſt : 
Ste, as thou mov'ſt, on dangers dangers ſpread, 
And war's whole fury burns around thy head. 
Behold ! diſtreſs'd within yon hoſtiie wall, 923 
How many Trojans yield, diſperſe, or fall? 
What troops, out- number'd, ſcarce the war main- 
in? 
And what brave heroes at the ſhips lie ſlain? 
Here ceaſe thy fury ; and the chiefs and kings 
Convok'd to council, weigh the ſum of things. 


936. 


Whether {the Gods ſucceeding our defires) 

To yon tall ſhips to bear the Trojan fires ; 

Or quit the fleet, and paſs unhurt away, 
Contented with the conqueſt of the day. 
I tear, I fear, left Greece, not vet undone, 935 


Pay the large debt of laſt revolving ſun ; 


Achilles, great Achilles, yet remains 


On yonder decks, and yet o'erlooks the plains! 


The counſel pleas'd; and Hector, with 2 
bound, 
Leap'd from his chariot on the trembling 
ground; 
Swift as he leap'd his clanging arms reſound. 
To guard this poſt (hie cried) thy art employ, 
And here detain the ſcatter d vouth of Troy; 
Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my way, 
And haſten back to end the doubtful day. 945 
This ſaid; the towering chief prepares . 


80, 

Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes 

flow, = 
And ſeems a moving mountain topt with ſnow. 
Through all his hoſt, inſpiring force, he flies, 
And bids anew the martial thunder riſe. * 
To Panthus' fon, at Hector's high command, 
Haſte the bold leaders of the Trojan band; 
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put round the battlements, and round the plain, 

For many a chief he look' d, but look'd in vain; 

Deiphobus, nor Helenus the ſerr,ĩ 9585 

Nor Aſius' ſon, nor Aſius felf appear. 

For theſe were pierc'd with many a ghaſtly wound, 

Some cold in death, ſome groaning on the ground: 

Some low in duſt (a mournfu! object) lay; 

High on the wall ſome breath'd their ſouls 
away. ht 960 
Far on the left, amid the throng he found 

(Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 

The graceful Paris; whom, with fury mov'd, 

Opprobrious, thus, th' impatient chief reprov'd : 
lil-fated Paris! ſlave to woman-kiud, 965 

As ſmooth of face as fraudulent of mind! 

Where is Deiphobus, where Aſius gone? 

The godlike father, and th' intrepid ſon ? 

The force of Helenus, diſpenſing fate; 

And great Othryoneus, ſo fear'd of late? 970 

Black fate hangs o'er thee from th* avenging Gods, 

Imperial Troy from her foundations nos ; | 

Waelm'd in thy country's ruins ſhalt thou fall, 

And one devouring vengeance ſwallow all. 
When Paris thus : My brother and my friend, 

975 


Thy warm impatience makes thy tongue offend, | 


In other battles I deſerv'd thy blame, 
Though then not deedleſs, nor unknown to 
fame: . 
But ſince you rampart by thy arms lay low, _ 
Iſcatter'd laughter from my fatal bow. 980 
The chiefs you ſeck on yonder ſhore lie ſlain; 
Of all thoſe heroes two alone remain; 
Deiphobus, and Helenus the ſeer: 
Each now diſabled by a hoſtile ſpear. I 
Go then, ſucceſsful, where thy ſoul inſpires : 985 
This heart and hand ſhall ſecond all thy fires; © + 
What with this arm I can, prepare to know, 


Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow. | 


But, 'tis not ours, with forces not our w] 
To combat; ſtrength is of the Gods alone. 990 
Theſe words the hero's angry mind aſſuage: . 
Then fierce they mingle where the thickeſt rage. 
Around Polydamas, diſtain'd with blood. 
Cebrion, Phalces, ſtern Orthæus ſtood. 
Palmus, with Poly pœtes the divine, 995 
And two bold brothers of Hippotion's line: 
(Who reach'd fair Hion, from Aſcania far, 
The former day; the next engag'd in war.) 
As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind ſprings, 
That bears Jove's thunder on its dreadful wings, 
Wide o'er the blaſted fields the tempeſt ſweeps; , 
Then, gather'd, ſettles on the hoary deeps: _ 
Th' afflicted deeps tumultuous mix and roar; } 
The waves behind impel the waves before, ( FP 
Wide-rolling, foaming high, and tumbling . 
do the ſhore: £ 19005 
Thus rank on rank the thick battalliong, throng, _ 
8 urg' d on chief, and man drove man along. 
0b Vis: -:;- N 1 To 
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Far o'er the plains in dreadful order bright, 
The brazen arms reflect a beamy light: | 
Full.in the blazing van great Hector ſhin'd, 1010 


Like Mars commiſſion'd co confound mankind, 


Before him flaming, his enormous ſhield 1 
Like the broad ſun illumin'd all the field: 2 
His nodcing helm eniits a ſtreemy ray; 
His piercing eyes through all the battle ſtray, 1015 
And, while beneath his targe he flaſb'd along, 
Shot terrors round; that wither'd ev'n the ſtrong. 
T us ſtalk'd he, dreadful ; death was in his 
ook ; „ 9 | 
Whole nations fear d; but not an Arpiye ſhook. 
The towering Ajax, with an ample ſtride, 1020 
Advanc'd the fic, and thus the chief defy' d. 
Hector! come on, thy empty threats forbear 
"Tis not thy arm, *tis thundering Jove we fear: 
The ſkill of war to us not idly given, 
Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but Heaven. 
| | . 1027 
Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts, 
10 force our fleet: the Greeks have hands, and 
hearts. N ä 
Long e'er in flames our loſty navy fall, 
Vour boaſted city and your god- built wall 
Shall ſink beneath us, ſmoking on the ground; 
| 5 1030 
And ſpread a long, unmeaſur'd ruin round, 5 


The time ſhall come, when, chas'd along the plain, 


Ev'n thou ſhalt call on Jove, and call in vain; 
Ev'n thou ſhalt wiſh, to aid thy deſperate courſe, 
The wings of falcons for thy flying horſe; - 1035 
Shalt run, forgetful of a warrior's fame, 5 
While clouds of friendly duſt conceal thy ſhame. 
As thus he ſpoke, behold, in open view, 
On ſounding wings a dexter eagle flew. 
To Jove's glad omen all the Grecians riſe, - 1040 
And hail, with ſhouts, his [progreſs through the 
ſkies: f N 5 
Far echoing clamours bound from fide to ſide: 
They ceas'd; and thus the chief of Troy reply'd : 
From whence this menace, this inſulting ſtrain? 
Enormous boaſter ; doom'd to vaunt in vain, 1045 
So may the Gods on Hector life beſtow, 1 
(Not that ſhort life which mortals lead below, 
But ſuch as thoſe of Jove's high lineage born, 
The blue-ey'd Maid, or He that gilds the morn.) 
As this decifive day ſhalbend the fame © , xog0 
Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. 
And thou, imperious! if thy madneſs wait 
The lance of Hector, thou ſhale meet thy fate: 
That giant corpſe, extended on the ſhore, | 
Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore. 1055 
He ſaid, and like a lion ſtalk d along: F 


Wich ſhouts'inceſſant earth and ocean rung, 


Sent from his following hoſt 3' the Grecian train 

With anſwering thunders fill'd the echoing plain; 

A ſhout that tore Heaven's concave, and _ 
N by 5 : 10 


Shook che fir d ſplendorẽ x the thrane of Jove· 
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— Yet, as he moves, the fight his boſom warms; 
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> 10:0 Bo OÞ OK REV 
in THE ARGUMENT. ENS 
Juno drecives Jupiter by the Girdle of .Veaus, 955 a 


Neſtor, fitting at the table with Macbaon, is alarmed with the increaſing clamour of the war and bafters fo 
Agamemnion : on bis way be meets that prince with Diomed and Ulyſſes, xvbem be informs of the extremity 
F the danger. Agamemnon propoſes to make their efcape by nigbt, which Ulyſſes  withflands ; to which 
Diomed adgs bis advice, that, wounded as they were, they ſbould go forth and encourage the army with 
5 their preſence; zo hieb advice is purſued. Juno ſe iing the partiblity of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms 4 
. deſign to over «reach him ; ſbe ſets off her charnes woith the utmoſt care, and (the more ſurely to enchant bin } 
obtains the magic circle of Venus. © She then applies Lerſelf to the God of Sleep, and, with ſome difficulty, 

. perſuade: him to feal the eyes of Jupiter; this done, ſbe goes to Mount Ida, where the God, at firſt fiebty is 


© Taviſhed with ber beauty, finks in ber embraces, and if laid aflcep. 


Neptune takes. advantage of bis ſum- 


Tr, 4 ſuccours the Greets > Hector is firuck to the grourd with @ prodigious flone by Ajax, and carried 


off” from: the battl-. 


N UT nor the genial feaſt, nor flowing bowl, 


Several actions ſucceed ; till the 
the ler Ajax frenalizes himſilf in a particular manner. 


Trejans, much diftreſſed, are obliged to give way : 


O grace and glory of th' Achaian name 


Could charm he cares of Neſtor's watchful ſoul; What drives thee, Neſtor, from the field of fame? 


His itartied ears th' encreaſing cries attend: 

Then:thus, impatient, to his wounded friend: 
What new alarm, divine Machaon, ſay, 

What mixc events attend this mighty day? 


. ; £9 
Shall then proud Hector ſee his boaſt fulfill'd, 

5 Our fleets in aſhes, and our heroes kill'd ? 

Such was his threat, ah now too ſoon made good, 


Hark how the ſhouts divide, and how they meet, On many a Grecian boſom writ in blood. 


And now come full, and thicken to the fleet! 
Here, with the cordial draught, diſpel thy care, 
Let Hecamede the ftrengthening bath prepare, x0 


Refreſh thy wound, and cleanſe the clotted gore; 


While 1 th' adventures of the day explore. 
He ſaid; and ſeizing Thraſymedes' ſhield, - 
(His valiant offspring) haſten'd to the field; 


1 


Is every, heart inflam'd with equal rage 


And all-confirming time has fate fulfill'd. 


5 
Againſt your king, nor will one chief engage? ; 
And have 1 liv'd to ſee with mournful eyes 
In every Greek a new Achilles riſe ? 

Gerenian Neſtor then: So Fate has will'd ; 
60 


Not he that thunders from th' atrial bower, 


(That day, the fon his father's buckler bore) 15 Not Jove himſelf,” upon the paſt has power, 


Then ſnatch'd a lance, and iſſued from the door, 
goon as the proſpect open'd to his view, 
His wounded eyes the ſcene of ſorrow knew; 
Dre diſarray ! the tumult of the fight, : 
The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. 
As when old Ocean's ſilent ſurface Nleeps, 
The waves juſt heaving on the purple deeps; 
While yet-th* expected tempeſt hangs on high, 
Weighs down the clould, and blackegs in the ſky, 
The mais of waters will no wind obey; 25 
Jove ſends one guſt, and bids them, roll away. 
While wavering counſels thus his mind engage, 
Fluctuates in doubtful thought the Pylian fage, 
Torjon the hoſt, or to the general haſte ; | 
Debating long, he fixes on the laſt; 


20 


30 


The field rings dreadful with the clang of arms; 
The gleaming faulchions flaſh, the javelins fly; 
Blows echo blows, and all or kill or die. 
Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 35 
By tardy ſteps aſcending from the fleet; 
The king of men, Ulyſſcs the divine, 
And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. A aro 
(Their ſhips at diſtance from the battle ſtand, 
In lines advanc'd along the ſhelving ſtrand: _ 
Whoſe bay, the fleet unable to contain N 
At length; beſide the maggin of the main, A 
Rank above ank, the crouded ſhips they moor. 
Who landed fir lay higheſt on the ſhore.) 
Supported on their ſpears, they took gheir way, 45 
Unfit to fight, but anxious far the dax. 
Neftor's appro. h alarm'd each Grecian breaſt, 
Whom thus the general of the hoſt addreſt: 


1 


4 


! 


{ 


The wall, our late inviolable bound, 


And beſt defence, lies ſmoking on the ground: 
4 Ev'n to the ſhips their conquering arms extend, 

— > 12 * 53% 4 N 9 1 tin ; - PRES ” 
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And groans of ſlaughter'd Greeks to heaven aſcend. 
On ſpeedy meaſures then employ your thought, 
In ſuch diftreſs. If counſel profit aught; _ 
Arms cannot much : though Mars our ſouls ex- 
I | Abe Kon a8 by 
Theſe gaping wounds withhold us from the fight, 
To hint the monarch : That our army bends, 
That Troy triumphant our high fleet afcends, - 
And that the rampart, late our ſureſt truſt, 
And beſt defence, lies ſmoking in the duſt : 
All this from Jove's afflitive hand we bear, 
Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. 


75 


Paſt are the days when happier Greece was bleſt, 
| And all his favour, all his aid confeſt ; | 


| Now Heaven, averſe, our hands from battle tics, 
And lifts the Trojan glory to the ſkies. do 


. | Ceaſe we at length to waſte our blood in vain, 


: 


And launch what ſhips lie neareſt to the main; 


40 Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the fight,” 
+ Bring all to ſea, and hoiſt each ſail for flight. 85 


Leave theſe at anchor till the coming night: 


| Thad ori in eb well foreſeen, to run, 


Than'periſh in the danger we may ſhun. 
Thus he. The ſage Ulyſſes thus replies, 
While anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes: 


What ſhameſui words (unkingly as thou art) 99 


Fall from that trembling tongue, and timorous 
heart. 


Oh, we 
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Oh, were thy ſway the curſe of meaner powers, 
And thou the ſhame of any hoſt but ours 
A hoſt, by Jove endued with martial might, 
And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight: 95 
Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage, 
Emoloy'd our youth, and yet employs our age. 
And wilt thou thus deſert the Trojan plain? 
and have whole ftreams of blood been ſpilt in 
vain? 
a ſuch baſe ſentence if thou couch thy fear, 100 
Speak it in whiſpers, leſt a Greek ſhould hear. 
Lives there a man fo dead to fame, who dares 
To think ſuch meanneſs, or the thought declares? 
And comes it ev'n from him whoſe ſovereigu ſway 
The bandied legions of all Greece obey ? 105 
s this a general's voice that calls to flight, 
While war hangs doubtful, while his ſoldiers fight ? 
What more could Troy? What yet their fate de- 
nies, 
Thou giv'ſt the foe ; all Greece becomes their 
prize. | 


Themſelves abaudon'd) ſhall the fight purſue ; 
But thy ſhips flying, with deſpair ſhall ſee; 
and owe deſtruction to a prince like thee. 
Thy juſt reproofs (Atrides calm replies) [115 
Like arrows pierce me, (for thy words are wile, 
Unwilling as Jam to loſe the hoſt, — +» 
I force not Greece to leave this hateful coaſt, 
Glad | ſubmit, whoe'er, or young or old, 
Auzht, more conducive to our weal unfold. 
Tydides cut him ſhort, and thus began: 
Such counſel if you ſeek; behold the man 
Who boldly gives it ; and what he ſhall ſay, 
Young though he be, diſdain not to obey ; _- 
A youth, who from the mighcy Pydeus ſprings, 
May ſpeak to councils and aſſembled kings. 125 
Near then in me the great Oenides' ſon, 
Whoſe honour'd duſt (his race of glory run) 
Lies whelm'd in ruins of the 'Theban wall; 
brave in his life, and glorious in his fall; [130 
With three bold ſons was generous Prothoũs bleſt, 
Who Pleuron's walls and Calydon poſſeſt; 
Melas and Agrius, but (who far ſurpaſt 
be reſt in courage) Oeneus was the laſt 
from him, my Sire. From Calydon expell'd, 
He paſs'd to Argos, and in exile dwell'd; 135 
The monarch's daughter there (ſo Jove ordain'd). 
He won, and flouriſh'd where Adraſtus reign'd; :. 
ſtere, rich in fortune's gifts, his acres till'd, | q 


120 


Jebeld his vines their liquid harveſt yield, 140 
And numerous flocks that whiten'd all the field 
duch Tydeus was, the foremoſt once in fame 
Vor lives in Greece: a ſtranger to his name. 
Then, what far common godd my thoughts inſpire, 
Atend ; and in the ſon, reſpe the fire : 
Though fore of battle, th6&ugh, with wounds op- 
preſt, | AK 2245 211 L8G; 

ler each go forth, and animate the reſt, _ 
advance the glory which he cannot ſhare, 

dough not partaker, witneſs of the war. 
ut leſt new wounds on wounds o'er power us quite, 
deyond the miſſile javelin's founding flight, 150 
ue let us ſtand; and from the tumult farr.ĩ 
luſvire the ranks, and rule the diftant war. 
He added not: the liſtening kings obe 
o moving on; Atrides leads the way. 
The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) 


* 7 


155 


1 15 7 


Preſt in his own, the general's hand he took, 
And this the venerable hero ſpoke... , 
Atrides, lo! with what diſdain{ul eye a. 
Achilles ſees his country's forces fly ; 160 
Blind impious man ! whoſe anger is his guide, 
Who glories in anutterable pride. 

So may he periſh, fo may Jove diſclaim 


But heaven forſakes not thee: o'gr yoader ſands © 
: | 16 
Soon ſhalt thou view the ſcatter'd Trojan bands x 
Fly diverſe ; white proud kings, and chiefs re. 
* nown'd, : e 
Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involv'd around 
Of rolling duſt, their winged wheels employ 
To hide their ignominious heads in Troy, 170 
He ſpoke, then ruſh'd amid the warrior crew ; 
And ſent his voice before him as he flew, v4 
Loud, as the ſhout encountering aromucs ield. 
When twice ten thouſand ſhake che labouring field 


= « 
== 


| | Such was the voice, and ſuch the thunderiay ; 
No more the troops (our hoiſted fails in view, 110 | : 


ſound - 74 

Of him, whoſe trident rends the ſolid ground. 
Each Argive boſom beats to meet the fight, 
And griſly war appears 2 pleaſing ſight. ' 

Mean time Saturnia from Olympus” brow, 
High thron'd in gold, beheld the fields below; 180 
With joy the glorious conflict the ſurvey d, | 
Where her great brother gave the Gregians acid, 
But plac'd aloft, on Ida's ſhady height 8 


175 


| | She ſees her Jove, and trembles ar the ſight... ; . 


Jove to deceive, what methods ſhall ſhe try, 183 
What arts, to blind his all-beholding exe? 
At length ſhe truſts her power; reſolv'd to prove 
'The old, yet ſtill ſucceſsful, cheat of love; 
Againſt his wiſdom to oppoſe her charms; | | 
And lull the Lord of thunders in he: arms. 190 

Swift to her bright apartment ſhe repairs, 
Sacred to dreſs, and beauty's pleaſing cares: 
With ſkill divine had Vulcan form'd;the-boyer, . - 
Safe from acceſs of ach iutruding power. 5 
Touch'd with her ſecret key, the doors untold : 498 
SzIf-chos'd; behind her ſhut the valves of, gold. 
Here firſt ſhe bathes; and round her body, pours... , 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrofial ſhowers: 1 ., 45 
The winds, perfum'd, the balmy gale conv ex 
Through heaven, through earth, and all ch atrial 

| way: y od e e and s+; BORwE, 
Spirit divine] whoſe exhalation greets 
The ſenſe of Gods with more than mortal lweets. _ 
Thus while ſhe. breath'd of heaven, with decent 
pride Ain! 2848 


0 


Her artful hands the radiant treſſes ty d; 


Part on her head in ſhining ringlets rollbd, 2 
Part o'er her ſnoulders wav d like melted golxddg. 
| Around her next a heavenly mantle fly dd. 


That rich with Pallas“ labour d colours glow id: 
Large claſps of gold the foldings gather d round. 

A golden zone her ſwelling boſom bound. 210 
Far- heaming pendants tremble in her .&47y, 4.14, 4a") 
Each gem illumin'd. with a tuple ſtar. 5 Lo 
Then g'ep her head ſhe. calts a veil more White 


' Laſt her fairseer celeſtial ſandals grace. 
Thus iſſuing radiant, with majeſtic pace. 
Forth from the dome th' imperial Goddeſt mov _ 
And calls the Mother of the. Smiles and Loves 

How long (to Venus thus apart ſhe criee 


7 217 ; 


Aears a warrior furrow'd Ger with age; 


Shall human {trite celeſtial minds divide ? 


The wretch relentleſs, and o'erwhelm with ſhame ! .* 
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Then new fall'n ſuow nd dazzliag as the light. 
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Ah yet, will Venus aid Saturnia's joy, 
And ſet aſide the cauſe of Greece and Troy ? 
Let Heaven's dread empreſs (Cytherea ſaid) 
Speak her requeſt, and deem her will obey' d. 
Then grant me (ſaid the Queen) thoſe conquer- 
ing charms, | 225 
That power, which mortals and immortals warms, 
That love, which melts mankind in fierce deſires, 
And burns the ſons of Heaven with ſacred fires! 
For lo, | haſte to thoſe remote abodes, 
Where the great parents (ſacred ſource of Gods!) 230 
Ocean and Tethys their old empire keep, 
On the laſt limits of the land and deep, 
In their kind arms my tender years weile paſt ; 
What time old Saturn, from Olympus caſt, 
Of upper heaven to Jove reſign'd the reign, 235 
Whelm'd under the huge maſs of earth and main. 
For ſtrife, I hear, has made the union ceaſe, 
Which held ſo long that ancient pair in peace. 
What honour, and what love, ſhall I obtain, 
If I compoſe thoſe fatal feuds again ; .240 
Once more their minds in mutual ties engage, 
And what my youth has ow'd, repay their rage ? 
She ſaid. With awe divine the Queen of Love 
Obey'd the ſiſter and the wife of Jove: 
And from her fragrant breaſt the zone unbrac'd, 245 
With various ſkill, and high embroidery grac'd. 
In this was every art and every charm, 
To win the wiſeſt, and the coldeſt warm : 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay deſire, 
The kind deceit, the ill reviving fire, 250 
Perſuaſive ſpeech, and more perſuaſive ſighs, 
Silence that ſpoke, aud eloquence of eyes. 
This, on her hand, the Cyprian Goddeſs laid; 
Take this, and with it all thy wiſh, ſhe ſaid. 
Wih ſmile ſhe took the charm; and ſmiling preſt 255 
The powerful ceſtus to her ſnowy breaſt. 
Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew : 
Whilſt from Olympus pleas'd Saturnia flew, 
O'er high Fieria thence her courſe ſhe bore, 
O'er fair Emathia's ever-pleaſing ſhore, 260 
O'er Hemus' hills with ſnows eternal crown'd. 
Nor once her flying foot approach'd the ground; 
Then taking wing from Athos' lofty ſteep, 
She ſpeeds to Lemnos o'er the rolling deep, 
Ang ſeeks the cave of Death's half-brother, 
4 Sleep: Ls fn 265 
$weet-pleaſing Sleep! (Saturnia thus began) 
Who ſpread'ſt thy empire o'er each god and man; 
If e' er obſequious to thy Juno's will, ” 
O Powerof Slumbers! hear, and favour till : 
Shed thy ſoft dews on Jove's immortal eyes, 270 
While ſunk in love's entrancing joys he lies. 
A ſplendid ſootſtool, and a throne; that ſhine 
With gold unfading, Somnus, ſhall be thine; 
'The work of Vulcan; to indulge thy eaſe, ( 
When wine and feaſts thy golden humourspleaſe. 275 
Imperial Dame (the balmy power replies) 
Great Saturn's heir, and empreſs of the ſkies!” 


The ſire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign, 
And his huſh'd waves lie ſilent on the main. 280 
But how, unbidden, ſhall I dare to ſteep 
 Jove's awful temples in the dew of fleep? 
Long ſince, too venturous at thy bold command, 
On thoſe eternal lids I laid my hand: 


HOMER. 


What time, deſerting Ilion's waſted plain, 18 


His conquering ſon, Alcides, plough'd the main. 


When lo! the deeps ariſe, the tempeſts roar, 
And drive the hero to the Coan ſhore; + 
Great Jove awaking, ſhook the bleſt abodes 


Had hurl'd indignant to the nether ſky, _ 

But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid - 

(The friend of earth and heaven) her wings dif- 

play'd; . 

Impower'd the wrath of gods and men to tame, 295 

Ev'n Jove rever'd the venerable damm. 
Vain are thy fears (the Queen of Heaven replies 

And, ſpeaking, rolls her large majellic eyes) 

Think'ſt thou that Troy has Jove's high favour 

won, : P 

Like great Alcides, his all-conquering ſon? 3009 

Hear, and obey the miſtreſs of the ſſcies, 

Nor for the deed expect a vulgar prize; 

For know, thy lov'd one ſhall be ever thine, 

The youngeſt Grace, Paſithac the divine. [305 
Swear then (he faid) by thoſe tremendous floods 

That ,roar through hell, and bind th' invoking 

C 
Let the great parent Earth one hand ſuſtain, 
| And ſtretch'd the other o'er the ſacred main. 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 


That ſhe, my lov'd one, ſhall be ever mine, 
The youngeſt Grace, Paſithac the divine, 


Invokes the ſable ſubtartarean Powers, 


Whom mortals name the dread Titanian Gods. 
Then ſwift as wind, o'er Lemnos ſmoky iſle, 
They wing their way, and Imbrus' ſea-beat ſoil, 
Through air unſeen, involv'd in darkneſs glide, 


(Mother of ſavages, whoſe echoing hills 

Are heard reſounding with a hundred rills ;) 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the Gd; 

- Huſh'd are her mountains, and her fdreſts nod; 
There on a fir, whoſe ſpiry branches riſe 325 
To join its ſummit to the neighbouring ſkies; 
Dark in embowering ſhade, conceal'd from ſight, 


Sat Sleep, in likeneſs of the bird of Night. 


(Chalcis his name by thoſe of heavenly birth, 

But call'd Cymidis by the race of earth.) 4330 

To Ida's top ſucceſsful Juno flies; 

N ſurveys her with deſiring eyes: | 

The God, whoſe lightning ſets the heavens on 
fire, | Y 97 


e, | 
Through all his boſom feels the fierce defire; 
Fierce as when firſt by ſtealth he ſeiz'd her Roe. 
| 1 80 | 33 

Mix'd with her ſoul, and melted in her arms, 
Fix'd on her eyes he fed his eager look, 

ſpoke: 13 | | 
Why comes my goddeſs from th* zthereal {cy, 


Then ſhe I haſte to thoſe remote abodes, 


[| Where the great parents of the deathleſs gods, 


The reverend Ocean and grey Tethys reign, 


Jon the laſt limits of che land and main, | 


With riſing wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods; 290 
Me chief he ſought, and from the realms on high 


To hear and witneſs from the depths of hell; 310 


The queen aſſents; and from th' infernal bowers 


And thoſe who rule th' inviolable floods, 315 


And light on Lectos, on the point of Ide 32 


Then preſs'd her hand, and thus with tranſport 
Ol er other Gods I ſpread my eaſy chain: ? I . ' 


And not her ſteeds and flaming chariots nigh? 340 
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Let ſofter cares the preſent hour employ, | 


I vifit theſe, to whoſe indulgent cares 
owe the nurſing of my tender years; | 
For ſtrife, I hear, has made that union ceaſe, 
Which held ſo long this ancient pair in peace. 
The ſteeds, prepar'd my chariots to convey 
O'er earth and ſeas, and through th' atrial way 350 
Wait under Ide: of thy ſuperior power 
To aſk conſent, I leave th' Olympian bower ; 
Nor ſeek, unknown to thee, the ſacred cells 
Deep under ſeas, where hoary, Ocean dwells. 

For that (ſaid Jove) ſuſhce another day; 355 
But eager love denies the leaſt delay. 


4 345 | 


And be theſe moments ſacred all to joy. 
Ne'er did my ſoul ſo ſtrong a paſſion prove, 
Or for an earthly er a heavenly love: 
Not when I preſs'd Ixion's matchleſs dame 
Whenecz roſe Pirithoũs like the gods in fame. 
Not when fair Dana felt the ſhower of gold 
Stream into life, when Perſcus brave and bold. 
Not thus 1 burn'd for either 'Theban dame, 365 
(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came) 
Nor Phenix* daughter, beautiful and young, 
Whence godlike Rhadamanth and Minos ſprung. 
Not thus I burn'd for fair Latonia's face, | 
Nor comelier Ceres“ more majeſtic grace. 370 
Not thus ev'n for thyſelf I felt deſire, 
As now my veins receive the pleaſing fire. 
He ſpoke: the Goddeſs with the charming eyes 
 Glows with celeſtial red, and thus replies: 
Is this a ſcene for love? On Ida's height 375 
Fxpos'd to mortal and imniortal fight ; 
Our joy profan'd by each familiar eye, 
The ſport of heaven, and fable of the ſky. 
How ſhall I e'er review the bleſt abodes, 
Or mix among the ſenate of the Gods? 380 
Shall I not think, that, with diſorder'd charms, 
All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms? 
With ſteill divine has Vulcan form'd thy bower, 
Sacred to love and to the genial hour; 
If ſuch thy will, to that receſs retire, 335 
And ſecret there indulge thy ſoft deſire. 

She ceas'd; and, ſmiling with ſuperior love, 
Thus anſwer'd mild the cloud-compelling Jove : 
Nor yod nor mortal ſhall our joys behold, 

Shaded with clouds, and circumfus'd in gold; 390 
Not ev'n the Sun, who darts through heaven his 


rays, 4:8 6 
And whoſe broad eye th' extended earth ſurveys. 
Gazing he ſpoke, and kindling at the view, 
His eager arms around the Goddeſs threw. | 
Glad earth perceives, and from her boſom pours 395 
Unobidden herbs, and voluntary flowers: 
Thick new-born violets a ſoft carpet ſpread 
And cluſtering lotos ſwell'd the riſing bed, 
And ſudden hyacinths the turf beſtrow, 
And flamy crocos made the mountain glow, 400 
There golden clouds conceal'd the heavenly pair, 
Steep'd in ſoft joys, and circumfus'd with air ; 
Celeſtial dews, deſcending o'er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambroſia round. 
At length, with Love and Sleep's ſoft power op- 
preſt, - | 405 
The panting Thunderer nods, and ſinks to reſt. 
Now to the navy borne on ſilent wings, 


— . 


60 | This half-recover'd day, ſhall Troy obtain ? 
Shall Hector thunder at your ſhips again? 


Oh yet, if glory any boſom warms, 


His ſtrongeſt ſpear each valiant Grecian wield, 


The kings, though wounded, and oppreſt with 


The legions march, and Neptune leads the way: 


FP fall; ö 460 


Beſide him ſudden, unperceiv'd he ſtood, 
And thus with gentle words adereſs'd the God: 470 
Now, des. Are now th' important hour em- 
pioy, | 

To check a while the haughty hopes of Troy: 
While Jove yet reſts, while yet my vapours ſhed ' 
The golden viſion round his fatred head; | 
For Juno's love, and Somnus' pleaſing ties, 41 
Have clos'd thoſe awful and eternal eyes. EO 
Thus having ſaid, the Power of Slumber flew, 
On human lids to drop the balmy dew. 
Neptune, with zeal increas'd, renews his care, 
And towering in the foremoſt ranks of war, 420 
Indignant thus—Oh once of martial fame! 
O Greeks! if yet ye can deſerve the name! 


Lo ſtill he vaunts, and threats the fleet with 
fires, 423 
While ſtern Achilles in his wrath retires. 
One hero's loſs too tamely you deplore, 

Be ſtill yourſelves,- and we ſhall need no more. 


Brace on your firmeſt helms, and ſtand to arms: 439 8 


Each valiant Grecian ſeize his broadeſt ſhield ; 
Let to the weak,' the lighter arms belong, 
'The ponderous targe be wielded by the ſtrong. 
(Thusarm'd)not Hector ſhallourpreſence ſtay: 435 
Myſelf, ye Greeks! myſelf will lead the way. 
e troops aſſent; their martial arms they 
change, 


The buſy chieſs their banded legions range. 


pain, | 

With helpful hands themſelves aſſiſt the train. 440 
The ſtrong and cumbrous arms the valiant wield. 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter ſhield. 
Thus ſheath'd in ſhining braſs, in bright array 
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His brandiſh'd faulchion flames before their eyes: 443 
Like lightning flaſhing through the frighted ſkies. _ 
] Clad in his might, th' Earth-ſhaking Power ap- 
pere 4 | 
Pale mortars tremble, and confeſs their fears. 
Troy's great defender ſtands alone unaw'd, 
Arms his proud hoſt, and dares oppoſe a God: 450 
And lo! the God and wondrous man appear: 
The ſeas ſtern Ruler there, and Hector here. 
The roaring main, at her great maſter's call, 
Roſe in huge ranks, and form'd 4 watery wall 
; #3 5+ l . roar; 6) : 
Around the ſhips; ſeas hanging ver the ſhores, 455 
Both armies join: Earth thunders, Ocean roars, ' 
Not half ſo loud the bellowing deeps reſound, 
When ſtormy winds diſclofe the dark.profeund; 
Leſs loud the winds, that from th' Zolian hall 
Roar through the woods, and make whole foreſts 
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Leſs loud the woods, when flames in torrents pour, 
Catch the dry mountain, and its ſhades devour : 
With ſuch a rage the meeting hoſts are driven : 
And ſuch a clamour ſhakes the ſounding heaven. 
The firſt bold javelin urg'd by Hector's force, 465 
Direct at Ajax' boſom wing'd its courſe ; 


To Neptune's car ſoft Sleep his meſſage bringe; 


| But there no paſs the croſſing belts afford, 


(Ons bras d his ſhield, and one ſuſtain d his ſword.) | 


163 - 


— 


Then back the di appointed Trojan drew, 
And curs d the lance that unavailing flew : 
But *ſcap'd not Ajax, his tempeſtuous hand 
A ponderous ſtone upheaving from the ſand, 
(Where heaps, laid looſe beneath the warrior's feet, 
Or ſerv'd to ballaſt, or to prop the fleet) 


470 


_ Fels'd round and round, the miſſive marble ings 3 


On the raz'd ſheld the falling ruin rings, 


POPE'S HOMER. 


Prompt on that ſpear to which thou ow'ſt thy fall 
Go, guide thy darkſome ſteps to Pluto's dreary 
| hall ! PE LES 20.4 


breaſt ! | 1 
The ſoul of Ajax burn'd above the reſt, 
As by his ſide the groaning warrior fell, 
At the fierce foe he launch'd his piercing ſteel: 
The foe reclining, hunn'd the flying death; 


Full on his breaſt and throat with force deſcends; | But Fate, Archilochus, demands thy breath: 54 


Nor deaden'd there its giddy fury ſpends, 


But whirling on, with many a fiery round, 


Smakes in the duſt, and ploughs into the ground. 


80 
As when the bolt, red-hiſſing from above, 1 
Darts on the conſecrated plant of Jave, 
The mountain oak in flaming ruin lies, 
Black from the blow, and ſmokes of ſulphur riſe ; 
Stiff with amaze the pale beholder's ſtand, 485 
And own the terrors of th' Almighty hand! 
So lies great Hector proſtrate. on the ſhore 
His flacken'd hand deſerts the lance it bore; 
His following ſhield the fallen chief o'erſpread; 


Bene ath his helmet dropp'd his fainting head; 490 


His load of armour ſinking to the ground, 
Clanks on the field; a dead and hollow ſound. 


Loud ſhouts of triumph fill the crowded plain; 


Greece ſees, in hope, Troy's great defender ſlain: 


- All ſpring ta ſeize him; ſtorms of arrows fly, 493 
And thicker javelins intercept the ſky,., 


To vain an iron tempeſt hiſſes round: 
He lies protected, and without a wound, 
Polydamas, Agenor the divine, 

The pious warrior of Anchiſes' line, Fog 
And each bold leader of the Lycian band, 

With covering ſhields (a friendly circle) ſtand, 
His moeurnful followers, with aſſiſtant care, 

The groaning hero to his chariot bear: 

His foaming courſers, ſwifter than the wind, $505 
Speed to the town, and leave the war behind. 


When now they touch'd the meads enamell'd fide, | 


Where gentle Xanthus rolls his eaſy tide, 

With watery drops the chief they ſprinkle round, 

Plac'd on the margin of the flowery ground, 510 

Rais'd on his knees, he now ejects the gore; 

Now faints anew, low. ſinking on the ſhore ; 

By fits he breathes, half views the, fleeting ſkies, 

And ſeals again, by fits, his ſwimming eyes. 
Soon as the Greeks the chief's retreat beheld, 5 15 

With double fury each invades the field. 

Oilean Ajax firſt his javelin ſped, _ _ 4 

Pierce d by whofe point the ſon of Enops bled; 

(Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis bore 

Amidf her flocks, on Satnio's filver ſhore) 5 20 

Struck through the belly's rim, the warrior lies 

Supine, and ſhades eternal veil his eyes. 

An arduous battle roſe around the dead; 

By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans fled. 
Fir'd with revenge, Polydamas drew near, 525 

And at Prothœner ſhook the trembling ſpear ; 

The driving javelin through his ſhoulder thruſt, _ 

He ſinks to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt. | 

Lo thus (the victor cries) we rule the field, 

And thus their arms the race of Panthus wield: 530 


Thy lofty birth no ſuccour could impart, 
The wings of death o'ertook thee on the dart. 


Swift to perform Heaven's fatal will it fled, 

Full on the juncture of the neck and head, 

And took the joint, and cut the nerves in 

_ twain; | 545 

The dropping head firſt tumbled to the plain. 

80 juſt the ſtroke, that yet the body ſtood 

EreR, then roll'd along the ſands in blood. 
Here, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eyes 

(The towering Ajax loud inſulting cries) 

Say, is this chief extended on the plain, 

A worthy vengeance for Prothenor flain ? 

Mark welt his port! his figure and his face 

Nor ſpeak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race 


known, 
Antenor s brother, or perhaps his ſon. | 
He fpake and fmil'd fevere, for well he knew 


But furious Acamas aveng'd his cauſe, 

As Promachus his ſlaughter'd brother draws, 568 

He pierc'd his heart Such fate attends you all, 

Proud Argives + deſtin'd by our arms to fall; 

Not Troy alone, hut haughty Greece ſhall ſhare 

The toils, the ſorrows, and the wounds of war. 

Behold your Promachus depriv'd of breath, 565 

A victim ow'd to my brave brother's death. 

Not unappeas'd he enters Pluto's gate, 

Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate. 
Heart-piercing anguiſh ſtruck the Grecian hoſt, 

| But touch'd the breaſt of bold Peneleus moſt : 570 

At the proud boaſter he directs his courſe : 

The boaſter flics, and ſhuns ſuperior forca. 

But young llioneus receiv'd the ſpear, 

! Hioneus, his father's only care. 

; (Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train 575 

| Whom Hermes lov'd, and taught the arts of 

; . _gain:) , 

Full in his eye the weapon chanc'd to fall, 

And irom the fibres ſcoop'd the rooted ball, 


lain: 1 
He lifts his miſerable arms in vain } | 580 
Swift his broad faulchion fierce Peneleus ſpread, 
And from the ſpouting ſhoulders ſtruck his head: 
To earth at once the head and helmet fly; 
The lance, yet ſtriking through the bleeding eye, 
The victor ſeiz d; and as aloft he ſhook 3585 
The gory viſage, thus inſulting ſpo kee: 
Trojans! your great Ilioneus behuldæe 
Haſte, to his father let the tale be told: 


Let his high roofs reſound with frantic woe, 


| Such as the houſe of Promachus muſt know; 598 


From this unerring hand there flies no dart 
But bathes its point within a Grecian heart, 


Lit doleful ridings greet his mother's ear, 


Such as to Promachus' ſad fpouſe we bear; 


He ſaid, and | ſorrow touch'd each Argive 
| 535 


5s 


Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage 
| — 334 


The bleeding youth: Troy ſadden'd at the view. 


Drove through the neck, and hurl'd him to the 


285 
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POPE'S HOMER: 


When we victorieus ſhall to Greece return, g Phalces and Mermer, Neftor's ſon overthrew, 
And the pale matron in our triumphs mqu:n: [595 | Bold Merion, Morys, and Hippotion flew. 
| Preadful he ſpoke,” then toſs'd fhehead on high; Strong Periphætes and Prothoo6n bled; 


The 'I'rojans hear, they tremble, and they fly: By Teucer's arrows mingled with the dead. 510 


Aghaſt they gaze around the flegt and wall, Pierc'd in the flank 5 Menelabs' ſtcel, 

And dread the ruin that impends on all. | His people's paſtor, Hyperenor, fell; | 
Daughters of Jove! that on Olyntpus ſhine, Eternal darkneſs wrapt the warrior round, 

Ye all-bcholding, atl-recording Nine! 600 Aud the fierce ſoul came ruſhing through the 

0 ſay, when Neptune made proud lion yield, wound. | - 


M hat chief, what hero, firſt embrued the Held? ] But ſtreteh'd in heaps before Oileus' ſon, 
Ot all the Grecians what immortal name, Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run; 
And whoſe bleſt trophies will ye raiſe to ſame? | Ajax the leſs, of all the Grecian race, 
Thou firſt, great Ajax, vn th'enſatguiti'd plain 605 | Skill'd in purſuit, and ſwiſteſt in the chaſe, 
Laid'Hyrtius, leader of the Myſian train. 'Y Vole een 
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OW 3 flight they pals the trench pro- | For godlike Hercules theſe deeds were dene, 
ound, HOT * _ 11 PUGH 

And many a chief lay gaſping on the ground: 

Then ſtopp'd and panted, where the chariots lie, 

Fear on their cheek, and horror in their eye. Him through a'thouſand farms of death I bore, 

Mean while, awaken'd'from his'dream of love, 5 | And ſent to Argos, and his native here. . 

On Ida's ſummit fat imperial Jo ver: J Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, , 35 

Round the wide fields he caſt a careful view, Nor pull th' anwilling vengeance on thy head; 

There ſaw the 'Trojans fly, the Greeks purſue; | Leſt arts and blandiſhments ſucceſsleſs prove, 

Theſe proud in arms, thoſe' ſcatter d o'er the Thy ſoft deceits, and well-diſſembled love. 


lain; | 


| . Re ed | The Thuygerer ſpoke: imperial Juno mourn'd, | 
And, midit the war, the Monarch of the Main, 10 


And, trembling, theſe ſubmiſſive words retura'd : 
Not far, great Hector on the duſt he ſpies ; | | 3 p 
(His ſad aſſociates round. with weeping eyes) | By every oath that Powers immortal ties, 
Ejecting blood, and panting yet for Mah, I The foodfut earth, and all-infolding ſkies; 
His lenſes wandering to the verge of death. 


* 


By thy black waves, tremendous Styx! that 


The God beheld him with a pitying look, 15 flo 8 
And thus, incens'd, to fraudful Juno fpoke: [Through the drear realms of gliding ghoſts be · 
O thou, {till adverſe to th' Eternal will, S 


Tor ever ſtudious in promoting ill! 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield, 
Aud driv'n his conquering ſquadrons from the 
% denT le Hawn he) 34 Qi 
Canſt thou, unhappy in thy wiles! withſtand 
W immenſe, and brave th” Almighty 
© and ? n 5 , <> 4+ f > * 


By the dread honours of thy ſacred head, 45 
And that unbroken vow, our virgin. bed! 
Not by my arts the Ruler of the Main | 
20 |Steeps Troy in bleod, and ranges round the plain: 

By his own ardour, his own pity, ſway'd 
To help his Greeks; he fought, and diſobey'd: 50 


02-5 264 Pas Elſe had thy Juno better counſels given, - 
Haſt thou forgot, when, bound and fix'd on high, | And taught ſubmiſſion to the Sire of Heaven. 
From the valt concave ef the ſpangled ſky, | Think'ſt thou with me? fair Empreſs of the 
l hung thee trembling in a golden chain 25 Skies! . e, 


And all the raging Gods oppos'd in vain ? rn' immortal Father with a ſmile replies 1) 
Headiong T hurl'd them from th* Olympian hall, Then ſoon the haughty Sea-god ſhall obey, 55 
Stunn'd'in the. whirl, and breathleſs with the fall. Nor dare to act but when we point the way. 
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If truth infpires thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright ſynod on th' Olympian hill; _ 
Our high decree let various Iris know, : 
And call the God that bears the ſilver bow. 60 
Let her deſcend, and from th* embattled plain 
Command the Sea-god to his watery reign; 
While Phabus haſtes, great Hector to prepare 
To riſe afreſh, and once more wake the war; 

His labour ing boſom re-inſpires with breath, 65 


And calls his ſenſes from the verge of death. | 


Greece, chas d by Troy ev'm to Achilles“ fleet. 
Shall fall by thouſands at the hero's feet. 
He, not untouch'd with pity, to the plain 
Shall ſend Patroclus, but ſhall ſend in vain. 70 
What youths he ſlaughters under lion's walls! 
Ev'n my lov'd ſon, divine Sa | 
Vanguiſh'd at laſt by Hector's lance he lies, 
Then, nor till then, ſhall great Achilles riſe; : | 
And lo! that inſtant godlike Hector dies. 75 Y* 
From that great hour the war's whole fortune 
turns, | 7 +, V3. SEDE 
Pallas aſſiſts, and lofty Ilion burns: 
Not till that day ſhall Jove relax his rage, 
Nor one of all the heavenly hoſt engage 
in aid of Greece, The promiſe of a God 80 
1 gave, and ſeal'd. ir with th' almighty nod, 
Achilles“ glory to the ſtars to raiſe: 
Such was our word, and Fate the word obeys, 
The trembling Queen (th' almighty order given) 
Swift from th' Idzan ſummit ſhot to heaven. 85 
As ſome way-faring man, who wanders o'er 
In thought à length of lands he trod before, 
Sends forth his active mind from place to place, 
Joins hill to dale, and meaſures ſpace with ſpace; 
So ſwift flew Juno to the bleſt abodes, 90 
if thought of man can match the ſpeed of Gods, 


— My 


8 


Yi 


There ſat the Powers in awful ſynod plac'd : 
They bow'd, and made obeiſance as ſhe paſs'd, 
Through all the brazen dome : with goblets 
ROO >, TG | 
They hail her queen: the nectar ſtreams around. 


Fair Themis firſt preſents the golden bowl, 1 
And anxious aſks what cares diſturb her ſoul ? 
To whom the white-arm'd Goddeſs thus re- 
e TR 
Enough thou know N the Tyrant of the Skies, 
Severely bent his purpoſe to fulfil, 100 
Unmov'd his mind, and unreſtrain'd his will. 
Go thou, the feaſts of heaven attend thy call; 
Bid the crown d nectar circle round the hall: 
But Jove ſhall thunder through th ethereal dome, 
Such ſtern decrees, ſuch threat'ned woes to come, 
; * wo 105 
As ſoon ſhall freeze mankind. with dire ſurpriſe, 
And damp th' eternal banquets of the ſkies. 
The Goddeſs ſaid, and ſullen took her place: 
lack horror ſadden'd each celeſtial face. 


6 ſee the gathering grudge in every breaſt, 110 


Smiles on her lips a ſpleenful joy expreſt; 
While on her wrinkled front, and eye-brow bent, 
Sat ſtedfaſt care, and lowering diſcontent. 
Thus ſhe praceeds—Attend, ye Powers above! 
But know, tis madneſs to conteſt with Jove: 115 
Supreme he ſits; and ſees, in pride of ſway, 


| But Pallas, ſpringing through the bright abode, 


e. > \ I4 
Starts from her azure throne to calm the God, 


Fierce in the majeſty of power control, 


| Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the 


oles. 

Submiſs, Immortals! all he wills, obey ; 120 
And thou, great Mars, begin and ſhow the Way, 
Behold Aſcalaphus | behold him die, 
But dare not murmur, dare not vent a ſigh; 
Thy own lov'd boaſted offspring lies o'erthrown, 
If that lov'd boaſted offspring be thy own. 125 

Stern Mars, with anguiſh for his ſlaughter' 4 


ſon, 


| Smote his povetlivg breal, and fierce begun: 
Thus then, Immortals! 


| thug ſhall Mars obey; 
Forgive me, Gods, and yield my vengeance way : 
Deſcending firſt ro yon forbidden plain, 130 
The God of battles dares avenge the ſlain; 
Dares, though the thunder burſting o'er my head 
Should hurl- me blazing on thoſe heaps of dead. 
With that, he gives command to Fear and 
Flight 


Then, grim in arms, with haſty vengeance flies; 
Arms, that reflect à radiance through the ſkies, 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
Diſcharg'd. his wrath on half the hoſt of heaven; 


I 
Struck for th* immortal race with timely fear, 


From frantic Mars ſhe, ſnatch'd the ſhield and 


ſpear : 


9 3 AER P „ WW. 5 
Then the huge helmet liſting from his head, 


Thus to th' impetuous homicide ſhe ſaid: 145 
By what wild paſſion, furious! art thou toſt ? 
Striv'ſt thou with Jove ? thou art already loſt. 
Shall not the Thunderer's dread command re- 
0 85 . 


And was imperial Juno heard in vain? | 


Back to the ſkies. would'ſt thou with ſhame be 
driven, EP TIT 150 
And in thy guilt involve the hoſt of heaven? 
[lion and Greece no more ſhall Jove engage; 
The ſkies would yield an ampler ſcene of rage, 


* Guilty and guiltlefs find an equal fate, 


And one vaſt ruin helm th' Olympian ſtate. I55 
Ceaſe then thy offspring's death unjuſt to call; 
Heroes as great have dy d, and yet ſhall fall, 

Why ſhould Heaven's law with fooliſh man com- 


Exempted from the race'ordain'd to die?? 
This menace fix d the warrior to his throne: 160 
Sullen he ſat, and curb'd, the riſing groan. 
Then Juno call'd (Jove's orders to obe) 
The winged Iris, and the God of Day. 1 
Go wait the Thunderer's will (Saturnia eryd) 
On yon tall ſummit of the fountful Ide: 165 
There in the Father's awful preſence ſtanld, 
Receive, and execute his dread command. 
She ſaid, and ſat: the God that gilds the day, 


And various Iris, wing their airy Ways! vi! - - 

Swift as the wind, to Ida's hill they came 179 
(Fair nurſe of fountains and of ſavage game); 2 
There fat th Eternal; he, whoſe nod controls 
The trembling world, and ſhakes the ſtpady-poles: 
Veil'd in a miſt of fragrance him they found. 


Your vaſlal Godheads grudgingly obey : 


To join his rapid courſers for the fight : 135 


With clouds of gold and purple circled round: 175. 


POPE'S HOMER. 
Well-pleas d the Thunderer ſaw their carneſt To favour Hion, that perfidious-place, 


Ns 121 


care, 


| He breaks his faich with half th' ethereal race; 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air; 


| he ( Give him to know, unleſs the Grecian train 240 
Then (while a ſmile ſerenes his awful brow) Lay yon proud ſtructures level with the plain, 
Commands the Goddeſs of the ſhowery bow: ] Howc'er th' offence by other Gods be paſt, 

Iris! deſcend, and what we here ordaia 180 The wrath of Neptune ſhall for ever laſt. 
Report to yon mad Tyrant of the Main. Thus ſpeaking, furious from the field he ſtrode, 
Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair, And plung'd into the boſom of the flood. 245 
Or breathe from ſlaughter in the fields of air. ] The Lord of Thunders from his lofty height 
If he refuſe, then let him timely weigh Beheld, and thus beſpoke the Source of Light : 
Our elder birthright, and ſuperior ſway. I85| Behold! the God whoſe liquid arms are hurl'd 


How ſhall his raſhneſs ſtand, the dire alarms, | Around the globe; whoſe carthquakes rock the 
If Heaven's omnipatence deſcend in arms? world; 
$trives he with me, by whom his power was given, Deſiſts at length his rebel war to wage, 250 
And is there equal te the Lord of Heaven? | Seeks his own ſeas, and trerubles at our rage; 
Th' Almighty ſpoke: the Gaddeſs wing'd her] Elfe had my wrath, heaven's thrones all ſhaking 
flight 190 round, | 


To ſacred Ilion from th* dæan height. { Burn'd to the bottom of the ſeas profound ; 

Swift as the.rattling hail, or fleecy ſnows, And all the Gods that round old Saturn dwell 

Drive through the ſkies, when Boreas fiercely | Had heard the. thunders to the deeps of hell. 255 
blows; Es I Well was the crime and well the vengeance ſpar'd; 

So from the clouds deſcending Iris falls, Ev'n power immenſe had found ſuch battle hard. 

And to blue Neptune thus the Goddeſs ealls: 195 | Go thou, my fon! the trembling Greeks alarm, 


Attend the mandate of the Sire above, | Shake my broad zgis on thy active arm; 
In me behold che meſſenger of Jove. | Be godlike Hector thy peculiar care, 260 
He bids thee from forbidden wars repair | | Swell his bold heart, and urge his ſtrength to war: 
To thy own deeps, or to the fields of air. Let Illion conquer, till ch* Achaian train 
This if refus'd, he bids thee timely weigh 200 Fly to their ſhips, and Helleſpont again: 
His elder birthright, aud ſuperior ſway. | Then Greece ſhall breathe {rom toils—The God- 
How ſhall thy raſhneſs ſtand the dire alarms, | head ſaid; , 
If Heaven's omnipotence deſcend in arms? is will divine the ſon of Jove obey d. 265 
Striv'ſt thou with him, by whom all power is] Not half ſo ſwift the ſailing falcon flies, 

given? | | That drives a turtle through the liquid ſkies; 

And art thou equal to the Lord of Heaven? 205 | As Phabus, ſhooting from th' Idzau brow, 

What means the haughty Sovereign of the Skies | Glides down the mountain td the plain below. 
(The King of Qcean thus, incens'd, replies) There Hector ſeated by the ſtream he ſees, 270 
Rule as he will his portien'd realms on high; | His ſenſe returning with the coming breeze; 
No vaſſal God, nor of his train, am l. Again his pulſes beat, his ſpirits riſe ; 
Three brother Deities from Saturn came, 210 Again his loy'd companions meet his eyes; 
And ancient Rhea, Earth's immortal dame: Jove thinking of his pains, they paſt away. 
Allign'd by lot, our triple rule we know; To whom the God who gives the golden day: 275 


Infernal Pluto ſways the ſhades below; Why ſits great Hector from the field ſo far? 
Ver the wide clouds, and o'er the ſtarry plain, What grief, what wound, withholds thee from 


Ethereal Jove extends his high domain ; 215 the war? 

My court beneath the hoary waves | keep, The fainting hero, as the viſion bright 

And huſh the roarings of the ſacred deep: Stood ſhining o'er him, half unſeal'd his ſight ; 
Olympus, and this earth, in common lie; What bleſt Immortal, with commanding breath, 280 
What claim has here the Tyrant of the Sky ? Thus wakens Hector from the ſleep of death? 

Far in.the diſtant clouds let him control, 220 | Has fame not told, how, while my truſty ſword 


And awe the younger brothers of the pole; Bath'd Greece in ſlaughter, and her battle gor'd, 

There to his children his commands be given, The mighty Ajax with a deadly blow 

The trembling, ſervile, ſecond race of Heaven. Had almoſt ſunk me to the ſhades below? 285 
And muſt I then (ſaid ſhe) O Sire of Floods! | Ev'n yet, methinks, the gliding ghoſts | ſpy, *©* 

Bear this fierce anſwer to the King of Gods? 225 | And hell's black horrors ſwim before my eye. 


Corre& it yet, and change thy raſh intent; To him Apollo: Be no more diſmay'd; 
A noble mind diſdains not to repent. See, and be ſtrong ! the Thunderer ſends thee aid. 
5 To elder brothers guardian fiends are given, Behold! thy Phoebus ſhall his arms employ, 290 


Toſcourge the wretch inſulting them and Heaven. | Phœbus, propitious {till to thee and Troy. 
Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin'd) 230 Inſpire thy warriors then with manly force, 


When miniſters are bleſt with prudent mind: And to the ſhips impel thy rapid horle : 

1 Warn'd by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield, | Ev'n 1 will make thy fiery courſers way, 

E And quit, though angry, the contended field. And drive the Grecians headlong to the ſea. 295 
4 Not but his threats with juſtice I diſclaim, Thus to bold Hector ſpoke the ſon of Jove, 

: he ſame our honours, and our birth the ſame. 235 | And breath'd immortal ardour from above. 
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I pet, forgetful of his promiſe given As when the pamper'd ſteed, with reingunbound, 
To Hermes, Pallas, and the Queen of Heaven; | Breaks from his ſtall, and pours along the ground: 
i a i 


5 Vor. V 


2 


.o! Hector riſes from the Stygian ſhades ! 


122 


With ample ſtrokes he ruſhes to the flood, 300 


To bathe his ſides, and cool his fiery blood ; 


His head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies; 


His mane diſhevel'd o'er his ſhoulders flies: 

He ſnuffs the females in the well-known plain, 
And ſprings, exulting, to his fields again: 305 
Urg'd by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, 
Full of the God; and all his hoſts purſue. 

As when the force of men and dogs combin'd 
Invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind; 
Far from the hunter's rage ſecure they lie 
Cloſe in the rock {not fated yet to die); 
When lo! a lion ſhoots acroſs the way! 
They fly : at once the chaſers and the prey. 
So Greece, that late in conquering troops pur- 


310 


And mark'd their progreſs through the ranks in 
blood, | ny 
Soon as they ſee the furious chief appear, | 
Forget to vanquiſh, and conſent to fear, 
Thoas with grief obſerv'd his dreadful courſe, 
"Uhoas, the braveſt of th' Ætolian force: d 
SkilFd to direct the javelin's diſtant flight, 
And bold to combat in the ſtanding fight; 
Nor more in councils fam'd for ſolid ſenſe, 1] 
Than winning words and heavenly eloquence. 
Gods ! 1 portent (he cry'd) theſe eyes in- 
vades! a 


320 


a 325 
We ſaw him, late, by thundering Ajax kill'd: 


What God reſtores him to the frighted field; 
And, not content that half of Greece lie ſlain, 
Pours new deſtruction on her ſons again? 
He comes not, Jove! without thy powerful will; 
O 
Lo! ſtill he lives, purſues and conquers ſtill! ” 
Yet hear my counſel, and his worſt withſtand : 
The Greeks' main body to the fleet command; 
But let the few whom briſker ſpirits warm, 


Stand the firſt onſet, and provoke the ſtorm. 335 


Full on the front the preſſing Frojans bear, 


Thus point your arms; and when ſuch foes ap- 
ear | 
Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. 
"The warrior ſpoke, the liſtening Greeks obey, 
Thickening their ranks, and form a deep array. 
Each Ajax, Teucer. Merion, gave command, 340 
The valiant leader of the Cretan band. 
And Mars-like Meges: theſe the chiefs excite, 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 
Behind, unnumber'd multitudes attend, 
To flank the navy, and the ſhores defend, 345 
And Hector firſt came towering to the war, 
Phco&bus himſelf the ruſhing battle led; 
A veil of clouds involv'd his radiant head: 
High-held before him Jove's enormous ſhield 350 
Portentous ſhone, and ſhaded ali the field ; 
Vulcan to Jove th' immortal gift conſign'd, 


To ſcatter hoſts, and-terrify mankind. 


The Greeks expect the ſhock, the clamours riſe 
From different parte, and-wingle in the ſktes. 355 
Pire was the hiſs of darts, by heroes flung, 
And arrows leaping from the bow-ſtring ſung; 
Theſe drink the life of generous warriors ſlain ; 
Thoſe guiltleſs fall, and thirſt for blood in vain. 

s long as Phœbus bore unmov'd the ſhield, 360 
Sat doubtſul Conqueſt hovering o'er the field; 


Thus vaniſh'd, at thy touch, the towers and walls; 


POPE'S HOMER, 


But when aloft he ſhakes it in the ſkies, 

Shouts in their ears, and lightens in their eyes, 
Deep horror ſeizes every Grecian breaſt, 

Their force is humbled, and their fear conſeſt. 36; 
So flies a herd of oxen, ſeatter'd wide, / 
No ſwain to guard them, and no day to guide, 
When two fell lions from the mountam come, 
And ſpread the carnage through the ſhady gloom. 
Impending Phœbus pours around them fear, 350 
And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. 
Heaps fall on heaps: the ſlaughter Hector leads; 
Firſt great Arceſilas, then Stichius, bleeds; 

One to the bold Bœotians ever dear, 

And one Meneſtheus' friend, and fam'd compeer. 


375 
Medon and liſus, ZEneas ſped; _ | 
This ſprung from Phelus, and th' Athenians led; 
But hapleſs Medon from Oileus came ; 
Him Ajax honour'd with a brother's name, 
Though born of lawlefs love : from home ex- 
pell'd, | 380 
A baniſh'd man, in Phylace he dwell'd, 
Preſs'd by the vengeance of an angry wiſe; 
Troy ends, at laſt, his labours and his life. 
Mecyſtes next Polydamas o'erthrew ; 
And thee, brave Clonius, great Agenor flew. 385 
By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 
Pierc'd through the ſhoulder as he baſely flies. 
Polites' arm laid Echius on the plain; 
Stretch'd on one heap, the victors ſpoil the lain, 
The Greeks diſmay'd, confus d, diſperſe or fall; 396 
Some ſeek the trench, ſome ſkulk behind the wall. 
While theſe fly trembling, others pant for breath, 
And o'er the {laughter ſtalks gigantic Death. 
On ruſh'd bold Hector, gloomy as the night; 
Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 395 
Points to the fleet: For, by the Gods, who flies, 
Who dares but ligger, by this hand he dies; 
No weeping ſiſter his cold eye ſhall clole, 
No friendly hand his funeral pyre compoſe. 
Who ſtops to plunder at this ſignal hour, 409 
The birds ſhall tear him, and the dogs devour. 
Furious he ſaid; the ſmarting ſcourge reſounds; 
The courſers fly; the ſmoking chariot bounds : 
The hoſts ruſh on ; loud clamours ſhake the ſhore; 
The horſes thunder, Earth and Ocean roar! 405 
Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, | 
Puſh'd at the bank, down ſunk th' enormous 
mound ; 


1 Roll'd in the ditch the heapy ruin lay; 


A ſudden road! a long and ample way. 


Now ſteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pals. 

The wondering crouds the downward level trod; 

Before them flam'd the ſhield, and march'd the 
God, FN 

Then with his hand he ſhook the mighty wall; 

And lo! the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 415 

Eaſy, as when aſhore the infant ſtands, 

And draws imagin'd houfes in the ſands; | 

The ſportive wanton, pleas'd with ſome new pla]; 

Sweeps the flight works and faſhion'd domes aa, 


420 


The toil of thouſands in a moment falls. 


The Grecians gaze around with wild deſpair, 


5 9 1 ; 
Confus'd, and weary all the Powers with prayer; 


O'er the dread foſſe (a late impervious ſpace) 410 


X 
fo) 


d: 
he 


The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 


He wrings his hands, he beats his manly breaſt. 


Depart I muſt : what horrors ſtrike my eyes 
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For one bright prize the matchleſs chiefs contend ; 


Exhort their men with praiſes, threats, commands ; 

And urge the Gods, v ith voices, eyes, and hands. 

| | 425 

Experienc'd Neſtor chief obteſts the ſkies, 

And weeps his country with a father's eyes: 
O Jove! if ever, on his native ſhore, 

One Greek enrich'd thy ſhrive with offer'd gore; 

If e'er, in hope our country to behold, 430 

We paid the fatteſt firſtlings of the fold; 

If cer thou ſiguſt our wiſhes with thy nod; 

Perform the promiſe of a gracious God! 

This day, preſerve our navies from the flame, 

And fave the reliques of the Grecian name. 435 
Thus pray'd the fage ; th' Eternal gave con- 

ſent, 

And peals of thunder ſhook the firmament : 

Preſumptuous Troy miſtook th' accepting ſign, 

And catch'd new fury at the voice divine, 

As, when black tempeſts mix the ſeas and ſkies, 


The roaring deeps in watery mountains riſe, 
Above the ſides of ſome tall ſhip aſcend, : 

Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend: 
Thus, loudly roaring, and o'er-powering all, 
Mouat the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall; 445 
Legions on legion: from each ſide ariſe: 

Thick ſound the keels ; the ſtorm of arrows flies, 
Fierce on the ſhips above, the cars below, 
Theſe wield the mace, and thole the javelin throw. 
While thus the thunder of the battle rag'd, 450 
And labouring armies round the works engag'd; 
Still in the tent Patroclus ſat, to tend 


He ſprinkles healing balms to anguiſh kind, 
And adds diſcourſe, the medicine of the mind. 455 
But when he ſaw, aſcending up the fleet, 
Victorious Troy; then, ſtarting from his ſeat, 
With bitter groans his ſurrows he cxpreſt, 


Though yet thy ſtate requires redreſs (he cries) 
| 460 


Charg'd with Achilles'“ high commands I go, 
A mournful witneſs of this ſcene of woe: 

I haſte to urge him, by his country's care, 
To riſe in arms, and ſhine again in war. 4655 
Perhaps ſome favouring God his ſoul may bend; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful friend. 


He ſpoke ; and ſpeaking, ſwifter than the wind | In youth's firſt bloom reluctantly he dies. 


Sprung from the tent, and left the ward behind. 
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Nor this the ſhips can fire, nor that defend; 483 

One kept the ſhore, and one the veſſel trod ; 

That fix'd as Fate, this ated by a God. 

The ſon of Clytius in his dating hand, 

The deck approaching, ſhakes a flaming brand; 

But pierc'd by 'Velamon's huge lance expires; 490 

TROY he falls, and drops th' extinguiſh'd 
res. 8 

Great Hector view'd him with a ſad ſurvey, 

As ſtretch'd in duſt before the ſtern he lay. 

Oh all of Trojan, all of Lycian race! [495 

Stand to your arms, maintain this arduous ſpace ; 

Lo! where the ſon of royal Clytius lies; 

Ah, ſave his arms, ſecure his obſequies ! 

This ſaid, his eager javelin ſought the foe : 

But Ajax ſhunn'd the meditated blow. : 

Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown ; 500 

It ſtretch'd in duſt unhappy Lycophron : 

An exile long, ſuſtain'd at Ajax board, 

tfaithful ſervant to a Aforeign lord; 

In peace, in war, far ever at his ſide, | 

Near his lov'd maſter, as he liv'd, he dy d. 505 

From the high poop he tumbles on the (and, 

And lies a lifeleſs load along the land. 

With anguiſh Ajax views the piercing ſight, 

And thus inflames his brather to the fight ; 

Teucer, behold ! extended on the ſhore 510 

Our friend, our lov'd companion! now no more |! 

Dear as a parent, with a parent's care 

To fight our wars, he left his native air, 

This death deplor'd, to Hector's rage we owe; 

Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe, 515 

Where are thoſe darts an which the Fates attend ? 

And where the bow, which Phœbus taught to 

bend ? | 

Impatient Teucer, haſtening to his aid, 

Before the chief his ample bow diſplay'd; 

The well-ſtor'd quiver on his ſhoulders hung: 


Then hiſs'd his arrow, and the bow-ſtring ſung. 
Clytius, Piſenor's ſon, renown'd in fame 
(To thee, Polydamas! an honour'd name) 
Drove thro? the thickeſt of th' embattled plains 
The ſtartling ſteeds, and ſhook his eager reins. 525 
As all on glory ran his ardent mind, g 

The pointed death arreſts him from behind. 
Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies; 


Hurl'd from the lofty ſeat, at diſtance far, 


Th' embody'd Greeks the fierce attack ſuſtain, 470 | The headlong courſers ſpurn his empty car; 
But ſtrive, though numerous, to repuMe, in vain ! | Till ſad Polydamas the ſteeds reſtrain'd, 


Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array, 
Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious way. 


As when a ſhipwright with Palladian art, 
Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part ; 


475 
With equal hand he guides his whole deſign, 

By the juſt rule, and the directing line : 
The martial leaders, with like ſkill and care, 
Preſerv'd their line, and equal kept the war. 
Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were 

try'd, | J 1 
And every ſhip ſuſtain'd an equal tide. 
At one proud bark, high-towering o'er the fleet, 


And gave, Aſtynous, to thy careful hand; 
Then, fir'd to vengeance, ruſh'd amidſt the foe; 
Rage edg'd his ſword, and ſtrengthen'd every 


520 


539 


blow. . 
Once more bold Teucer, in his country's c 
At Hector's breaſt a choſen arrow draws 
And had the weapon found the deſtin'd way, 


But Hector was not doom'd to periſh then: 
Th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer of the fates of men 


Nor was ſuch glory due to Teucer's hands, 


A _ax the great and godlike Hector meet; 


: Struck by an arm unſcen, it burſt in two; 


535 
auſe, 


Thy fall, great Trojan! had renown'd that day. 


549 


{Imperial Jove) his preſent death withſtands; 


At its full ſtretch as the tough ſtring he drew, 


544 
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Down dropt the bow : the ſhaft with brazen head 
Fell innocent, and on the duft lay dead. 
Th' aftoniſh'd archer to great Ajax cries, 
Some God prevents our ,deſtin'd enterpriſe ; 
Some God, propitious to the Trojan foe, 550 
Has, from my arm unfailing, ſtruck the bow, 


And broke the nerve my hands had twin'd with 


art, N 
Strong to impel the flight of many a dart. 

Since Heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) 
Diſmiſs the bow, and lay thy arrows by, 555 
(Thy arms no leſs ſuffice the lance to wield) 

And quit the quiver for the ponderous ſhield ; 
In the firſt ranks indulge thy thirſt of fame, 
Thy brave example ſhall the reſt inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by Jong ſucceſſes vain, 560 
To feice our fleet, or ev'n a ſhip to gain, 
Aſks toil, and ſweat, and blood : their utmoſt 
might f 
Shall find its match no more: tis ours to fight. 

Then Teucer laid his faithleſs bow aſide; 

The four- fold buekler o'er his ſhoulders ty d; 565 
On his brave head a creſted helm he plac'd, 

With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd; 

A dart, whoſe point, with braſs refulgent ſhines, 
The warrior wields: and his great brother joys. 

This Hector ſaw, and thus expreſs'd his joy: 570 
Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Troy! N 
Be mindful of yourſelves, your ancient fame, 
And ſpread your glory with the navy's flame. 

ove is with us; 1 ſaw his hand, but now. 
From the proud archer ſtrike his vaunted bow. 575 
Indulgent Jove ! how plain thy favours ſhine, 
When happy nations bear the marks di vine 
How eaſy then, to ſee the ſinking ſtate 
Of realms accurſt, deſerted, reprobate ! 
Such is the fate of Greece, and ſuch is ours. 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 
Death is the worſt; a fate which all muſt try; 
And, for our country, tis a bliſs to die. 
The gallant man, though ſlain in fight he be, 
Yet leaves his nation ſafe, his children free; 535 
Entails a debt on all the grateful ſtate ; 
His own brave friends ſhall glory in his fate; 
His wife live honour'd, all his race ſucceed; 
And late poſterity enjoy the deed! 

This rouz'd the ſoul in every Trojan breaſt. 90 
The godlike Ajax next his Greeks addreſt: 
How long, ye warriors of the Argive race 
{To-generous Argos what a dire diſgrace | 
How long, on theſe ctrs'd confines will ye lie, 
Yet undetermin'd, or to live or die ! 595 
What hopes remain, what methods to retire, 

If once your veſſels catch the Trojan fire? 

Mark how the flames approach, how near they fall, 
How Hector calls, and Troy obeys his call! 

Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 600 
It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. , 

Tis now no time for wiſdom or debates ; 

To your own hands are truſted all your fates ; 
And better far, in one deciſive ſtrife, 

One day ſhould end our labour, or our life; 605 
Than keep this hard-got inch of barren ſands, 
Still preſs'd, and preſs'd by ſuch inglorious hands. 

The liſtening Grecians feel their leader's flame ; 
And every kindling boſom pants for fame. 


580 


Chief 
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Then mutual ſlaughters ſpread on either fide; 610 
By Hector here the Phocian Schedius dy'd ; 
There, pierc'd by Ajax, ſunk Laodamas, 

I the foot, of old Antenor's race. 
Polydamas laid Otus on the ſand, 


His lance bold Meges at the victor threw; 
The victor, ſtooping, from the death withdrew, 
(That valued life, O Phœbus, was thy care); 
But Crœſmusꝰ boſom took the fly ing ſpear : 
His corpſe fell bleeding on the ſlippery ſhore; 620 
His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore. 
Dolops, the ſon of Lampus, ruſhes on, 
Sprung from the race ef old Laomedon, 
And fam'd for proweſs in a well-fought field; 
He pierc'd the centre of his ſounding ſhield : 625 
But Meges Phyleus' ample breaſt-plate wore 
(Well-known in fight on Scles? winding ſhore 
For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact, and firm with many a jointed ſcale); 
Which oft, in cities ſtorm'd, and battles won, 639 
Had ſav'd the father, and now ſaves the ſon. 
Full at the Trojan's head he urg'd his lance, 
Where the high plumes above the helmet dance, 
New ting'd with Tyrian dye: in duſt below, 
Shorn from the creſt, the purple honours glow. 
6 


35 
Mean time their fight the Spartan king ſurvey'd, 
And ſtood by Meges' fide, a ſudden aid, | 
Through Dolops' ſhoulder urg'd his forceful dart, 
Which held its paſſage through the panting heart, 
And iſſued at his breaſt, With thundering _ 

40 
The warrior falls, extended on the ground. 
In ruſh the conquering Greeks to ſpoil the ſlain: 
But Hector's voice excites his kindred train; 
'The hero moſt, from Hicetaon ſprung, 


He (ere to Troy the Grecians croſs'd the main) 
Fed his large oxen on Percote's plain ; 

But when, oppreſs'd, his country claim'd his care, 
Return'd to Ilion, and excell'd in war; 

For this, in Priam's court, he held his place, 650 
Belov*d no leſs than Priam's royal race. 

Him Hector ſingled, as his troops he led, 

And thus inflam'd him, pointing to the dead: 
Lo, Melanippus ! lo where Dolops lies; 

And is it thus our royal kinſman dies; 655 
O'ermatch'd he falls ; to two at once a prey, 

And lo! they bear the bloody arms away 

Come on—a diſtant war no longer wage, 

But hand to hand thy country's foes engage, 

Till Greece at once, and all her glory end, 

Qr llion from her towery height deſcend, 

Heav'd from the loweſt ſtone; and bury all 


In one ſad ſepulchre, one common fall. 


Hector (this ſaid) ruſh'd forward on the foes: 
With equal ardour Melanippus glows : 665 
Then Ajax thus—Oh Greeks ! reſpe& your fame, 
Reſpe@ yourſclves, and learn an heneſt ſhame: 
Let mutual reverence mutual warmth inſpire, 
And catch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire. 
On valour's {ide the odds of combat lie, 

The brave live glorious, or lamented die; 
The wretch that trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and worſe than death, eternal ſname 


670 


The fierce commander of th' Epean band. 615 | 


Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 645 h 
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His generous ſenſe he not in vain imparts; 
It ſunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts; 67 
They join, they throng, they thicken at his call, 
And flank the navy with a brazen wall ; 
Shields touching ſhields, in order blaze above, 
And ſtop the Trojans, though impell'd by Jove. 
The fiery Spartan firſt, with loud applauſe, 680 
Warms the bold Ton of Neſtor in his cauſc : 
Is there (he ſaid) in arms a youth like you, 
80 ſtrong to fight, ſo active to purſue ? 
Why ſtand you diſtant, nor attempt a deed ? 
Lift the bold lance, and make ſome Trojan bleed. 


| 685 
He ſaid; and backward to the lines retir'd ; 
Forth ruſh'd the youth, with martial fury fir'd, 
Beyond the foremoſt ranks ; his lance he threw, 
And round the black battalions caſt his view. 
The troops of Troy recede with ſudden fear, 690 
While the ſwift javelin hiſs'd along in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 
With his bold breaſt, and felt it in his heart : 
Thundering he falls ; his falling arms reſound, 
And his broad buckler rings, againſt the ground. 
| bog 
The victor leaps upon his proſtrate prize: : 
Thus on a roe the well-breath'd beagle flies, 
And rends his fide, freſh-bleeding with the dart 
The diſtant hunter ſent into his heart. 
Obſerving He&tor/to the reſcue flew : 700 
Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a ſavage, ranging o'er the plain, 
Has torn the ſhepherd's dog, or ſhepherd ſwain ; 
While, conſcious of the deed, he glares around, 
And hears the gathering multitude reſound, 705 
Timely he flies the yet-untaſted food, : 
And gains the friendly ſhelter of the wood. 
So fears the youth; all Troy with ſhouts purſue, 
While ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſts flew ; 
But, enter'd in the Grecian ranks, he turns 710 
His manly breaſt, and with new fury burns. 
Now on the fleet the tides of Trojans drove, 
Fierce to fulfil 'the ſtern decrees of Jove: 
The Sire of Gods, confirming. Thetis' prayer, 
The Grecian ardour quench'd in deep deſpair; 715 
but lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands, 3 
dwells all their hearts, and ſtrengthens all their 
hands. : 
On Ida's top he waits with longing eyes, 
To view the navy blazing to the ſkies; 
Then, nor till then; the ſcale of war ſhall turn, 720 
the Trojans fly, and conquer'd llion burn. 
Theſe fates revoly'd in his almighty mind, 
He raiſes Hector to the work deſign'd, 
Bids him with more than mortal fury glow, 
And drives him, like a lightening, on the foe. 725 
do Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call, 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 
Not with more rage a conflagration rolls, 
raps the vaſt mountains, and involves the poles. 
He foams with wroth ; beneath his gloomy brow 
Like fi i "ey 
ery meteors his red eye-balls glow : 
The radiant helmet on his temples burns, 


mou when he nods, and lightens as he turns; 


or Jove his ſplendour round the chief 1 
And caſt the blaze of both the haſty an one, 725 
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Unhappy glories! for his fate was near, 
Due to ſtern Pallas, and Pelides' ſpear : 
Yet Jove deferr'd the death he was to pay, | 
And gave what Fate allow'd, the honours of a day! 


Now, all on fire for ſome his breaſt, his eyes 240 


Burn at each foe, and ſingle every prize; 

Still at the cloſeſt ranks, the thickeſt fight, 

He points his ardour, and exerts his might. 

The Grecian phalanx moveleſs as a tower, 

On all ſides batter'd, yet reſiſts his power: 745 
So ſome tall rock o erhangs the hoary main, 

By winds aſſail'd, by billows beat in vain; 
Unmov'd it hears, above, the tempeſt blow, 

And ſees the watety mountains break below. 
Girt in ſurrounding flames, he ſeems to fall, 750 
Like fire from Jove, and hurſts upon them all: 
Burſts as a wave that from the clouds impends, 
And ſwell'd with tempeſts on the ſhip deſcends ; 
White are the decks with foam ; the winds aloud 
Howl o'er the maſts, and ſing thro' every ſhroud : 


759. 


Pale, trembling, tir'd, the ſailors freeze with fears; 


And inſtant death on every wave appears. 

So pale the Greeks the eyes of Hector meet, 

The chief ſo thunders, and ſo ſhakes the fleet, 
As when a lion ruſhing from his den, 760 

Amidſt the plain of ſome wide-water'd fen 

(Where numerous oxen, as at eaſe they feed, 

At large expatiate o'er the ranker mead) 

Leaps on the herds before the herdſman's eyes: 


The trembling herdſman far to diſtance flies: 765 
Some lordly bull (the reſt diſpers'd and fled) | 


He ſingles out ; arreſts, and lays him dead, 
Thus from the rage of Jove-like Hector flew 


All Greece in heaps ; but one he ſeiz'd, and flew » 


Mycenian Periphes, a mighty name, 770 
In wiſdom great, in arms well known to fame; 
The miniſter of ſtern Euryſtheus' ire, 

Againſt Alcides, Corpreus was his fire : 

The ſon redeem'd the honours of the race, 

A ſon as generous as the ſire was baſe ; 775 
O'er all his country's youth conſpicuous far 

In every virtue, or of peace or war: 

But doom'd to Hector's ſtronger force to yield! 
Againſt the margin of his ample ſhield 

He ſtruck his haſty foot: his heels up ſprung; 780 
Supine he fell; his brazen helmet rung. 


Ion the fall'n chief th* invading Trojan preſt, 


And plung'd the pointed javelin in his breaſt, 

His circling friends, who ſtrove to guard too late 

Th' unhappy hero, fled, or fhar'd his fate. 785 
Chac'd from the foremoſt lige the Grecian train 

Now man the next, receding tow'rd the main: 

Wedg'd in one body at the tents they ſtand, 

Wall'd round with ſterns, a gloomy deſperate 

band. 


Now manly ſhame forbids th' inglorious flight; 


| | 796 

Now feat itſelf confines them to the fight ; * 
Man courage breathes in man; but Neſtor moſt 
(The ſage preſerver of the Grecian hoſt) 
Exhorts, adjures, to guard theſe utmoſt ſhores; 
And by their parents, by themſelves, implores. 795 

O friends | be men: your generous breaſts in- 

flame 

With equal hozour, and with mutual ſhame s 
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Think of your hepes, your fortunes; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and+your parents, ſhare : 
Think of each living father's reverend head: 800 
Think of each anceſtor with glory dead; | 
Abſent, by me they ſpeak, by me they ſue ; 
They aſk their ſafety, and their fame, from you: 
The Gods their fates on this one action lay, 


And all are loſt, if you deſert the day. 805 


He ſpoke, and round him breath'd heroic fires; | 


Minerva ſeconds what the ſage inſpires. 
The miſt of darkneſs Jove around them threw, 
She clear'd, reſtoring all the war to view 
A ſudden ray ſhot beaming o'er the plain, 81⁰ 
And ſhew'd the ſhores, the navy, and the main: 
Hector they ſaw, and all who fly, or fight, 
The ſcene wide- opening to the blaze of light. 
Firſt of the field great Ajax ſtrikes their eyes, 
His port majeſtic, and his ample ſize: 81.5 
A ponderous m2ce with ſtuds of iron crown'd, 
Full twenty cubits lung, he ſwings around; 
Nor fights, like others, fix'd to certain ſtands, 
But looks a moving tower above the bands; 
High on the decks, with vaſt gigantic ſtride, 820 
The godlike her, talks from fide to ſide. - 
So when a horſcman from the watery mead 
Skill'd in the manage of the bounding ſteed) 
rives four fair cqurſers, practis'd to obey, 
To ſome great city through the public way; 
Safe in his art, as fide by ſide they run, 
He ſhifts his ſeat, and vaults ſron>one to one; 
And now to this, and now to that he flies: 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 
From ſhip to ſhip thus Ajax ſwiftly flew, 830 
No leſs the wonder of the warring crew, 
As furious Hector thunder'd, threats aloud, 
And ruſh'd enrag'd before the Trojan crowd: 
Then ſwift invades the ſhips, whoſe beaky prores 
Lay rank d contiguous on the bending ſhores ; 835 
So the ſtrong cagle from his airy height, 
Who marks the ſwans' or cranes embody'd flight, 
Stoops down impetuous, while they light for food, 
And, ſtooping, darkens with his wings the flood. 
Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 840 
And breathes fierce ſpirits in his following band, 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars, 
Thick beats the combat on the ſounding prores. 
Thou 13 have thought, ſo furious was their 
e, 
No ſorce could tame them, and no toil could tire; 
| 845 


825 


As if new vigour from new fights they won, 
And the long battle was but then begun. 
Greece yet unconquer'd, kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair; 
Troy in proud hopes, already view'd the main 850 
Bright with the blaze, and red with heroes lain ! 
Like ſtrength is felt from hope and from deſpair 
And each contends, as his were all the war. 
"T'was thou, bold HeRor | whoſe reſiſtleſs hand 
Firſt ſeiz d a ſhip on that conteſted ſtrand; 855 
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The ſame which dead Proteſilaũs bore, 

The firſt that touch'd th* unhappy Trojan ſhore + 

For this in arms the warring nations ſtood, 

And bath'd their generous breaſts with mutual 
blood 

No room to poize the lance or bend the bow; 860 

But hand to hand, and man to man, they grow: 

Wounded they wound; and ſeek each other's 
hearts f 

With falchions, axes, ſwords, and ſhorten'd darts. 

The falchions ring, ſhields rattle, axes found, 

Swords flaſh in air, or glitter on the ground; 865 | 

| With ſtreaming blood the ſlippery ſhores are dy'd, 

And ſlaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide. ' 

Still raging Hector with his ample hand 
Graſps the high ſtern, and gives this loud com- 


mand: 
Haſte, bring the flames! the toil cf ten long 
ears : $70 


Is finiſh'd ! and the day deſir'd appears! 
This happy day with acclamations greet, 
Bright with deſtruction of yon hoſtile fleet. 
'Fhe coward counſels of a timorous throng 
Of reverend dotards, check'd cur glory long: 875 
Too long Jove lull'd us with lethargic charms, 
But now in peals of thunder calls to arms : 
In this great day he crowns our full deſires, 
Wakes all our force, and ſeconds all our fires, 
He ſpoke—the warriors, at his fierce FOO 
| 0 
Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 
Ev'n Ajax paus' d (ſo thick the javelins fly) 
Stepp'd back, and doubted or to live, or die. 
Yet where the oars are plac'd, he ſtands to wait 
What chief approaching dares attempt his fate: 88g 
Ev'n to the laſt, his naval charge defends, 
Now ſhakes his ſpear, now lifts, and now portends; 
Ev'n yet, the Greeks with piercing ſhouts inſpires, 
Amidſt attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires. 
O friends! O heroes! names for ever dear, 890 
Once ſons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war ! 
Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown, 
Your great forefathers' virtues and your own. 
What aids expect you in this utmoſt ſtrait ? 
What bulwarks riſing between you and fate? 895 
No aids, no bulwarks, your retreat attend ; 
No friends to help, no city to defend; 
This ſpot is all you have, ta loſe or keep ; 
There ſtand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 
"Vis hoſtile ground you tread ; your native lands 
goo 
Far, far from hence: your fates are in your hands. 
Raging he ſpoke ; nor farther waſtes his breath, 
But turns his javelin to the work of death. 
Whate'er bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 
Againſt the ſable ſhiz s, with flaming branes, 903 
So well the chief his naval weapon ſped, 
The luckleſs warrior at his ſtern lay dead; 
Full twelve, the boldeſt, in a moment fell, 


Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. | 
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BOOK XVI. 


THE ARGUMENT. F 


The ſixth Battle : the As and Death of Patroclus. | | 


Patroclus {in purſuance of the requeſt of Neſtor in the eleventh book } entreats Achilles to ſuffer him to go to the 
M Hance of the Greeks with Achilles' troops and armour. He ayrees to it ; but at the ſame time charges bin 
to content himſelf with reſcuing the fleet, without further purſuit of the enemy. The armour, horſes, ſoldiers, 


and officers of Achilles are deſcribed. Achilles offers 


a libaljon for the ſucceſs of bis friend, after which 


Patroclus leads the Myrmidons to baitle. The Trajans, at the ſight of Patroclus in Achilles" armour, tak- 
ing bim for that hero, are caſt into the utmoſt conſlernation : be beats them off” from the veſſels. Hector him- 
felf flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Fupiter was averſe to his fate. Several other particulars of the battle 
are deſcribed; in the beat of which, Patroclus, neglecting the exders of Achilles, purſues the foe to the walls 
of Trey; where Apollo repulſes and diſurms bim, Eupborbus wounds Lim, and Hector kills bim: which 


concludes the book. 


O warr'd both armies on th' enſanguin'd ſhore, 
Whilethe black veſſels fmok'd with human gore, 
Mean time Patroclus to Achilles flies; | 
The ſtreaming tears fall copious from his eyes; 
Not faſter trickling to the'plains below, 5 
From the tall rock the ſable waters flow. 
Divine Pelides, with compaſſion mov'd, 
Thus ſpoke, indulgent to his beſt-belov'd: 
Patroclus, ſay, what grief thy boſom bears, 
That flows ſo faſt in theſe unmanly tears? 10 
No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
From her lov'd breaſt, with fonder paſſion weeps; 
Not more the mother's ſoul that infant warms, 
Clung to her knees, and reaching at her arms, 
Than thou haſt mine! Oh tell me, to what end 15 
Thy melting ſorrows thus purſue thy friend ? 
Griev'ſt thou for me, or for my martial band? 
Or come ſad tidings from our native land? 
Our fathers live (our firſt, moſt tender care) 
Thy good Mencetius breathes the vital air, 20 
And hoary Peleus yet extends his days; 
Pleas'd in their age to hear their childrens? praiſe. 
Or may ſome meaner cauſe thy pity claim! 
Perhaps yon reliques of the Grecian name, 
Doom's in their ſhips to fink by fire and ſword, 25 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 
Whate'er the cauſe, reveal thy ſecret care, 
And ſpeak thoſe ſorrows which a friend would 
ſhare. | 
A ſigh, that inſtant from his boſom broke, 
Another follow'd, and Patroclus ſpoke : 30 
Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breaſt, 
Thyſelf a Greek, and, once, of Greeks the beſt! 
Lo! every chief that might her fate prevent, 
Lies pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in his tent. 
Eurypylus, Tydides, Atreuy' ſon 35 
And wiſe Ulyſfes, at the navy groan, 
More for their country's wounds than for their 
own. 
Their pain, ſoft arts of pharmacy can eaſe, 
Thy breaſt alone no lenitives appeaſe, 


© great in vain! unprofitably brave 


No—men unborn, and ages yet behind, 

Shall curſe that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 45 
O man uupitying! if of man thy race: 

But ſure thou [pring'ft not from a ſoft embrace, 
Nor ever amorous hero caus'd thy birth, | 
Nor ever, tender Goddeſs brought thee forth. 
Some rugged rock's hard entrails gave thee form, 50 
And raging ſeas produc'd thee in a ſtorm, - 

A ſoul well-ſuiting that tempeſtuous kind, 

So rough thy manners, ſo untam'd thy mind. 

If ſome dire oracle thy breaſt alarm, 

if aught from Jove, or Thetis, ſtop thy arm, 55 


| Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 


If | but lead the Myrmidonian line: 
Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear, 


Proud Troy ſhall tremble, and deſert the war: 


Without thy perſon Greece ſhall win the day, 69 

And thy mere image chaſe her foes away, 

Preſs'd by freſh forces, her o'erlabour'd train 

Shall quit the ſhips, and Greece reſpire again. 

Thus, blind to fate! with ſupplicating breath, 

Thou begg'ſt his arms, and in his arms thy death.65 

Unfortunately good ! a boding ſigh 

Thy friend return'd; and with it this reply : 

Patroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears; 

Nor words from Jove, nor oracles, he hears; 

Nor aught a mother's caution can ſuggeſt ; 70 

The tyrant's pride lies rooted in my breaſt. 

My wrongs, my wrongs, my conſtant thought 
engage, 

Thoſe, my tole oracles, inſpire my rage: 

I made him tyrant ; gave him power to wrong 

Ev'n me; I felt it; and ſhall feel it long. 75 

The maid, my black-ey'd maid, he forc'd away, 

Due to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 

Due to my conqueſt of her father's reign; 

Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 

From me he forc'd her; me, the hold and brave; 80 

Diſgrac'd, diſhonour'd, like the meaneſt ſla ve. 

But bear we this the wrongs I grieve are paſt; 

Tis time our fury ſhould relent at laſt : ; 


Now Hector to my ſhips his battle bears, $5 


May never rage like thine my ſoul enſlave, 40 fix'd its date; the day I wiſh'd appears, ? 


Thy country ſlighted in her laſt diſtreſs, 
What friend, what man, from thee ſhall hope 


The flames my eyes, the ſhouts invade my ears, 
Go, then, Patroclus ! court fair honour's charms 


redreſs? 


In Troy's fam'd fields, and in Achilles' arms: 
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Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight, 
Go, ſave the fleets, and conquer in my right. 90 
See the thin reliques of their baffled band, 

At the laſt age of yon deſerted land ! 

Behold all Hion on their ſhips deſcends; 

How the cloud blackens, how the ſtorm. impends ! 
It was not thus, when, at my ſight amaz d, 95 
Troy ſaw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd: 
Had not the injurious king our friendſhip loſt, 

Yon ample trench had bury'd half her hoſt, 

No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear; 
"Thoſe are not dreadful, no Achilles there: 100 

No longer flames the lance of Tydides' ſon; 

No more your general calls his heroes on; 
Hector alone I hear ; his dreadful breath | 
Commands your laughter, or proclaims your death 
Yet now, Patroclus, iſſue to the plain: 8 


128 


Now fave the ſhips, the riſing fires reſtrain, 
And give the Greeks to viſit Greece again. 
But heed my words, and mark a friend's come 
mand, | | 
Who truſts his fame and honours in thy hand, 
And from thy deeds expects, th Achaian hoſt 110 
Shall render back the beauteous maid he loſt. 
Rage uncontrol'd through all the hoſtile crew, 
But touch not Hector, Hector is my due, 
Though Jove in thunder ſhould command the war ; 
Be juſt, conſult my glory, and forbear: 115 
The fleet once ſav'd, deſiſt from farther chaſe, 
Nor lead to Tlion's walls the Grecian race; 
Some adverſe God thy»raſhnels may deſtroy ; 
Some God, like Phebus, ever kind to Troy. | 
Let Greece,redeem'd from this deſtructive ſtrait, 120 
Do her own work; and leave the reſt to Fate. | 
Oh! would to all th* immortal Powers above, 
Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jove, 
at not one Trojan might be left alive, : 
And not a Greek of all the race ſurvive; 125 
Might only we the vaſt deſtruction ſhun, 
And only we deſtroy th' accurſed town! | 
Such conference held the chiefs ; while on the 
ſtrand 
Great Jove with conqueft crown'd the Trojan 


band. 

Ajax no more the ſounding ſtorm ſuſtain'd, 130 

So thick the darts an iron tempeſt rain'd : 

On his tir'd arm the weighty buckler hung ; 

His hollow helm with falling javelins rung; 

His breath, in quick, ſhort pantings, comes and 

goes; 

And 100 ſweat from all his members flows. 135 

Spent an | o'crpower's, he barely breathes at 
mort, 

Yet ſcarce an army ſtirs him from his poſt : 

' Dangers on dangers all around him grow, 

And toil to toi}, and woe ſucceeds to woe. 

Say, Muſes, thron'd above the ſtarry frame, 140 
How firſt the navy blaz'd with 'Trojan flame ? 
Stern Hector wav'd his ſword: and ſtanding 

near 0 

Where furious Ajax ply'd his aſhen ſpear, 

Full on the lance a ſtroke fo juſtly ſped, 

That the broad faulchion lopp'd its brazen head: 145 

His pointleſs ſpear the warrior ſhakes in vain ; 

J he brazen head falls ſounding on the plain. 

Great Ajax ſaw, and own'd the hand divine, 

Conte ſling Jove, and trembling at the ſign; 


Warn'd,heretreats. Then ſwift from allſi 

The hiſling brands; thick ſtreams the any Kan 

O'er the high ſtern the curling volumes riſe, * 

And ſheets of rolling ſmoke involve the ſkies 
Divine Achilles view'd the riſing flames 

And ſmote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims: I 

Arm, arm, Patroclus! Lo, the blaze aſpires | as 

The glowing ocean reddens with the fires. 

Arm, ere our veſſels catch the ſpreading flame: 

Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name: ; 

I haſte to bring the troops—the hero ſaid; ; 160 

The friend with ardour, and with joy obey d 

Fle cas'd his limbs in braſs; and firſt around 


; His manly legs with filver buckles bound 
The claſping greaves ; then to his breaſt applies 


The flamy cuiraſs, of a thouſand dyes; 165 
Emblaz'd with ſtuds of gold his faulchion ſhone 


In the rich belt, as in a ſtarry zone: 


Achilles' ſhield his ample ſhoulders ſpread 

Achilles helmet nodded o'er his head; | 

Adorn'd in all his terrible array; 170 

He flaſh'd around intolerable day. | 

Alone, untouch'd, Pelides' javelin ſtands; 

Not to be pois'd but hy Pelides' hands; 

From Pelion's ſhady brow the plant entire 

Old Chiron rent, and ſhap'd it for his ſire; 175 

Whoſe ſon's great arm alone the weapon wields 

The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 5 
Then brave Automedon (an honour'd name, 


The ſecond to his lord in love and ſame, 
In peace his friend, and partner ,of the war) 180 


The winged courſers harneſs'd to the car; 
Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 


Sprung from the wind, and like the wind in ſpeed; 
| Whom the wing'd Harpy, ſwift Podarge, bore, 


By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy ſhore: 185 
Swift Pedaſus was added to their fide | 
(Once great Attion's, now Achilles' pride) 


Who, like in ſtrength, in ſwiftneſs, and in grace, 
| A mortal courſer, match'd th' immortal race, 


Achilles ſpeeds from tent to tent, and warms 1 
His hardy Myrmidons to blood e 25 
All breathing death, around their chief they ſtand, 
A grim terrific formidable band : | 
Grim as ferocious wolves, that ſeek the ſprings 
When ſcalding thirſt their burning bowelswrings;195 
When ſome tall ſtag, ſreſh-ſlaughter'd in the wood 
Has drench'd their wide inſatiate throats with 


blood, ; . 
To the black fount they ruſh, a hideous throng, 
With paunch diſtended, and with lolling tongue, 
Fire fills their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 200 
And, gorg'd with ſlaughter, ſtill they thirſt for 


þ more. 


Like furious ruſh'd the Myrmidonian crew, 
Such their dread ſtrength, and ſuch their deathſul 
view. 

High in the midſt the great Achilles ſtands, 
Directs their, order, and the war commands. 205 
He, lov'd of Jove, had launch'd from Ilion's ſhores 
Full fifty veſſels, mann'd with fiſty oars : 

Five choſen leaders the fierce bands obey, 
Himſelf ſupreme in valour, as in ſway. 

Firſt march'd Meneſtheus, of celeſtial birth, 210 

Deriv'd from thee, whoſe waters waſh the earth, 


Divine Sperchius! Jove-deſcending flood ! 
A mcrtal mother mixing with a God. 


Not 


* 
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guch was Meneſtheus, but miſcall'd by fame 
The ſon of Borus that eſpous'd the dame. 2155 
Eudorus next; whom Poly mele the gay, 
Fam'd in the graceful dance, produc'd to day. 
Her, fly Cyllenius lov'd, on her would gaze, 
As with ſwift ſtep ſhe form'd the running maze ; 
To her high chamber, from Diana's quire, 220 
he God purſued her, urg'd, and crown'd his ſire. 
The fon confeſs'd his father's heavenly race, 
And heir'd his mother's ſwiftneſs in the chaſe, 
strong Echeclcas, bleſt in all thoſe charms 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms; 225 
Not conſcious of thoſe loves, long hid from fame, 
With gifts of price he ſought and won the dame; 
Her ſecret offspring to her fire ſhe bare; 
Her fire careſs'd him with a parent's care. 
Piſarder follow'd; matchleſs in his art 230 
To wing the ſpear, or aim the diſtant dart; 
No hand ſo ſure of all th' Emathian line, 
Or if a ſurer, great Patroclus! thine. * 
The fourth by Phenix* grave command was | 
grac'd; | | 
Latrces? valiant offspring led the laſt. 235 
Soon as Achilles with ſuperior care 
Had call'd the chiefs, and order'd all the war, 
"This ſtern remembrance to his troops he gave: 
Ye far-fam'd Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave! 
Think with what threats you dar'd the Trojan 
throng, | 240 
Think what reproach theſe ears endur'd ſo long, 
« Stern ſon of Peleus ! (thus ye us'd to ſay, 
While, reftleſs, raging, in your ſhips you lay) 
„Oh, nurs'd with gall, unknowing how to yield; 
« Whoſe rage defrauds us of ſo fam'd a field; 245 
© If that dire fury muſt for ever burn, 
© What make we here? Return, ye chiefs, re- 
turn!“ N [(no more, 
Such were your words Now, warriors, grieve 
Lo there the Trojans! bathe your ſwords in gore! 
Ibis day ſhall give you all your ſoul demands; 250 
Glut all your hearts! and weary all four hands! 
Thus while he rous'd the fire in every breaſt, 
Cloſe, and more cloſe, the liſtening cohorts preſt ; 
Ranks wedg'd in ranks; of arms a ſteely ring 
Still grows, and ſpreads, and thickens round the 
king. | ; 255 
As when a circling wall the builder forms, 
Of ſtrength defenfive againſt wind and ſtorms, 
Compacted ſtones the thickening work compoſe, 
And round him wide the riſing ſtructure grows. 
So helm to helm, and creſt to creſt they throng, 260 
Shield urg'd on ſhield, and man drove man along; 
Thick, undiſtinguiſh'd plumes, together join'd, 
Float in one ſea, and wave before the wind 
Far o'er the reſt, in glittering pomp appear, 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 265 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir'd ; | 
Two friends, two bodies with one ſoul inſpir'd. 
But, mindful of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his ſhady tent : 
There lay on heaps his various garments roll'd, 270 
And coſtly furs, and carpets ſtiff with gold 
{ſhe preſents of the filver-footed dame), 

From thence he took a bowl, of antique frame, 
hich never man hadſtain'd with ruddy wine, 
Nor rais'd in offerings to the Powers divine, 275 

But Peleusꝰ ſon; and Peleus' ſon to none 


* 
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ng ting'd with ſulphur, ſacred firſt to flame, 

Then cleans'd his hands; and, fixing for a ſpace 280 

His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 

Of facrifice, the purple draught he pour'd 

Forth in the midſt; and thus the God implor'd : 
O thou Supreme! high-thron'd all height above! 

Oh great Pelaſgic, Dodonæan Jove  * 285 

Who 'midit ſurrounding froits, aud vapours chill, 

Preſid'ſt on bleak Dodona's vocal hill 


'( Whoſe groves, the Selli, race auſtere ! ſurroand, 


"Their feet unwalſh'd, their lumbers on the ground; 
Who hear, from ruſtling rocks, thy dark de- 

e 290 
And catch the fates, low-whifper'd in the breeze : ) 


Hear, as of old! Thou gav'ſt, at 'Theris' prayer, 


Glory to me, and to the Greeks deſpair, 

Lo, to the dangers of the fighting field 

The beſt, the deareſt of my friends, I yield; 295 

Though ſtill determin'd, to my ſhips confin'd; 

Patroclus gone, I ftay but half behind. 

Oh } be his guard thy proyidential care, 

Confirm his heart, and ſtring biz arm to war: 

Preſs'd by his ſingle force, let Hector ſee 300 

His fame in arms not owing all to me — 

But when the fleets are ſav'd from foes and fire, 

Let him with conqueſt and renown retire ; 

Preſerve his arms, preſerve his ſocial train, 

And ſaſe return him to theſe eyes again, 05 
Great Jove conſents to half the chicf's . 

But heayen's eternal doom denies the reſt ; 


| To free the fleet, was granted to his prayer; 


His ſafe return, the winds difpers'd in air, 

Back to his tent the ſtern Achilles flies, 310 
And waits the combat with impatient eyes. 

Mean while the troops beneath Patroclus' care 
Invade the Trojans, and commence the war. 

As waſps, provok'd by children in their play, 
Pour from their manſions by the broad high way, 
In ſwarms the guiltleſs traveller engage, 316 
Whet all their ſtings, and call forth all their rage: 
All rife in arms, and with a general cry 

Aſert their waxen domes, aud buzzing progeny. 
Thus from the tents the fervent legion ſwarms, 320 
So loud their clamour, and ſs keen their arms; 
Their riſing rage Patroclus* breath inſpires, 

Who thus inſlames them with heroic fires : 

Oh warriors, partnets of Achilles praiſe! ' 

Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days: $25 
Your godlike maſter let your acts proclaim, 

And add new glories to his mighty name. 

Think, your Achilles ſees you fight + be brave, 
And humble the proud monarch whom you fave. 
Joyful they heard, and, kindling as he ſpoke, 339 
Flew to the fleet, involv'd in fire and ſmoke. 

From ſhore to ſhore the doubling ſhouts reſound, 
The hollow ſhips return a deeper found 


The war ſtood ſtill, and all around them gaz'd, 


When great Achilles' ſhining armour blaz d, 335 

Troy ſaw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh; 

At once they ee, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then firſt thy ſpear, divine Patroclus! fi-w, 

Where the war rag'd, and where the tumult 
ew. 


Cloſe to the ſtern of that fam'd ſhip, which bore 34 


Unbleſt Protefilaus to Ilion's ſhore, 
The great Pzonian, bold Pyræchmes, ſtood 


Had rais'd in offerings, but to Jove alo 1e, 
Yor, VI. : | 


(Who led his bands from Axius' winding fload :) 
1 


He purg'd; and waſh'd it in the running ſtream. 
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130 O. 
IIis ſhoulder-blade receives the fatal wound; 

The groamng warrior pants upon the ground. 34s 
His troops, that fee their country's glory flain, 
Fly diverſe, ſcatter'd v'er the diltant plain, 
Patroclus* arm forbids the ſpreading fires, 


And from the kalf-burn'd ſhip proud Troy retires : 


. Clear'd from the ſn:g'te the, joyful navy lies: 


So, when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head, 


350 
In heaps on heaps the foe tumultuous flies; 


FTriumphant Greece her reſcued decks aſcends, 


And loud acclaim the ſtarry region rends 


+  O'er heayen's expanſe like one black cielipg ſpread, 


* 355 
Sudden the Thunderer, with a flaſhing ray, [day 


_ Burſts through the darkneſs, and lets down the 


Ihe hills ſhine out, the rocks in proſpects riſe, 
And ſtreams, and vales, and foreſts, ſtrike the eyes; 
Thaſmiling ſcene rvide opens to the fight, 360 
d all thꝰ unmeaſur'd æther flames with light. 
But Troy repuls'd, and ſcatter'd o'er the plains, 
Forc'd from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek ſome hoſtile hero flew, 
But ſtill the foremoſt bold Patroclus flew ; 
As Arielycus had turn'd him round, 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound; 
The brazen pointed ſprar, with vigour thrown, 
The thigh transfix'd, and broke the brittle bone: 
Headlong he ſell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 370 
Thy breaſt, unarm'd, receiv'd the Spartan lance. 
Phylides' dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) | 
His blow prevented, and tranſpierc'd his thigh, 
Tore all the brawp, and rent the neryes away; 
In darkneſs and in death the warrior lay. 375 
ln equal arms two ſons of Neſtor ſtand, * * 
And two bold brothers of the Lycian band; 
By great Antilochus, Atymnius dies, 
Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth! he lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother's wound, 380 
Defends the breathleſs carcaſe on the ground 
Furious he flies, his myrderer to engage; 
But godlike Thraſimed prevents his rage, 
Between his arm and ſhoulder aims a blow; 
His arm falls ſpouting on the duſt below. ; 

e ſinks, with endleſs darkneſs cover'd o'er; 
And vents his ſoul, effus'd with guſhing gore. 
Slain by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, 
Sarpedon's friends, Amiſodarus' ſeed; 
Amiſodarus, who, by Furies led. 
The bane of men, abhorr'd Chimæra bred; 
Skill'd in the dart in vain, his ſons expire, 
And paf the forfeit of their guilty fire. 

Stopp'd in the tumult, Cleobulus lies 
Beneath Olleus' arm, a living prize; 

A living prize not long the. Trojan ſtood ; 
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The thirſty falchion drank his recking blood ; 


he. garing Lycon aim'd a noble blow; 
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Plung'd in his throat the ſmoking weapon lies; 

Black death, and fate unpitying, ſeal his eyes. 
Amid the ranks, with mutual thirſt of fame, 400 

Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus, came; 

In vain their javelins at each other flew, 

Now met in arms, their eager ſwords they drew. 


On the plum'd creſt of his Beotian foe, 
ara : 405 
"Che ſwgrd broke bor: hat hie, Peneleus ſped 
No on the juncture ofthe neck and head; 
The head, divided by a ſtroke ſo juſt, | 
Hung by the ſkin : the body ſunk to duſt, 


Dark o'er the fields th' aſcending vapour flies, 


1 b their deep beds he bids the river riſe, 
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Nertaken Neamus by Merion bleeds, 415 
Pierc'd through the ſhoulder as he mounts h 
- ſtecds ; ; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground ; 
His ſwimming eyes eternal ſhades ſurround, 
Next Erymas was doom'd hisfate to feel, 
His open'd mouth receiv*d the Cretan ſteel 41) 
Beneath the brain the point a paſſage tore, 
Crafh'd the thin bones, and drown'd thę teeth in 
. Sore $1 
His mouth, his eyes, his npſtrils, pour a flood; 
He ſobs his ſoul out in the guſh of blood. 
As when the flocks, neglected by the ſwain 420 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie ſcatter'd o'er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th* unguarded charge ſurvey, 


And rend the trembling, unręſiſting prey: 


Thus on the foe the Greeksimpetuous came; 
[roy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 425 
But ſtill at Hector godlike Ajax aim'd, _ 
Still pointed at his breaſt his javelin flam'd ; 
The Trojan chief, experienc'd in the field, 
O'er his broad ſhoulders ſpread the mafly fhicld, 
Obſerv'd'the ſtorm of darts the Grecians pour, 430 
And on his buckler caught the ringing ſhower. 
He ſees for Greece the icale of conqueſt riſe, 
Yet ſtops, and turns, and faves his lov'd allies. 
As when the hand of Jove a tempelt forms, 
And rolls the clouds to blacken heaven with 
: ſtorms, i 435 


And ſhades the ſun, and blots the golden ſkies : 

So from the ſhips, along the duſky plain, 

Dire Flight and Terror drove the Trojan train. 
Ev'n Hector fled; through heaps of diſarray 449 
Che fiery courſers forc!'d their lord away; 

While far behind his Trojans fall confus'd; 


Chariots on chariots roll; the claſhing ſpokes 
Shock ; while the madding ſteeds break ſhort their 
VVV | 445 
In vain they labqur up the ſteepy mound; 
Their charioteers lie foaming on the ground. 
Fierce on the rear, with ſhouts, Patroclus flics ; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and ſkies; 
Thick drifts of duſt involve their rapid flight; 450 
| Clouds rife on clouds, and heaven is ſuatch'd from 
fade. | 
Th' affrighted ſeeds, their dying lords caſt down, 
Scour o'er the fields, and ſtretch to reach the town. 
Loud o'er the rout was heard the victor's cry, [455 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeſt dic, 
Where horſe, and arms, aud chariots lie o'erthrown, 
And bleeding heroes under axles groann. 
No ſtop, no check, the ſteeds of Peleus knew 
From bank to bank th' immortal courſers flew, 
High-bounding o'er the foſſe: the whirling car 460 
Smokes through the ranks, o'ertakes the flying war, 
And thunders after Hector; Hector flies, 
Patroclus ſhakes his lance; but Fate denies. 
Not with leſs noiſe, with leſs impetuous force, 
Thetide of Trojans urge their deſperate courſe, 465 
Than when in Autumn Jove his fury pours, 
And earth is loaden with inceſſant ſhowers _ 
(When guilty mortals break th' eternal laws, 
Or judges, brib'd, betray the righteous cauſe) ; 


And opens all the food-gates of the fies: 


| Wedg'din the trench, in one vaſt carnage bruis d 
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Th' impetuous torrents from their hills obey, 
Whole fields are drown'd, and mountains ſwept 
away; 

Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main; 
And trembling man ſees all his labours vain. 475 

And new the chief (the foremoſt troops repell'd 
Back to the ſhips his deſtin'd progreſs held, 
Bore down half Troy in his reſiſtleſs way, 
And forc'd the routed ranks to ſtand the day. 
Between the ſpace where filver Simois flows, 480 
Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires 

roſe, | 
All grim in duſt and blood, Patroclus ſtands, 
And turns the ſlaughter on the conquering bands. 
Firſt Pronoũs died beneath his fiery dart, 
Which pierc'd below the ſhield his valiant heart. 485 
Theſtor was next; who ſaw the chief appear, © 
And fell the victim of his coward fear; 
Shrunk-up he ſat, with wild and haggard eye, 
Nor ſtood to combat, nor had force to fly; 
Patroclus mark'd hum as he ſhunn'd the war. 
And with unmanly tremblings ſhook the car, 490 
And dropp'd the flowing reins, Him 'twirt the 
aws Th 

The "vio ſticks, and ſrom the chariot draws, 
As on a rock that over- hangs the main, 
An angler, ſtudious of the line and cane, 
dome mighty fiſh draws panting to the ſhore; 495 
Not with lefs eaſe the barbed javelin bore 
The gaping daſtard : as the ſpzar was ſhook, 

He fell, and life his heartleſs breaſt forſook. 

Next on Eryalus he flies; a ſtone, 
Large as a rock, was by his fury thrown : 500 
Full on his crown the ponderous fragment flew, 
And burſt the helm, and cleft the head in two: 
Prone to the ground the breathleſs warrior fell, 
And death involv'd him with the ſhades of hell. 
Then low in duſt-Epaltes, Echius lie; 505 
Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die; 
Amphoterus, and Erymas ſucceed z 
And laſt Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed. 

Where'er he moves, the growing ſlaughters ſpread 
in heaps on heaps; a monument of dead. 510 
When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 

Grovelling in duſt, and gaſping on the fiel“, 


- 


Wich this reproach his flying hoſt he warms : 


Oh ſtain to honour } oh diſgrace ts arms | 
Torſake, inglorious, the contended plain; 
This hand, unaided, ſhall the war ſuſtain : 
The taſk be mine, this hero's ſtrength to try; 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army fly. 
He ſpake z and, ſpeaking, leaps from off the car; 
Patroclus lights, and ſternly waits the war. 520 
As when two vultures on the mountains height 
Stoop with reſounding pinions to the fight; 
They cuff, they tear, they raiſe a ſcreaming cry : 
The deſart echoes, and the rocks reply: 
The warriors thus, oppos'd in arms, engage 525 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view'd the combat; whale event foreſeen, 
He thus beſpoke his Siſter and his Queen : 
The hour draws on; the Deſtinies ordain, 
My godlike ſon ſhall preſs the Phrygian plain: 530 
Already on the verge of death he ſtands, 
His life is ow'd to fierce Patroclus hands. 
What paſſions in a parent's breaſt debate ! 
Say, ſhall 1 ſnatch him from impending fate, 
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1 Aﬀents to faite, and ratifies the doom. 


And ſend him ſafe to Lycia, diſtant far 
From all the dangers and the toils of war; 
Or to his doom my braveſt offspring yield, 
And fatten with celeſtial blood the field ? 

Then thus the Goddeſs with the radiant eyes; 
What words are theſe? O Soveteiph of the Skies! 549 
Short is the date preſctib'd to mortal ma 2 


Shall Jove, for une, extend the narrow ſpan, 
Whole bounds were fix'd before his race began? 
How many ſons of Gods, foredoom'd to death, 
Before proud llion muſt refign their breath! 545 
Were thine exempr, debate would riſe above, 
And murmuring powers condemn their partial 
Ove. 4 
Give the bold chief a glorious fate in fight; 
And, when th' aſcending foul has wing'd her 
flight, | | | 
Let Slee - and Death convey, by thy command, 550 
"Che breathleſs body to his native land. 
His friends and people, to his future praiſe, 
A marble tomb and pyramid ſhall raiſe, 
And laſting honours to his aſhes give; 
His fame ('tisall the dead can have) ſhall live, 555 
She ſaid ; the Cloud-compeller, overcome, - 
[till'd 
hen, touch'd with grief, the weeping heavens diſ- 
A ſhower of blood o'er all the fatal field: 
The God, his eyes averting from the plain 560 
Laments his fon, predeſtin'd to be ſlain, ' 
Far from the Lycian ſhores, his happy native 
reign, 5 
Now met in arms, the combatants appear, 
Each heav'd the ſhicld, and pois'd the Hfted ſpear : 
From ſtrong Patroclus' band the javelin fled, 56g 
And paſs'd the groin of valiant Thraſymed 
he nerves unbrac'd, no more his bulk ſuſtain, 
He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain, 
F'wo ſounding darts the Lycian leader threw; 
The firſt aloof with erring fury flew, 
Ihe next tranſpierc'd Achilles“ mortal ſteed, 
The generous Pedaſus of Theban breed; 
Fix'd in the ſhoulder's joint, he reel'd around, 
Roll'd in the bloody duit, and paw'd the ſlippery 
ground. | 
His ſudden fall th' entangled harneſs broke; 575 
Each axle crackled, and the chariot ſhook : 
When bold Automedon, to diſengage 
Phe ſtarting eourſers, and reſtrain their rage, 
Divides the traces wich his ſword, aud freed 
Ih incumber'd chariot from the dying ſteed : 580 
The reſt move on, obedient to the rein; 
Ihe car rolls ſlowly o'er the duſty plain. 4 
The towering chiefs to fiercer fights advance, 
And firſt Sarpedon whirl'd his weighty lance, [584 
Which o'er the warrior's ſhoulder took its courſe, 
And ſpentain empty air its dying force. 
Not ſo Patroclus' never-erring dart: 2 
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Aim'd at his breaſt, it picrc'd the mortal part, 
Where the ſtrong fibres bind the ſolid heart; 
Chen, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 

Or pine, (fit maſt for ſome great admiral) 
Nods to the axe, A with a groaning ſound. 
It ſiaks, and ſpreads its honours on the ground: 
Thus fell the king; and, laid on earth ſupine, 
Before his chariot-ſtrecch'd his form divine: 595 


599 


He graſp'd the duſt diſdain'd with ſtreaming gore, 
And, pale in death, lay groaning on 2 
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So lies a bull beneath the lion's paws, 
While the grim ſavage grinds with foamy jaws 
The trembling limbs, and ſucks the ſmoking 
| blood; 42 600{ the wood. 
Deep groans, and hollow roars, re-bellow through 
Then to the leader of the Lycian band | 
The dying chief addreſs'd his laſt command: 
Glaucus, be bold; thy taſk be firſt to dare 
The glorious dangers of deſtructive war, 605. 
Jo lead my troops, to combat at their head, 
In cite the living, and ſupply the dead. 
Tell them, I charg'd them with my lateſt breath 
Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedon's death. 
What grief, what ſhame, muſt Glaucys undergo, 610 
If theſe ſpoil'd arms adorn a Gretian foe | 
Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight; 
Defend my body, conquer in my right; 
That, taught by great” examples, all may try 
Like thee to vanquifh, or like me to die 615 
He ceas'd; the Fates fuppreſs'd his labouring 
f breath, 
And his eyes darken'd with the ſhades of death. 
Th' inſulting victor with diſdain beſtrode 
The proſtrate prince, and on his boſom trod; f 
Then drew the weapon from his panting heart, 620 
The reeking fibres clinging to the dart; 
From the wide wound guſh'd out a ſtream of 
| blood, : 
And the ſoul iſſued in the purple flood. 
His flying ſteeds the Myrmidons detain, - 
Unguided now, their mighty maſter ſlain. 625 
All-impotent of aid, transfix'd with grief, 
Unhappy Glaucus heard the dying chief. 
His painful arm, yet uſeleſs with the ſmart 
Inflicted late by Teucer's deadly dart, | 
Supported on his better hand he ſtay'd; 630 
To Phoebus then, ('twas all he could) he pray'd 
All-ſeeing monarch ! whether Lycia's coaſt, 
Or ſacred Illion, thy bright preſence boaſt, 
Powerful alike to caſe the wretch's ſmart ! 
O hear me ! God of every healing art ! 635 
Lo! Riff with clotted blood, and pierc'd with 
pain, 


That thrills my arm, and ſhoots thro” every vein, 


I ſtand, unable to ſuſtain the ſpear, 
And ſigh, at diſtance from the glorious war. 
Low in the duſt is great Sarpedon laid, 640 
Nor Jove vouchſaf d his hapleſs offspring aid. 
But' thou, O God of Health ! thy ſuccour lend, 
To guard the reliques of my ſlaughtered friend. 
For thou, though diſtant, canſt reſtore my might, 
To head my Lycians, and ſupport. the fight. G45 
Apollo heard; and, ſuppliant as he ſtood, _ 
His heavenly hand reſtrain'd the flux of blood: 
He drew the dolours from the wounded part, 
And breath'd a ſpirit in his riſing heart: 
Renew'd by art divine, the hero ſtands, 650 
And owns th' aſſiſtance of immortal hands. 
Firſt to the fight his native troops he warms, 
Then loudly calls on Troy's vindictive arms: 
With ample ſtrides he ſtalks from place to place; 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas ; 655 
#Eneas next, and Hector, he accoſts; 
Inflaming thus the rage of all their hoſts: 
What thoughts, regardleſs chief] thy breaſt 
employ ? 1 


Oh too forgetful of che friends of Troy! 


HOMER. 


; Thoſe generous friends, who, from their country 
far, | 6560 

Breathe their brave ſouls out in another's war. 

See! where in duſt the great Sarpedon lies, 

In action valiant, and in council wiſe, 

Who guarded right, and kept his people free; 

To all his Lycians loſt, and loſt to thee ! 665 

Stretch'd by Patroclus' arm on yonder plains, 

O ſave from hoſtile rage his lov'd remains ; 

Ah let not Greece his conquer'd trophies boaſt, 

Nor on his coſt revenge her heroes loſt. 

He ſpoke ; each leader in his grief partook, 670 
Troy, at the loſs, through all her legions ſhook. 
Transfix'd with deep regret, they view o'erthrown 
At once his country's pillar, and their own; 

A chief, who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 
A hoſt of heroes, and out-ſhin'd them all. 675 
Fir'd they ruſh on; firſt Hector ſeeks the foes, 
And with ſuperior vengeance greatly glows. 

But o'er the dead the fierce Patroclus ſtands, 
And, rouzing Ajax, rouz'd the liſtening bands: 

Heroes, be men ! be what you were before; 68 
Or weigh the great occaſion, and be more. 


The chief who taught our lofty walls to yield, 
Lies pale in death, extended on the field. 
To guard his body, Troy in numbers flies ; 
Tis half the glory to maintain our prize, » 68g 
Haſte, ſtrip his arms, the ſlaughter round him 
And ſend the living Lycians to the dead. [ ſpread, 
The heroes kindle at his fierce command ; 
The martial ſquadrons cloſe on either hand: 
Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 690 
Theſſalia there, and Greece, oppoſe their arms. 
With horrid ſhouts they circle round the lain; 
The claſh of armour rings o'er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to ſwell the horrors of the flght, 
O'er the fierce armies pours pernicious night; 695 
And round his ſon confounds the warring hoſts, 
His fate ennobling with a crowd of ghoſts. 
Now Greece gives way, and great Epigeus falls; 
Agacleus' ſon, from Budium's lofty walls: 


To Peleus and the ſilver-footed dame; 
.Now ſent to Troy, Achilles'“ arms to aid, 
He pays due vengeance to his kinſman's ſhade. 
Soon as his luckleſs hand had touch'd the dead, 
A rock's large fragment thunder'd on his head; 705 
Hurl'd by Hectorean force, it cleft in twain 
His ſhatter'd helm, and ſtretch'd him o'er the 
ſlam, | 

Fierce to the van-of fight Patroclus came ; 

And, like an eagle darting at his game, 


What grief thy heart, what fury urg'd thy hand, 
Oh generous Greek! when with full vigour thrown 
At Sthenelaiis flew the weighty ſtone, h 

Which ſunk him to the dead: when Troy, too 


That arm, drew back; and Hector learn'd to fear. 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw, 

Or at the liſts, or at the fighting foe; 

So far the Trojans from their lines retir'd ; 

Till Glaucus, turning, all the reſt inſpir'd. 


The only hope of Chalcon's trembling age : 


With lately ſcats, and riches, bleſt in vain : 


Who, chas'd for murder thence, a ſuppliant came 700- 


Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian baud ; 710 


near [715 


Then Bathyclæus fell beneath his rage, 720 


Wide o'er the land was ſtretch'd his Iarge domain, 


Him, bold with youth, and eager to purſue 
The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, and flew; 725 


Pierc'd through the boſom with a ſudden wound, | 


He fell, and, falling, made the fields reſound. 
Th! Achaians ſorrow for their hero ſlain; 
With conquering ſhouts the Trojans ſhake the 
plain, : [730 
And crowd to ſpoil the dead: the Greeks oppoſe 
An iron circle round the carcaſe grows, R 
Then brave Laogonus reſign'd his breath, 
Diſpatch'd by Merion to the ſhades of death: 
On Ida's holy hill he made abode, 
The prieſt of Jove, and honour'd like his God. 735 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went: 
The ſoul, exhaling, iſſued at the vent. 
His ſpear Eneas at the victor threw, 
Who ſtooping forward from the death withdrew z, 
The lance hiſs'd harmleſs o'er his covering ſhield, 
\ 40 


z 


7 
And trembling ſtruck and rooted in the field ; 
There yet ſcarce ſpent, it quivers on the plain, 
Sent by the great Eneas' arm in vain. 
Swift as thou art (the raging hero cries) 
And {kill'd in dancing to diſpute the prize, 
My ſpear, the deſtin'd paſſage had it found, 
Had fix'd thy active vigour to the ground. 

Oh valiant leader of the Dardan hoſt! 
(Infulted Merion thus retorts the boaſt ) 
Strong as you are, tis mortal force you truſt, 750 
An arm as ſtrong may ſttetch thee in the duſt. 
And if to this ry lance thy fate be given, 

Vain are thy vaunts; ſucceſs is {till from Heaven ; 

This inſtant ſends thee down to Pluto's coalt ; 

Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghoſt. - 755 
O friend (Mencetius' ſon this anſwer gave) 

With words to combat, ill befits the brave; 

Not empty boaſts the ſons of Troy repel, 

Your ſwords muſt lunge them to the ſhades of 

hell. 

To ſpeak, beſeems the council: but te dare 

ln glorious action, is the taſk of war. 

This ſaid, Patroclas to the battle flies; 
Great Merion follows, and new ſhouts ariſe : 
Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriors cloſe; 
And thick and heavy ſound the ſtorm of blows. 765 
As thro' the ſhrilling vale, or mountais ground, 
The labours of the woodman's axe reſound ; 
Blows following blows are heard re-echoing wide, 
While crackling foreſts fall on every ſide : 
Thus echo'd all the fields with loud alarms, 
So fell the warriors, and ſo rung their arms. 

Now great Sarpedon on the Lady ſhore, 
His heavenly form defac'd with duſt and gore, 
And ſtuck with darts by warring heroes ſhed, 
Lies undiſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar dead. 

His lon,;-diſputed corſe the chiefs encloſe, 

On every fide the buſy combat grows; 

Thick as beneath ſome ſhepherd's tharch'd abode 
(The pails high-foaming with a milky flood) 
The buzzing flies, a perſevering train, 
Inceſſant ſwarm, and chas'd return again. 

Jove view'd the combat with a ſtern ſurvey, 
And eyes that flaſh'd intolerable' day. : 
Fix'd on the field his ſight, his breaſt debates 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fates: 735 
Whether to urge their prompt effect, and call 
The force of Hector to Patroclus' fall, 
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This inſtant ſee his ſhort-liv'd trophies won, 
And ſtrateh him breathleſs on his ſlaughter'd 


ſon ; 


| Or yet, with many a ſul's untimely flight, 790 


Augment the fame and horror of the fight. 

To crown Achilles' valiant friend with praiſe 

At length. he dooms; and, that his laſt of days 
Shall ſet in glory, bits him drive the foe; 

Nor unattended ſee the ſhades below. s 
Then Hector's mind he fills with dire diſmay; 
He mounts his cat, and calls his hoſts away, 

Sunk wirh Troy's heavy fates, he ſecs decline 
The ſcales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. 

Then, or before, the hardy Lycians led, 3800 
And left their monarch with the common dead: 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage riſes, as the heroes fall, 

(So Jove decreed i) at length the Greeks obtain 
The prize conteſted, and deſpoil the flain, 3805 
The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 
Patroclus' ſhips the glorious ſpoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phoebus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from. his throne the Cloud-compelling Jove +: 
Deſcend, my Phœbus! on the Phrygian plain, 819 
And from the fight convey Sarpedon Qlaia ; 

Then bathe his body in the cryſtal flood: 

With duſt diſhonour'd, and deform'd with blood? 
O'er all his limbs celeſtial odours ſhed, 

And with celeſtial robes adorn the dead. 815 
Thoſe rites diſcharg'd, his ſacred corſe bequeath 
To the ſoft arms of ſilent Sleep and Death. | 
They to his friends the mournful charge ſhall bear, 
His friends a tomb and pyramid ſhall rear; 
W hat honours mortals after death receive, 

T hoſe unavailing honours we may give! 

Apoilo bows, and from mount Ida's height 
Swift to the field precipitates his flight; 
hence from the war the breathk(s hero bore, 
Veil'd in a cloud, to ſilver Simois' ſhore; 825 
There bath'd his honourable wounds, and dreſt 
His manly members in th' immortal veſt; 

And with p-rfumes of ſweet ambroſial dews, 


820 


Reſtores his freſtneſs, and his form renews. [$30 


Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race, 
Of matchleſs ſwiſtneſs, but of ſilent pace, 
Receiv'd Sarpedon, at the God's command. 
And in a moment reach'd the Lycian laud ; 

The corſe amid his weeping friends they laid. 


Where endleſs honours wait the ſacred ſhade. 835 


Mean while Patroclus pours along the plains, 
With foaming courſers, and with looſen'd reins. 
Fierce on the Trojan and the Lycian crew, 

Ah blind to fate! thy headlong fury flew : 

Againſt what Fate and powerful Jove ordaia, 840 
Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vain ; 
For he, the God, whoſe counſels uncontrol'd 
Diſmay the mighty, and confound the bold; 

The God who gives, reſumes, and oruers a'l, 

He urg'd thee on, and urg'd thee on to fall. 245 

Who firſt, brave hero! by chat arm was lain, 
Who laſt, beneath thy vengeance, pref'd the 


When Heaven itſelf thy fatal fury led, F[ptatuz 
| And call'd to fill the naher of the dead ? 
Adreſtus firt; Autonoiis then ſucceeds; 850 


Echeclus follows; next young Megas bleeds: 
Epiſtor, Melanippus, bite the grund- 
The flaughter, Elaſus and Mulius crown'd;: 
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Then ſunk Pylartes to eternal night; | 
The reſt, diſperſing, truſt their fates to flight. $55 
Now Troy had ſtoop d beneath his 1aatchleſs 


power, « 
But flaming Phebus kept the ſacred tower. 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus ſtrook, 
His blazing ægis thrice Apollo ſhook : [360 
He try'd the fourth; when burſting from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud : 
Patroclus! ceaſe ; this heaven-deſended wall 
Deſies thy lance; not fated yet to fall; 
Thy friend, thy greater far, it ſhall withſtand : 
Troy ſhall not ſtoop ev'n to Achilles“ hand. 865 
So ſpoke the God who darts celeſtial fires; 
The Greek obeys him, and with awe retires : 
While Hector, checking at the Scæan gates 
His panting courſers, in his breaſt debates, © 
Or in the field his forces to employ, 870 
Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, beſide him Pha&busſtood, 
In Aſius' ſhape, who reign'd by Sangar's flood; 
(Thy brother, Hecuba! from Dymas ſprung, 
A valiatit warrior, haughty, bold, and young.) 875 
Thus he accoſts him : What a ſhameful ſight ! 
Gods! is it Hector that forbears the fight? 
Were thine my vigour, this ſucceſsful ſpear 
Should ſoon convince thee of ſo falſe a fear. 
Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 880 
And in Patroclus' blood efface thy ſhame. 
Perhaps Apollo ſhall thy arms ſucceed, 
And Heaven ordains him by thy lance to bleed, 
poke th' inſpiring God; then took his flight, 

And plung'd amidſt the tumult of the fight. 885 
He bids Cebrioa drive the rapid car; 
The laſh reſounds, the courſers ruſh to war: 
The God the Grecians' ſinking ſouls depreſt, 
And pour'd ſwift ſpirits through each Trojan breaſt, 
Patroclus lights, impatient for the fight ; 890 
A ſpcar his left, a ſtone employs his right: 
With all his nerves he drives it at the foe; 
Pointed above, and rough and groſs below: 
The falling ruin cruſh'd Cebrion's head, . 
The lawleſs offspring of king Priam's bed; 895 
His front, brows, eyes, one undiſtinguiſh'd wound: 
The burſting balls drop ſightleſs ro the ground. 
The chariotcer, while yet he held the rein, 
Struck from the car, falls headlong on the plain. 
To the dark ſhades the ſoul unwilling glides; goo 
While the proud victor thus his fall derides : 

Good heavens! what active feats yon artiſt 

ſhows! 

What ſkilful divers are our Phrygian foes ! 

Mark with what caſe they ſink into the ſand ! 
Pity ! that all their practice is by land! 905 
Then, ruſting forward on his proſtrate prize, 

To ſpoil the carcaſe fierce Patroclus flies: 

Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, 

That ſweeps the fields, depopulates the fold; 

Pierc'd through the dauntleſs heart, then tum- 
bles ſlain; ; 910 

And from his fatal courage finds his bane. 

At once bold Hector leaping from his car, 

Defends the body, and provokes the war. 

Thus for ſome ſlaughter'd hind, with equal rage, 

Two lordly rulers of the wood engage ; 973 

Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, 

And echoing roars rebellow through the ſhades. 
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Stern Hector faſtens on the warrior's head, 
And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead. 
While all around, confuſion, rage, and fright, 926 
Mix the contending hoſts in niortal fight, 
So, pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 
In the deep boſom of ſome gloomy wood; 
Leaves, arms, and trees, aloft in air are blown; 
The broad oaks crackle, and the Sylvans groan; 923 
This way ant that tlie rattling thicket bends, 
And the whole foreſt in one craſh deſcends. 
Not with leſs noiſe, wich leſs tumultuous rage, 
In dreadful ſhock the mingled hoſts engage. 
Darts ſhower'd ou darts, now round the carcaſe 
| ring; 929 
Now flights of arrows bounding from the ſtring : 
Stones follow ſte iies; ſome clatter on the fields, 
Some, hard and heavy, ſhake the ſounding ſhields. 
But where the riſing whirlwind clouds the 
plains, s 
Sunk in ſoft duſt the mighty chief remains, 935 
Aud, ſtretch'd iti death, forgets the guiding 
teins! | 

Now, flaming from the zenith, Sol had driven 
His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven; 
While on each hoſt with equal} tempeſt fell | 
The ſhowering darts, and nuntber> ſunk to hell. 940 
But when his evening wheels o'erhung-the main, 
Glad conqueſt teſted on the Greciait train. 
Then, from amidſt the tumult and alarms, 
They draw the conquet'd corſe, and radiant arms: 
Then raſh Patroclus with new fury glows, 945 
And, breathing ſlaughter, pours amid the foes. 
Thrice on the preſs, like Mars himſelf, he flew, 
And thrice three heroes at each onfet flew. 
There ends thy glory! there the Fates untwine 
The laſt, black remnant of ſo bright a line; 95s 
Apollo dreadful ſtops the middle way; 


Death calls, and Heaven allows no longer day! 


For lo! the God, in duſky clouds enſhrin'd, 
Approaching dealt a ſtaggering blow behind. 
The weighty ſhock his neck and ſhoulders feel ; 955 
His eyes flaſh {parkles, his ſtunn'd ſenſes reel 
In giddy darkneſs: far to diſtance flung, 
His bounding helmet on the chanmipain fung. 
Achilles' plume is ſtain'd with duſt and gore, | 365 
That plume, which never ſtoop'd to earth hefore ; 
Long us'd, untouch'd, in-fighting fields to ſhine, 
And ſhade the temples of the man divine. 
Jove dooms it now on HeSor's helm to nod; 
Not long for Fate purſues him, and the God. 
His ſpear in ſhivers falls: his ample ſhield 965 
Drops from his arm : his baldrick ſtrows the field: 
The corſelet his aſtoniſh'd breaſt forſakes : 
Looſe is each joint: each nerve with horror ſhakes. 
Stupid he ſtares, and all- aſſiſtleſs ſtands : | 
Such is the force of more than mortal hands! 970 
A Dardan youth there was, well known to fame, 
From Panthus ſprung, Euphorbus was his name ; 
Fam'd for the manage of the foaming horſe, 
Skill'd in the dart, and matchleſs in the courſe: 
Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car, 974 
While yet he learn'd his rudiments of war. 
His venturous ſpear firſt drew the hero's gore; 
He ſtruck, he wounded, but he durſt no more; 


But ſwift withdrew the long-protended wood, 


Nor, though diſarm'd, Patroclus' fury ſtood; 
989 
And turn'd him ſhort, and herded in thecrowd. 
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Thus, by an arm divine; and mortal ſpear, 
Wounded at once, Patroclus yields to fear, 
Retires for ſuccour to his ſocial train, [985 
Ang flies the fate, which Heaven decreed, in vain. 
stern Hector, as the bleeding chief he views, 
Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat purſues : 
The lance arreſts him with a mortal wound; 
He falls, earth thunders, and his arms reſound. 
W th him all Greece was ſunk ; that moment all 
Yer yet-furviying heroes ſeem'd to fall. [990 
So, {corch'd with heat, along the deſert ſhore, 
The roaming lien meets a briſtly boar, 1 
Faſt by the ſpring; they both diſpute the flood, 
With flaming eyes, and jaws beſmear'd with 
: blood 8 Gi 
At length the ſovereign ſavage wins the ſtrife, 
And the torn boar religns his thirſt and life. 
Patroclus thus, o many chiefs o'erthrown, 
bo many lives effus'd, expires his own. 
A dying now at Hector's feet he lics, ooo 
He fleruly views him, and triumphing cries! - 
Lie there, Patroclus : and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once proniis'd, of ſubverting Troy; 
The fancy'd ſcenes of Ilion wrapt in flames, [1005 
And thy ſoft pleaſures ſerv'd with captive Games! 
Unthivking man! I fought, thoſe towers to free, 
And guard that beauteous race from lors like 
But thou a prey to vultures ihalt be made; | thee ; 
Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid; 
Though much at parting that great chief might 
ſay, : 1010 
And much enjoin thee, this important day. 
© Return not, my brave friend ( perhaps he ſaid) 
« Without the bloody arms of Hector dead.” 
He ſpoke, Patroclus march'd, and thus he I; 
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135 
Supine and wildly gazing on the ſkies, 1015 
With faint, expiring breath, the clief replies: 
Vain boaſter ! ceaſe, and know the Powers di- 


Jove's and Apollo's is this deed, not'thine ; (vine! 


To Heaven is ow'd whate'er your own you call, 
And Heaven itſelf diſarm'd me ere my fall. 1020 
Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might, 
Oppos'd me fairly, they had ſunk in fight: 
By Fate and Phœbus was I firſt o'erthrown, 
Euphorbus next, the third mean part thy own: 
But thou, imperious ! hear my lateſt breath; 1025 
The Gods inſpire it, and it ſounds thy death. 
Inſulting man, thou ſhalt be ſoon as 1; [nigh 5 
Black fate hangs o'er thee, and thy hour draws 
Ev'n now on life's laſt verge | ſee thee ſtand, _ 
| ſee thee fall, and by Achilles'“ hand. 1030 
He faints; the ſoul unwilling wings her way 
(The beauteous body left a load of clay) 
Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coaſt, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoſt ! 
Then Hector, pauſing, as his eyes he fed 1035 
Oa the pale carcaſe, thus addreſs'd the dead : 
From whence this boding ſpeech, the ſtern decree 
Of death denounc'd, or why denounc'd to me ? 
Why not as well Achilles' fate be given 
To HeRor's lance ? Who knows the will of Hea- 
ven ? 1040 
Penſive he ſaid ; then preſſing, as he lay, 
His breathicſs boſom, tore the lance away, 
And upwards caſt the corpſe ; the recking ſpear 
He ſhakes, and charges the bold charioteer. 
But ſwift Automedon with looſen'd reins 1043 
Rapt in the chariot o'er the diſtant plains, 
Far from his rage th' immortal courſers drove, 
Th' immortal courſers were the gift of Jove. 


BOOK XVII. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


f The ſeventh Battle, for the Body of Patroclus : the As of Menelaus. 


$Tenelaur, upon the death of Patroclus, d:fends bis body from the enemy Euphorbus, 20 bo attempts it, is ſlain, 
Hector advancing, Menelaus retires ; but ſoon returns with Ajax, and drives him off. This Glaucus objefts 
to Hector as a flight; ⁊ubo thereupon puts on the armour be had won from Patroclus, and renews the battle. 


The Greeks give way, til Ajax rallies them : Anecas ſuſtains the Trojans. 


LEneas and Hector attempt the 


Suriot of Achilles, which is borne off by Automedon. The harſes of Achilles deplore the loſs of Patraclus ; 


Jupiter covers his body with a thick darkneſs : the noble prayer of Ajax on that occaſion. Menelaus ſends - 


Antilechus to, Achilles, with the news of Patroclus death ; then returns to the fight ; where, though attacked 
with the utmoſl fury, be and Meriones, aſſiſted by the Ajaxes, bear off the body to the ſhips. 
The time is the evening of the eight and twentieth day. The ſeene lies in the fields before Troy. 


N the cold earth divine Patroclus ſpread, 
Lies pierc'd with wounds among the vulgar 
an > | 
Great Menelaüs, touch'd with generous woe, 
Springs to the front, and guards him from the foe ; 
hus round her new-fall'n'young the heifer moves, 
Fruit of her throes, and firſt-born of her loves, [S 
And anxious (helpleſs as he lies, and bare) 
Thurns, and re-turns her, with a mother's care. 
Oppos'd to each that near the carcaſe came, [ro 


Flis broa] ſhield glunmers, and his lanceß flame, | 


oY mexials boaſt of proweſs not their own? 


The ſon of Panthus, ſkill'd the dart to ſend, 
Eyes the dead hero, and inſults the friend: 
This hand, Arrides, laid Patroclus low ; 
Warrior deſiſt, nor tempt an equal blow: 
To me the ſpoils my proweſs won, reſign; 15 
Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus: the Spartan monarch burn'd 
With generous anguiſh, and in ſcorn return'd : 
Laugh'ft thou not, Jove ! from thy ſuperior throne, 
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Not thus the lion glories in his might, 

Nor panther braves his ſpotted foe in fight, 
Nor thus the boar (thoſe terrors of the plain) 
Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain, 


But far the vaineſt of the boaſtful kind 25 


Theſe ſons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 
Yet twas but late, bencath my conquering ſteel 
This boaſter*s brother, Hyperenor, ſell; 
Againſt our arm, which rafhly he defy'd, 


Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. 30 


Theſe eyes beheld him on the duſt expire, 

No more to cheer his ſpouſe, or glad his fire. 
Preſumptuous youth ! like his ſhall be thy doom, 
Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom; [35 


Or, while thou may'it, avoid the threaten'd fate; 


Fools ſtay to feel it, and are wiſe too late. 


Unmov'd Euphorbys thus: That action known, 


Come, for my brother's blood repay thy own. 
His weeping father claims thy deſtin'd head, 


And ſpouſe, a widow in her bridal bed : 40 


On theſe thy conquer'd ſpoils I ſhall beſtow, 

To ſoothe a conſort's and a parent's woe; 

No longer then defer the glorious ſtrife, 

Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 
Swift as the word the miſſile lance he flings, 45 

The well-aim'd weapon on the buckler rings, 

Nut blunted by the braſs innoxious falls. 

On Jove the father, great Atrides calls, 

Nor flies the javelin from his arm in vain, 


Ic pierc'd his throat, and bent him to the plain; 50 


Wide though the neck appears the griſly wound, 
Prone ſinks the warrior, and his arms refound, 
The ſhining circlets of his golden hair, 
Which ev'n the Graces might be proud to wear, 
Inſtarr'd with gems and gold, beſtrow the ſhore, 55 
With duſt diſhonour'd, and deform'd with gore. 
As the young olive, in ſome ſy: van ſcene, 
Crown'd by frei fountains with eternal green, 
Lifts the gay head, in ſnowy flowerets fair, 


And plays and dances to the gentle air; 60 
When lo ! a whirlwind from high heaven invades, 


The tender plant, and withers all its ſhades; 
It lies uprooted from its genial bed, 
T lovely ruin, now defac'd and dead. 


Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 65 
While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 


Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 
Affrighted Troy the towering victor flies: 
Flies, as before ſome mountain lion's ire 


The village curs and trembling ſwains retire, 70 


When o'er the flaughter'd bull they hear him 


| roar, 
And ſee his jaws diftill with ſmoking gore; 
All pale with fear, at diſtance ſcatter'd round, 


They ſhout inceſſant, and the vales reſound. [75 


Mean while Apollo view'd with envious eyes, 


And urg'd great Hector to diſpute the prize 
(In Mentes' ſhape, beneath whoſe martial care 
The rough Ciconians learn'd the trade of war:) 
Forbear, he cry d, with fruitleſs ſpeed to chaſe 


Achilles' courſers, of ztherial race; 80 
They ſtoop not, theſe, to mortal man's command, 


Or ſtoop to none but great Achilles“ hand. 
oo long amus' d with a purſuit ſo vain, 
Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus ſlain ! 


By Sparta flain ! for ever now ſuppreſt 85 


Fur fire which burn d ia that undauuted breaft! 


* 
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Thus having ſpoke, Apollo wing'd his flight, 


And mix'd with mortals in the toils of fight: 


His words infix'd unutterable care 90 
Deep in great Hector's foul : through all the war 
He darts his anxious eye; and inſtant view'd 
The breathleſs hero in his blood imbrued 

(Forth welting from the wound, as prone he lay) 
And in the victor's hands the ſhining prey. 


| Sheath'd in bright arms, through cleaving ranks 


he flies, 
And ſends his voice in thunder to the ſkdics ; 
Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan ſent, 
It flew, and fir'd the nations as it went. 
Atrides from the voice the ſtorm divin'd, 
And thus explor'd his own unconquer'd mind; 100 


93 


Slain in my cauſe, and for my honour ſlain ? 
Deſert the arms, the relicks of my friend ? 

Or, ſingly, Hector and his troops attend! [x05 
Sure where ſuch partial favour heaven beſtow'd, 
To brave the hero were to brave the God : 
Forgive me, Greece, if once I quit the field ; 
Tis not to Hector, but to heaven 1 yield. 
Yet, nor the God, nor heaven, ſhall give me fear, 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear : I10 
Still would we turn, {till battle on the plains, 
And give Achilles all that yet remains 


of his and our Patroclus—This, no more, 


The time allow'd ; Troy thicken'd on the ſhore, 
A fable ſcene! The terrors Hector led. 115 


; 


Slow he recedes, and fighing quits the dead. 

So from the fold th' unwilling lion parts, 
Forc'd by loud clamours, and a ftorm of darts; 
He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies, 
With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 120 
Now enter'd in the Spartan ranks, he turn'd 
His manly breaſt, and with new fury burn'd; 
Ober all the black battalions ſent his view, 

And through the cloud the god-like Ajax knew; 
Where labouring on the left the warrior ſtood, 125 
All grim in arms, and cover'd o'er with blood; 
There breathing courage, where the God of Day 
Had ſunk each hearr with terror and diſmay. 

To him the king: Oh Ajax, oh my friend; 
Haſte, and Patroclus' lov'd remains defend: 130 
The body to Achilles to reſtore, | 
Demands our care; alas, we can no more! 

For naked now, deſpoil'd of arms, he lies; 

And Hector glories in the dazzling prize. {135 
He ſaid, and touch'd his heart. The raging pair 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 
Already had ſtern Hector ſeiz'd his head, 

And doom'd to Trojan dogs th' unhappy dead; 


| But ſoon (as Ajax rear'd his tower-like ſhield) * 


Sprung to his car, and meaſur'd back the field. 140 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 
To ſtand a trophy of his fame in war. 


play'd) 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful ſhade ; 


Thus, in the centre of ſome gloomy wood, 
With many a ſtep the lioneſs ſurrounds | 

Her tawny young, beſet by men and hounds; 
Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powers, 


Dark o'er the fiery balls each hanging eye-brow 
lowers. 1 5 


Then ſhall J quit Patroclus on the plain, . 


Mean while great Ajax (his broad ſhield diſ- | 


And now before, and now behind he ſtood : 148 


2aft by his ſide the generous Spartan glows 
ith great revenge, and feeds his inward woes. 
But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids, 
On Hector frowning, thus his flight upbraids: 
Where now in Hector ſhall we Hector find? 155 
A manly form, without a manly mind ! 
Js this, O chief! a heroe's boaſted fame? 
How vain, without the merit, is the name ! 
Since battle is renounc'd, thy thoughts employ - 
What other methods may preſerve thy Troy; 1 
- 'Tistime to try if lion's ſtate can ſtand ' | 
By thee alone, nor aſk a foreign hand; 
Mean, empty boaſt ! but ſhall the Lycians ſtake 
Their lives for you ? thoſe Lycians you forſake ? 
What from thy thankleſs arms can we enpect? 165 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy baſe neglect : 
Say, ſhall'our flaughter'd bodies guard your walls, 
While unreveng'd the great Sarpedon falls! 
Ev'n where he dy'd for Troy, you leſt him there, 
A feaſt for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 170 
On my command if any Lycian wait, 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to fate. 
Did ſuch a ſpirit as the Gods impart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan heart 
(Such, as ſhould burn in every ſoul, that draws 1 
The ſword for glory, and his country's cauſe) 
Ev'n yet our mutual/arms we might employ, 
And drag yon carcaſe to the walls of Troy. 
Oh were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon's arms and henour'd corle again! 
Greece with Achilles' friend ſhould be repaid, 
And thus due honours purchas'd to his ſhade. 
But words are vain—Let Ajax once appear, 
And Hector trembles and recedes with fear; 
Thou dar*ſt not meet the terrors of his eye; 
And lo] already thou prepar'ſt to fly. 
The Trojan chief with ſix'd reſentment ey'd 
The Lycian leader, and ſedate replied: | 
Say, is it juſt (my friend) that Hector's ear 
From ſuch a warrior ſuch a ſpeech ſhould hear ? 190 
i deem'd thee once the wiſeſt of thy kind, 
But ill this inſult ſuits a prudent mind. 
I ſhun great Ajax? I deſert my train? 
Tis mine to prove the raſh aſſertion vain; 
| joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 
And hear the thunder of the ſounding fteeds. 
But Jove's high will is ever uncontroul'd, 
The ſtrong he withers, and confounds the bold; 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and 
now 
Strikesthe freſh garland from the victor's brow! 200 
Come, through yon ſquadron let us hew the way, 
And thou be witneſs, if I fear to-day : 
It yet a Greek the ſight of Hector dread, 
Or yet their hero can defend the dead, | 
Then, turning to the martial hoſts, be cries, 205 
e Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies ! 
men (my friends) in action as in name, 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame.. 
ector in proud Achilles' arms ſhall ſhine, 
Torn from his friend, by right of conqueſt mine. 219 
He ſtrode along the field, as thus he ſaid 
(The fable plumage nodded o'er his head :) 
Wift through the ſpacious plain he ſent a look; 
e inſtant ſaw, one inſtant over took k 
he diſtant band, that on the ſandy ſhore 
The radiant ſpoils to ſacred Ilion bore, 
Ver. VI > % 
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There his own mail unbrac'd the field beſtrow'd; 
His train to Troy convey'd the maſſy load. 
Now blazing in th' immartal arms he ſtan 
The work and preſent of celeſtial hands; 
By aged Peleus to Achilles given, 
As firſt to Peleus by the court of heaven ; 
His father's arms not long Achilles wears, 
Forhid by fate to reach his father's years. 
Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 225 
The God, whoſe thunder rends the troubled air, 
Beheld with pity, as apart he fate, | 
And, conſcious look'd through all the ſcene of fate. 
He ſhook the ſacred honours of his head; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead ſaid: 
Ah wretched man! unmindful of thy end } 
A moment's glory ! and what fates attend ! 
In heavenly panoply divinely bright 
Thou ſtand'ſt, and armies tremble at thy ſight, 
As at Achilles' ſelf ! beneath thy dart} 
Lies lain the great Achilles“ dearer part: 
Thou from the mighty dead thoſe arms haſt torn, 
Which once the greateſt of mankind had worn, 
Yet live! 1 give thee one illuſtrious day, | 
A blaze of glory ere thou fad'ſt away : 
For ah! no more Andromache ſhall come, 
With joyful tears to welcome Hector home; 
No more officious, with endearing charms, 
From thy tir'd limbs unbrace Pelides' arms! 
Then with his table brow he gave the nod, 245 
That ſeals his word; the ſanction of the God. 


230 


249 


Fill'd with the God, enlarg'd his members grew, 
Through all his veins a ſudden vigour flew, 250 
The-blood in briſker tides began to roll, * 
Aud Mars himſelf came ruſhing on his ſoul. 
Exhorting loud, through all the field he ſtrode, 
And look'd, and mov'd, Achilles, or a God. 

Now Meſthles, Glaucus, Medon, he inſpires : 255 
Now Phorcys, Chromius and Hippothoius fires ; 
The great Theſilocus like fury found, 

Aſteropæus kindled at the ſound, 

And Ennomus, in augury renown'd. 

Hear, all ye hoſts, and hear, unnumber'd bands 269 
Of neighbouring nations, or of diſtant lands! 
Twas not for ſtate we ſummon'd you fo far, 


To boaſt our numbers, and the pomp of war; 


Ye came to fight; a violent foe to chaſe, 

To ſave our preſent, and our future race. 263 
For this, our wealth, our products, you enjoy, 
Aud glean the relicks of exhauſted Troy. 
Now then to conquer or to die prepare, 

To die, or conquer, are the terms of war, 
Whatever hand ſhall win Patroclus flain,- 
Whoe'er ſhail drag him to the Trojan train, 
With Hector's felf ſhall equal honours claim; 


270 


Wich Hector part the ſpoil, and ſhare the fame. 
Fir'd by his words, the troops diſmiſs their 
3 N . 


They join, they thieken. they protend their ſpears; z 75 


Full on the Grecks they drive in firm array, 

And each from Ajax hopes the glorious prey: 

Vain hope! what number ſhall the field o er- 
ſpread, | 

What victims periſh round the mighty dead! 


| 


Aud thus beſpoke his brother of the war; 
* 8 


* 
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238 


The ſtubborn arms (by Jove's command diſpos'd) 
| Conform'd ſpontaneous, and around him clos d; 


Great Ajax autark d the growing ſtorm from far, 280. 
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And all our wars and glories at an end! 

Tis not this corfe alone we guard in vain, 

Condemn'd to vultures on the Trojan plain; 235 

We too muſt yield: the ſame fad fate muſt fall. 

On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend} on all, 

See what a tempeſt direful Hector fpreads, 

And lo } it burſts, it thanders on our heads ! 

Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 290 

The Braveft Greeks : this hour demands them all. 
The warrior rais'd his voice, and wide around 

The field re-echoed the diſtrefsful ſound ; 

Oh chiefs! oh princes! to whoſe hand is given 

The rule of men; whoſe glory is from Heaven! 295 

Whom with due honours both Atridcs grace: 


Le guides and guardians of our Argive race! [far, 


All whom this well-known voice ſhould reach ſo 
All, whom I fee not through this cloud of war; 


Come all! let generous rage your arms employ, 300 


And ſave Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 
Oilean Ajax firſt the voice obey'd, 
Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid; 


Next him Idomeneus, more ſlow with age, 


And Merion, burning with a heroe's rage. 305 
And long ſucceeding numbers who can name? 
But all were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 
Fierce to the charge great Hector led the throng ; 


Whole Troy, embodied, ruſh'd with ſhouts along. 
Thus, when a mountain-billow foams and raves, 310 


Where ſome ſwoln river diſembognes his waves, 
Full in the mouth is ſtopp'd the ruſhing tide, 
The boiling ocean works from ſide to tide, 

The river trembles to his utmoſt ſhore, 


And diſtant rocks rebellow to the roar. 315 


Nor lefs reſolv'd, the firm Achaian band 
With brazen fhields in horrid circle ſtand: 
Jove, pouring darkneſs o'er the mingled fight, 
Conceals the warriors* ſhining helms in night: 


To him, the chief for whom the hoſts contend, 320 


Had liv'd not hateful, for he liv' d a friend: 


Dead he protects him with ſuperior care. 


Nor dooms his carcafe to the birds of air. 
The firſt · attack the Grecians ſcarce ſuſtain ; 


Repuls'd, they yieid, the Trojans ſeize the flain ; 525 


Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the ſwift rage of Ajax Telamon 
(Ajax, to Pcleus's ſon the fecond name, 


In graceful ſtature next, and next in fame) 
With headlong force the foremoſt ranks he tore: 330 
So through the thicket burits the mountain- boar 


And rudely ſcatters, far to diſtance round, 
The frighted hunter and the baying hound. 
The ſon of Letl«is, brave Pelaſgus' heir, 


Hippothoũs, dragg'd the careaſe through the war; 335 


The ſinewy ancles bor'd, the feet he bound 


With thongs, inſerted through the double wound: 


Inevitable fate o'ertakes the deed, Es 
Doom'd by great Ajax' vengeful lance to bleed: 


It cleft the helmets brazen cheeks in twain; 340 
The ſhatter'd creſt and horſe-hair ftrow the plain ; 


With nerves relax'd he tumbles to the ground: 


The brain comes guſhing through the ghaſtly 


wound: 


He drops Patroclus' foot, and er him ſpread 


Now lies, a ſad companion of the dead: 345 


Far from Lariſſa lies, his native air, 


And ill requites his parent's tender care. 
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Ourſ atal day! alas! is come (my friend) 


Lamented youth! in liſc's firſt bloom he fell, 
Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. 

Once more at Ajax, Hector's javelin flies; 350 
The Grecian marking, as it cut the ſkies, 
Shunn'd the deſcending death; which hiſſing on, 
Stretch'd in the duſt the great Iphitus' ſon, 
Schedius the brave, of all the'Phocian kind 

The nobleſt warrior, and the nobleſt mind: 355 
In little Panape, for ſtrength renowu'd, | 

He held his ſeat, and rul'd the realms around, 
Plung'din his throat, the weapon drank his blood, 
And deep tranſpiercing through the ſhoulder ſtood; 
In clanging arms the hero fell, andall 36 
The fields reſounded with his weighty fall. 
Phorcy's, as flain Hippothoũs he defends, 

The Tela Ronian lance his belly rends; 

The hollow armour burſt before the ſtroke, [363 
And through the wound the ruſhing entrails broke: 
ln ſtrong convulſions panting on the ſands 

He lies, and graſps the duſt with dying hands, 
Struck at the ſight, recede the Trojan train: 
The ſhouting Argives ſtrip the heroes ſlain. [370 
And now had Troy, by Greece compell'd to yield, 
Fled to her ramparts, and reſign'd the field; 
Greece, in her native fortitude elate, 

With Jove averſe, had turn'd the ſcale of fate: 
But Phoebus urg'd Æneas to the fight; 

He ſeem' d like aged Periphas to ſight 375 
(A herald in Anchiſes' love grown old, 

Rever'd for prudence; and with prudence, bold). 
Thus he What methods yet, oh chief! remain, 
To ſave your Troy, though Heaven its fall ordain? 
There have been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 389 
By valour, numbers, and by art of war, 

Have forc'd the Powers to ſpare a ſinking ſtate, 
And gain'd at length the glorious odds of fate. 


But you, when Fortune ſmiles, when Jove de- 


clares | ; 

His partial favour, and aſſiſts your wars, 385 
Your ſhameful efforts gainſt yourſelves employ, 
And force th* unwilling God to ruin Troy. 
Aneas, through the form aſſum'd, deſcries 
The Power conceal'd, and thus to Hector cries: 
Oh laſting ſhame! to our own fears a prey, 399 
We ſeek our ramparts, and deſert the day! 

A God (nor 1s he lefs) my boſom warms, 


And tells me, Jove aſſerts the Trojan arms. 


He ſpoke, and foremoſt to the combat flew ; 
The bold example all his hoſt purſue. 395 
Then firſt, Leocricus beneath him bled, 
in vain belov'd by valiant Lycomede | 
Who view'd his fall, and, grieving at the chance, 
Swift to revenge it, ſent his angry lance: 

The whirling lance, with vigorous force addreſt, 400 
Deſcends, and pants in Apiſaon's breaſt: 

From rich Pæonias' vales the warrior came, 

Next thee, Aſteropeus! in place and fame. 
Aſteropeus with grief beheld the ſlain, 

And ruſh'd to combat, but he ruſh'd in vain: 404 
Indiſſolubly firm, around the dead, 

Rank within rank, or buckler buckler ſpread, 
And hemm'd with briſtled ſpears, the Grecian 
Abrazen bulwark, and an iron wood. [to 


And in an orb contracts the crowded war, 
Cloſe in their ranks commands to fight or fall, 


And ſtands the centre and the ſoul of all- 


Great Ajax eyes them with inceſſant care, 419 


0 


, 
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Fixt on the ſpot they war, and, wounded, wound ; 
A ſanguine torrent ſteeps the reeking ground; 415 
On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Trojans bled, 


And, thickening round them, rife the hills of dead. 


Greece in cloſe order, and collected might, 
Yet ſuffers leaſt, and ſways the wavering fight; 
Fierce as conflicting fires the combat burns, 420 


And now it riſes, now. it ſinks, by turns. 


In one thick darkneſs all the fight was loſt ; 

The ſun, the moon, and all th' ztherial hoſt, 
Seem'd as extinct: day raviſh'd from their eyes, [ 42.5 
And all heaven's ſplendors blotted from the ſkies. 
Such o'er Patroclus' body hung the night, 

The reſt in ſunſhine fought, and open light: 
Unclouded there, th' aerial azure fpread, 

No vapour reſted on the mountain's head; 

The golden fun pour'd forth a ſtronger ray, 430 
And all the broad expanfion flam'd with day. 


Diſpers'd around the plain, by ſits, they fight, 
And here, and there, their ſcatter'd arrows light: 


But death and darkneſs o'er the carcaſe ſpread, 
There burn'd the war, and there the mighty bied. 

Mean while the ſons of Neſtor in the rear 436 
(Their fellows routed) toſs the diſtant ſpear, 

And ſkirmiſh wide : ſo Neftor gave command, 
When from the ſhips he ſent the Pylian band, 
The youthful brothers thus for fame contend, 440 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles' friend; 

la thought they view'd him ſtill, with martial joy, 
Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 

But round the corpſe the heroes pant for breath, 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death; 445 
O'erlabour'd now, with duſt, and ſweat, and gore, 
Their knees, their legs and feet are cover'd o'er ; 
Drops follow drops, the clouds on clouds ariſe, 
And carnage clogs their hands, and darkneſs fills 

their eyes. 
As when a ſlaughter'd bull's yet-recking hide, 450 
Strain'd with full force, and tugg'd from fide to 
— 
The brawny curriers ſtretch; and labour o'er 
Th' extended ſurſace, drunk with fat and gore: 
So, tugging round the corpſe both armies ſtood; 
The mangled body bath'd in ſweat and blood: 455 
While Greeks and llions equal ſtrength employ, 
Now to the ſhips to force it, now to Troy. 
Not Pallas“ ſelf, her breaſt when fury warms, 
Nor he whoſe anger ſets the world in arms, 
Could blame this ſcene x ſuch rage, ſuch horror 
reign'd ; | 460 
Such, Jove to honour the great dead ordain'd. 
Achilles in his ſhips at diſtance lay, 
Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day; 
He, yet unconſcious of Patroclus' fall, 
In duſt extended under Ilion's wall, 465 
ErpeRs him glorious. from the conquer'd plain, 
And for his wiſh'd return prepares in vain; - 
Though well he knew, to make proud llion bend, 
Was more than heaven had deſtin'd to his friend; 
chaps to him: this Thetis had reveal'd ; 470 

e reſt, in pity to her ſon, conceal'd. 

Still rag'd the conflict round the hero dead, 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled ; 
Curs'd be the man (ev'n private Greeks would ſay) 
Who dares deſert this well-diſputed day ! 475 
irſt may the cleaving earth before our eyes 


Cape wide, and drink our blood for ſacrifice 


” 


Firſt periſh all, ere haughty Troy ſhall boaſt 
We Joſt Patroclus, and our glory loſt ! [ſaid, 480 

Thus they. While with one voice the Trojans 
Grant this day, Jove ! or heap us on the dead! 

hen claſh their ſounding arms; the clangors riſe, 
And ſhake the brazen concave of the ſkies. 

Mean time, at diſtance from the ſcene of blood, 
The penſive ſteeds of great Achilles ſtood; 4835 
Lheir god-like maſter ſlain before their eyes, 
They wept, and ſhar'd in human miſeries. 

In vain Automedon now ſhakes the rein, 

Now plies the laſh, and ſoothes and threats in vain ! 
Nor to the fight nor Helletpont they go, 490 
Reſtive they ſtood, and obſtinate in woe: 

Still as a tomb-ſtone, never to be mov'd, 

On ſome good man or woman unreprov'd 

Lays its eternal weight; or fix'd as ſtands 

\ marble courſer by the ſculptor's hands, 495 
Plac'd on the heroe's grave. Along their face 
he big round drops cours'd down with ſilent pace, 
Conglobing on the dat, Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wav'd in ſtate, 
Prail'd on the duſt beneath the yoke were (ſpread, 
And prone te earth was hung their languid head: 501 
Nor Jove diſdain'd to caſt a pitying look, 

While thus relenting to the ſtecds he Tpoke 3 

Unhappy courſers of immortal ſtrain ! 

Exempt from age, and deathleſs, now in vain 
Did we your race on mortal man. betow, 506 
Only, alas! to flare in mortal woe? 
For ah!. what is there, of inferior birth, 
That breaths or creeps upon the duſt of earth; 
What wietched creature, of what wretched kind, 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind? 511 
A miſerable race! but ceaſe ro mourn; 
For not by you ſhall Priam's ſon be borne 
High on the ſplendid car: one glorious prize 
He raſhly boaſts; the reſt our will denies, 515 
Odrſelf will ſwiftneſs to your nerves impart, 
Ourſelf with riſing ſpirits ſwell your heart. 
Automedon your rapid flight ſhall bear 
Saſe to the navy through the ſtorm of war: 
For yet 'tis given to Tray, to ravage o'er 520 
Che field, aud ſpread her flaughters to the ſhore ; 
The fun ſhall ſee her conquer, till his fall 
With facred darknefs ſhades the face of all. 
| He ſaid; and, breathing in th' immortal horſe. 
Exceſſive ſpirit, urg*d them to the courſe; 425 
From their high manes they ſhake the duſt, and 
bear 


The kindling chariot through the parted war; 
So flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
Of gecſe, that ſcream, and ſcatter round the plain. 
From danger now with ſwifteſt ſpeed they flew, 
And now to conqueſt with like ſpeed purſue; 531 
Sole in the ſeat the charioteer remains, 25 
Now plies the javelin, now directs the reins ; 
Him brave Alcimedoa behold diſtreſt, 
Approach'd the chariot, and the chief addreſt; 
What God provokes thee, raſhly thus to dare, 536 
Alone unaided, in the thickeſt war ? 
Alas! thy friend is ſlain, and Hector wields 
Achilles' arm triumphant in the fields. 
In happy time (the charioteer replies) 
The bold Ale imedon now greets my eyes 541 


No Greek like him the heavenly ſteeds reſtraiu 
Or holds their fury in ſuſpended reins; | 


140 
Patroclus while he liv'd, their rage could tame, 
But now Patroclus is an empty name 
To thee I yield the ſeat, to thee reſign 545 
The ruling charge: the taſk of fight be mine. 

He faid. Alcimedon, with active heat, 
- Bnatches the reins, and vaults into the ſeat. 
His ſriend deſcends. ;. The chief of Troy defcry'd, 
And call'd Zneas, fighting near his fide: $550 
Lo, to*my fight,” beyond our hope, reſtor'd 
Achilles' car, deſerted of its lord! 
The glorious ſteeds our ready arms invite, 
Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the 

„fight: | 


Can ſuch opponents ſtand, when we aſſail? 555 

Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail. 
The ſon of Venus to the council yields! 

Then o'er their backs they ſpread their ſolid ſhields: 

With braſs refulgent the broad ſurface ſhin'd, [560 

And thick bull-hides the ſpacious coneave lin'd. 

Then Chromius follows, Aretus ſucceeds; 

Each hopes the conqueſt of the lofty ſteeds: 
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In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, 


In vain advance, not fated to return, | 
VUnmov'd, Automedon attends the fight, 565 
Implores th' Eternal, and collects his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntleſs mind: 
Oh keep the foaming courſers claſe behind] 
Full on my ſhoulders let their noſtrils blow, 
For hard the fight, determin'd is the foe; 570 
is Hector comes; and when he ſeeks the prize, 
War knows no mean: he wins it, or he dies. 
Then through the field he ſends his voice aloud, 
nd calls th* Ajaces from the warring crowd, 

With great Atrides. Hither turn be ſaid) 575 
Turn, where diſtreſs demands immediate aid ; 
The dead, encircled by his friends, forego, 

And ſave the living from a fiercer foe. 

Unhelp'd we ſtand, uhequal to engage 
"The force of Hector, and ZEneas' rage: 580 

Yer, mighty as they are, my force to prove 
Is only mine: th' event belongs to Jove. - 

He ſpoke, and high the ſounding javelin flung, 

Which paſs'd the ſhield of Aretus the young; 

It pierc'd his belt, emboſs'd with curious art, 585 
Then in the lower belly ſtuck the dart. 

As when a ponderous axe, deſcending full, 
Cleaves the broad forchead of ſome brawny bull ; 
Struck *twixt the horns, he ſprings with many a 
; <4 bound. 

Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground: 590 
Thus fell the youth, the air his ſoul receiv'd, 
And the ſpear trembled as his entrails heav'd. 
Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
Piſcharg'd his lance ; the meditated blow, 
Stooping, he ſhunn'd ; the javelin idly fled, 595 
And hid innoxious o'er the hero's head ; | 
Deep-rooted in the ground, the forceful ſpear. 

In long vibration ſpent its fury there. h 
With claſhing falchions now the chiefs had clos'd, 

But each brave Ajax heard, and interpos d; 600 
Nor langer Hector with his Trojans ſtood, 
But left their ſlain companion in his blood: 

His arms Avtomedon diveſts, and cries, 
Accept, Patroclus, this mean ſacrifice ! 
Thus have I ſooth'd my grieis, and thus have 
!  , © paid, | | 605 
Poor as it is, ſome offering to thy ſhade ! 
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So looks the lion o'er a mangled boar, 
All grim with rape, and horrible with gore, 
High on the chariot at one bound he ſprung, 
And o'er his ſeat the bloody trophies hung. 610 
And now Minerva, from the realms of air, 
Deſcends impetuous, and renews the war; 
For, pleas'd at length the Grecian arms to aid, 
The Lord of Thunders ſent the blue-ey'd Maid, 


As when high Jove, denouncing future woe, 615 


O er the dark clouds extends his purple bow. 
(In fign of tempeſts from the troubled air, 
Or from the rage of man, deſtructive war) 
The drooping cattle dread th' impending ſkies, 
And from his half-till'd field the labourer flies; 
In ſuch a form the Goddeſs round her drew 620 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Aſſuming Phcenix* ſhape, on earth ſhe falls, 
And in his well-known voice ta Sparta calls: 
And lies Achilles' friend, belov'd by all, 62g 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trejan wall? 
What ſhame to Greece, for future times to tell, 
To thee the greateſt, in whoſe cauſe he fell 
O chief, oh father! (Atreus' ſon replies) 
O full of days l. by long experience wiſe! 60 
What more deſires my ſoul, than here, unmov d, 
To guard the body of the man I lov'd ? 
Ah would Minerva ſend me ſtrength to rear 
This weary*d arm, and ward the ſtorm gf war | 
But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 63; 
And Jove's own glories blaze around his head. 
Pleas'd to be firſt of all the Powers addreſt, 
She breathes new vigour in her hero's breaſt, 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell deſpight, 
Deſire of blood, and rage, and luſt of fight. 540 
80 burns the vengeſul hornet (ſoul all o'er !) 
Repuls'd in vain, and thirſty ſtill of gore 
(Bold ſon of air and heat!) on angry wings 
Untam'd, untir'd, he turns, attacks, and ſting- 
Fir'd with like ardor fierce Atrides few, 645 
And ſent his ſoul with every lance he threw. 
There ſtood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 
Fetion's ſong and Podes was his name, 
With riches honour'd, and with courage bleſt, 
Ry Hector lov'd, his comrade, and his gueſt ; 650 


And ponderous as he falls, his arms reſound. 
Sudden at Hector's fide Apollo ſtood, El 
Like Phznops, Afius' ſon, appear d the God 
(Aſius the great, who held his wealthy reign 65. 
In fair Abydos, by the rolling main) : 5 
Oh prince (he cried) oh foremoſt once in 
fame ! 
What Grecian now ſhall tremble at thy name ? 
Doſt thou at length to Menelaũs yield, 
A chief once thought no terror of the field; C 
Yet ſingly, now, the long-diſputed prize 
He bears victorious, while our army flies ! 


| By the ſame arm illuſtrious Podes bled; 


The friend of Hector, unreveng'd, is dad! [665 


Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. * 
But now th' Eternal ſhoob his fable ſhield, 


That ſhaded Ide and all the ſubject field, 


Beneath its ample verge. A rolling cloud [670 
Th' affrighted hills from their foundations nod, 


And blaze beneath the lightnings of the God: 


Through his broad belt the ſpear a paſſage found, 


This heard, o'er Hector ſpreads a cloud of woe, 


Involud the mount; the thunder rear d aloud | 
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53 


POPES HEOWER: 141 


At one regard of his all- ſeeing eye, 

The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the victors fly. 

Then trembled Greeee. The flight Peneleus 
led: 675 

For, as the brave Bœotian turn'd his head 

To face the foe, Polydamas drew near, 

And raz d his ſhoulder with a ſhorten'd ſpear + 

By Hector wounded, Leitus quits the plain, 

Pierc*'d through the wriſt; and, raging with 

the pain, 680 
Graſps his once formidable lance in vain. 
As Hector follow'd, Idomen addreſt 

The flaming javelin to his manly breaſt ; 

The brittle point before his corſelet yields; _ 

Exulting Troy with clamour fills the fields; 685 

High on his chariot as the Cretan ſtood, 

The ſon of Priam hurl'd the miſſive wood; 

Bur, erring from its aim, th' impetuous ſpear 

Struck to the duſt the *ſquire and charioteer 

Of martial Merion : Cœranus his name, 690 


Who left fair Eyctus for the fields of fame. 


On foot bold Merion fought : and now, laid low, 
Had grac'd the triumphs of his Trojan foe ; ... 
But the brave *ſquire the ready courſers brought, 
And with his life his matter's ſafety bought. 695 
Between his cheek and ear the weapon went, 
The teeth it ſhatter'd and che tongue it rent. 
Prone from the ſeat he tumbles to the plain 

His dying hand forgets the falling rein: 

This Merion reaches, bending from the car, 700 
And urges to deſert the hopeleſs war 

{domeneus conſents ; the laſh applies; 

And the ſwift chariot to the navy flies. 

Nor Ajax leſs the will of Heaven deſcry'd, 

And conqueſt ſhifting to the Trojan fide, 705 
Turn'd by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun, 
To Atreus' ſeed, the godlike Telamon: 

Alas! who ſees not Jove's almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band? {710 
Whether the weak or ſtrong diſcharge the dart, 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart ; 

Not ſo our ſpears : inceſſant though they rain, 

He ſuffers every lance to fall in vain. | 
Deſerted of the God, yet let us ty [715 
What human ſtrength and prudence ean ſupply ; 
If yet this honour'd corple, in triumph borne, 
May glad the fleets that hope nor our return, 
Who trembled yet, ſcarce reſcued from their 

- fates, 

And ſtill hear Hector thundering at their gates. 
Some hero too muſt be diſpatch'd, to bear 720 
The mournful meſſage to Pelides? ear; 
For ſure he knows not, diſtant on the ſhore, 

His friend, his lov'd Patroclus, is no more. 

But ſuch a chief 1 ſpy net through the hoſt : 

The men, the ſteeds, the armies, all are loſt 725 
In gen'ral darkneſs Lord of earth and air! 

Oh King! oh Father ! hear my humble prayer: 
Diſpel chis cloud, the light of heaven reſtore ; 


Give me to ſce, and Ajax aſks no more; 


If Greece muſt periſh, we thy will obey, 730 
ut let ys periſh in the face of day! 
With tears tke hero ſpoke, and at his prayer 

The God relenting, clear'd the clouded air; 
Forth burſt the ſun with all-enlightening ray, . 
The blaze of armour flaſh'd againſt che day. 735 
* now, Atrides-! caſt around thy fight; 

jet Autilochus ſutvives the fight, | 


Let him to great Achilles' ear convey 
The fatal news——Atrides haſtes away. 

So turns the lion from the nightly fold, 740 
Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 
Long gall'd by herdſmen, and long vex'd by 

hounds: 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted ſore with wounds: 
The darts fly round him from an hundred hands, 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands: 745 
Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits the untaſted prey. 
S6 mov'd Atrides from his dangerous place 
With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace; | 
The foe, he fear'd, might yet Patreclus gain, 750 


” 


And much admoniſh'd, much adjur'd, his train: 


O guard theſe relicks, to your charge conſign'd, 
And bear the merits of the dead in mind; 
How ſkill'd he was in each obliging art; 
The mildeſt manners and the gentleſt heart: 755 
He was, alas! but fate decreed his end; 
la death a hero, as in life a friend ! 
So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 
And round on all ſides ſent his piercing view. 
As the bold bird, endued with ſharpeſt eye 760 
Of all that wing the mid atrial ſky, 
The ſacred eagle, from his walks above 
Looks down, and ſees the diſtant thicket move; 
Then ſtoops, and, ſouſing on the quivering hare, 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 765 
Not with leſs quickneſs, his exerted ſight - 
Paſs's this, and that way, thro' the ranks of fight : 
Till on the left the chief he ſought, he found, 
Cheering his men, and ſpreading deaths around. 
To him the king: Belov'd of Jove ! draw near, 
For ſadder tidings never touch'd thy ear; [779 
Thy eyes have witneſs'd, what a fatal turn! 
Now llion triumphs, and th' Achaians mourn 
This is not all: Patroclus, on the ſhore 
Now pale and dead, ſhall ſuccour Greece no 


OO EE ES 775 
Fly to the fleet, this inſtant, fly, and tell 
The ſad Achilles, how his lov*d-one fell: 

He too may haſte the naked corpſe to gain; 

The arms are Hector's, who deipoil'd the ſlain. 
The youthful warrior heard with ſilent woe, 
From his fair eyes the tears began to flow; [78a 
Big with the mighty grief, he ſtrove to ſay 
What ſorrow dictates, but no word found way. 
To brave Laodocus his arms he flung, _ [785 


Who near him wheeling, drove his ſteeds along; 
Then ran, the mournful meſſage to impart, 
With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart. 
Swift fled the youth: nor Menelaiis ſtands, 
(Though fore diſtreſt) to aid the Pylian bands; 
But bids bold Thraſymede thoſe troops ſuſtain ; 
Himſelf returns to his Patroclus ſlain, 790 
Gone is Antilochus (the hero ſaid) 
But hope not, warriors, for Achilles' aid: 
Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his woe, 
Unarm'd he fights not with the Trojan foe. 793 
Tis in our hands alone our hopes remain; 
Tis our own vigor muſt the dead regain, | 
And fave ourſelves, while with impetuous hate 
Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 
Tis well (ſaid Ajax); be ir then thy care, 8eg 
With Merion's aid, the weighty corpſe to re;r; 
Myſelf and my bold brother will ſuſtain 
The ſhock of Hector and his charging train 
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Nor fear we armies, fighting ſide by ſide; 
What Troy can dare, we have already try'd, 805 


Have try'd it, and have ſtood, The hero ſaid; 
High from the ground the warriors heave the 


A gen-ral clamour riſes at the ſight : [dead. 
Loud ſhout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 
Not fiercer ruſh along the gloomy wood, 810 


With rage infatiate and with thirſt of blood, 
Voracious hounds, that many a length before 
Their furious hunters drive the wounded boar; 
But, if the ſavage turns his glaring eye, 
They howl aloof, and round the foreſt fly. 815 
Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 
Wave their thick faulchions, and their javelins 
ſhower ; 
But, Ajax turning, to their fears they yield, 
All pale they tremble, and forſake the field. 
While thus aloft the hero's corpſe they bear, 820 
Behind them rages all the ſtorm of war; 
Confuſion, tumult, horror, o'er the throng 
Of men, ſteeds, chariots, urg'd the rout along: 
Leſs fierce the winds with riſing flames conſpire, 
To whelm ſome city under waves of fire; 825 
Now ſink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; 
Now crack the blazing temples of the Gods; 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, 
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As when two mules, along the rugged road, 831 
From the ſteep mountain with exerted ſtrength 
Drag ſome vaſt beam, or mait's unwieldy length; 
Inly they groan, big drops of ſweat diſtil, | 
Uh' enormous timber lumbering down the hill: 
So theſe—— Behind, the bulk of Ajax ſtands, 835 
And breaks the torrent of the ruſhing bands, 
Thus, when a river ſwell'd with ſudden rains 
Spreads his broad waters o'er the level plains, 


Some interpoſing hill the ſtream divides, 840 
And breaks its force, and turus the winding 
tides. 


Still cloſe they follow, cloſe the rear engage; 

Azneas ſtorms, and Hector foams with rage: 

While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 

Wedg'd in one body, like a flight of cranes, 845 

That ſhriek inceſſant while the falcon, hung 

High on pois'd pinions, threats their callow young, 

So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly, 

Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry ; 

Within, without the trench, and all the way, 859 

Strow'd in bright heaps, their arms and armour 
7. : | 

Such 1 Jove impreſt! yet ſtill proceeds 

The work of death, and ſtill the battle blecds. 


And ſheets of ſmoke mount heavy to the poles. | 
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BOOK XVIII. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Grief of Achilles, and new Armour made bim by Vulcan. 


The news of the death of Patroclus is brought to Achilles by Antilechus, Thetis, hearing bis kmentations, 
comes with all ber ſea-nymphs to comfort bim. The ſpeeches.of the mother and ſon on this occaſion, Iris 
appears to Achilles by the command of June, and orders him to fhew himſelf at the head of the entrenchmenti. 
The fight of bim turns the fortune of the day, and the body of Patroclus is carried off by the Greets. The 


T trojans call a council, where Hector and Polydamas 
prevails, to remain encamped in the field. The grief 


diſagree in their opinions; but the advice of the former 
of Achilles over the body of Patroclus. 


Thetis goes to the palace of Vulcan, to obtain new arms for ber ſon. The deſcription of the wonderful works of 
Lulcan; and laſtly, that noble one of the ſhield of Achilles. 

Tbe latter part of the nine and twentieth day, and the night enſuing, tale up this book. The ſcene is at Achiltes't 
tent, on the ſca: ſbore, from whence it changes to the palace of Vulcan, | 


HUS, like the rage of fire, the combat burns ; 
And now it riſes, now it ſinks by turns. 
Mean while, where Halleſpont's broad waters 
flow, 
Stood Neſtor's ſon, the meſſenger of woe: 
There ſat Achilles, ſhaded by his ſails, 5 
On hoiſted yards extended to the pales; 
Penſi ve he ſat ; for all that Fate deſignꝰd 
Roſe in ſad proſpect to his boding mind. 
Thus to his ſoul he ſaid : Ah! what conſtrains 
The Greeks, late victors, now to quit the plains ? 
Is this the day, which heaven ſo long ago 11 
Ordain d, to ſink me with the weight of woe? 
(So Thetis warn'd) when by a Trojan hand 
The braveſt of the Myrmidonian band 
Should loſe the light ? Fulfill'd is that decree? 15 


Fall'n is the warrior, and Patroclus he? 


\ 


In"vain I charg'd him ſoon to quit the plain, 
And warn'd to ſhun Hectorean force in vain ! 
Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, 


And tells the melancholy tale with tears: 20 


Sad tiding, ſon of Peleus ! thou muſt hear; 

And wretched I, th' unwilling meſſenger ! 

Dead is Patroclus ! For his corpſe they fight, 

His naked corpſe ; his arms are Hector's right. 
A ſudden horror ſhot through all the chief, 25 

And wrapt his ſenſes in the cloud of grief; 

Caſt on the ground, with furious hanl 

ſpread Phra 

The ſcorching aſhes o'er his graceful head; 

His purple garments, and his golden hairs, [39 

Thoſe he deforms with duſt, and theſe he tears: 

On the hard ſoil his groaning breaſt he threw, 


| And roll'd and grovell'd, as to carth he grew. 


The heroes ſweat beneath their honour'd load: 
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The virgin captives, with diſorder'd charms 
Won by his own, or by Patroclus' arms 

Ruſh'd from the tents with cries ; and gathering 
round, ' | 35 

Beat their white breaſts, and fainted on the ground ! 

While Neſtor's ſon ſuſtains a manlier part, 

And mourns the warrior with a warrior's heart; 

Hangs on his arms, amidſt his frantic woe, 

And oft prevents the meditated blow. 40 

Far in the deep abyſſes of the main, 

With hoary Ner«us, and the watery train, 

The mother Goddeſs from her cryſtal throne 

Heard his loud crics, and anſwer'd groan for groan. 


The circling Nereids with their miſtreſs weep, 45 


And all the ſea-green fitters of the deep. 

Thalia, Glauce (every watery name) 

Neſæa mild, and ſilver Spio came: 

Cymothoë and Cymodoce were nigh, 

And the blue languiſh of ſoft Alia's eye. 50 
Meir locks Adtæa and Limnoria rear, 

en Proto, Doris, Panope, appear, 

Thoa, Pheruſa, Dot o, Melita; 

Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay; 

Next Callianira, Callianaſſa, ſhow 55 
Their ſiſter looks; Dexamene the flow, 

And ſwift Dynamene, now cut the tides; 

Izra now the verdant wave divides: 

Nemertes with Apſeudes lifts the head, 

Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed; 60 
Theſe Orythia, Clymene, attend, 

Mzra, Amphinome, the train extend; 

And black Janira, and Janaſſa fair, 

And Amatheia, with her.amber hair. | 

All theſe, and all that deep in ocean held 65 
Their ſacred ſeats, the glimmering grotto fill'd; 
Each beat her ivory breaſt with ſilent woe, 

Till Thetis' forrows thus began to flow : 

Hear me, and judge, ye fiſters of the main! 
How juſt a cauſe has Thetis to complain ? 70 
How wretched, were I morral, were my fate! 
How more than wretched in th' immortal ſtate! 
Sprung from my bed a god- like hero came, 

The braveſt far that ever bore the name; 

Like ſome fair olive, by my careful hand 75 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and adorn'd the land: 
To Troy I ſent him: but the Fates ordain 

He never, never, mult return again. 15 
So ſhort a ſpace the light of heaven to view, 

So ſhort, alas! and fill'd with anguiſh too. 80 
Hear how his ſorrows echo through the ſhore ! 

| cannot eaſe them, but I mult deplore ; 

go at leaſt to bear a tender part, 

And mourn my lov'd-one with a mother's heart. 

She ſaid, and left the caverns of the main, 85 
All bath'd in tears; the melancholy train 
Atte d her way. Wide-opening part the tides, 
While the long pomp the ſilver wave divides. 
Approaching now, they touch'd the Trojan land; 
Then, two by two, aſcended up the ſtrand. 90 
Th' immortal Mother, ſtanding cloſe beſide - 

Her mournful offspring, to his ſighs reply'd; 
Along the coaſt the mingled clamours ran, 
And thus the ſilver- footed Dame began: [95 

Why mourns my fon ? thy late preferr'd requeſt 
The God has granted, and the Greeks diſtreſt : | 
Why mourns my ſon ? thy anguith let me ſhare; 
Reveal the cauſe, and truſt a parent's cars, 


He deeply groaning To this curelefs grief 
Not even the Thunderer's favour brings relief. 100 
Patroclus—Ah !—fay, Goddeſs, can I boaſt 

A pleaſure now? revenge itfelf is loſt; 
Patroclus, lov'd of all my martial train, 

Beyond mankind, beyond myſelf, is flain! [rog 
Loſt are thoſe arms the Gods themſelves beſtow'd 
On Peleus; Hector bears the glorious load. 
Curs'd be that day, when all the powers above 
Thy charms ſubmitted to a mortal love: 


Oh hadſt thou ſti}, a ſiſter of the main, 


Purſucd the pleaſures of the watery reign; 110 
And happicr Peleus, lefs ambitious, led 

Amortal beauty to his equal bed? 

Ere the {ad fruit of thy unhappy womb 

Had caus'd ſuch ſorrows paſt, and woes to come. 
For ſoon, alas! that wretched offspring flain, 115 
New woes, new ſorrows, ſhall create again. 
*Fis not in Fate th' alternate now fo give; 
Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 
Let me revenge it on proud HeQor's heart, 


On theſe conditions will I breathe : till then, 
I bluſh to walk among the race of men. 

A flood of tears, at this, the Goddeſs ſhed, 
Ah then, I ee thee dying, ſee thee dead! fr2g 


'-| When Hector falls, thou dy'ſt.—Let Hector die, 


And let me fall! (Achilles made reply) 

Far lies Patroclus from his native plain 

He fell, and, falling, wiſh'd my aid in vain, 

Ah then, ſince from this miſerable day 

| caſt all hope of my return away 130 
Since, unreveng'd, a hundred ghoſts demand 

The fate of Hector from Achilles? hand: 

Since here, for brutal courage far renown'd, 

[ live an idle burden to the ground 

(Others in council fam'd for nobler ſkill, 133 
More uſeful to preſerve, than I to kill). 

Let me But oh! ye gracious powers above! 
Wrath and revenge from men and Gods remove: 
Far, far too dear to every mortal breaſt, 


| Sweet to the ſoul, as honey to the taſte: 140 


Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 

From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind, , 
Me Agamemnon urg'd to deadly hate; 

' Fis paſt—1 quell it, I reſign to fate, 

Yes—l will meet the murderer of my friend ; 145 


Or {if the Gods ordain it) meet my end, 


The ſtroke of fate the braveſt cannot ihun; 

The great Alcides, Jove's unequal'd ſon, - 

To Juno's hate at length reſign'd his breath, 

And ſunk the victim of all-conquering death. 150 
So ſhall Achilles fall? ſtretch'd pale and dead, 

No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread ! 
Let me, this inſtant, ruſh into the fields, 

And reap what glory life's ſhort harveſt yields, 
Shall I not force ſome widow'd dame to tear 155 
With frantic hands her long diſhevel'd hair? 

Shall I not force her breaſt to heave with ſighs, 
And the ſoft tears to trickle from her eyes? 


In vain you hold me Hence my arms, my 

arms! 160 
Soon ſhall the ſanguine torrent ſpread ſo wide, 
That all ſhall know Achilles ſwells the tide, 


My ſon (cœrulean Thetis made reply, 
To fate ſubmitting with a ſecret figh) 


Let his laſt ſpirit ſmoke upon my dart; 120 


Yes, I ſhall give the fair thoſe mournful charms— | 
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The hoſt to ſuccour, and thy friends to ſave, 165 
Is worthy thee : the duty of the brave. 
But canſt thou naked iſſue to the plains? | 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains 
Infulting Hector bears the ſpoils on high, 
But vaiply glories, for his fate is nigh. 170 
Vet, yet a while, thy generous ardour ſtay : 
Aſſur d, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charg'd with refulgent arms (a glorious load) 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a God. - 

Then turning to the daughters of the main, 175 
The Goddeſs thus diſmiſs'd her azure train ; « 
Ve ſiſter Nereids ! to your deeps deſcend; 

aſte, and our father's ſacred ſeat attend: 

I go to find the architect divine, 
Where vaſt Olympus' ſtarry ſummits ſhine ;—189 
So tell our hoary fire—This charge ſhe gave: 
The ſea-green liſters plunge beneath the wave: 
Thetis once more aſcends the bleſt abodes, 
And treads the brazen threſhold of the Gods. 
And now the Greeks, from furious Hector's 
force, I85 
Urg'd to broad Helleſpont their headlong courſe : 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus* body bore 
Safe through the tempeſt to the tented ſhore, 
The horſe, the foot, with equal fury join'd, {190 
Pour'd on the rear, and thunder'd cloſe behind, 
And, like a flame through fields of ripen'd corn, 
The rage of Hector o'er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the flain hero by the ſoot he drew; 
Thrice to the ſkies the Trojan clamours flew ; 
As oft th' Ajaces his aſſault ſuſtain; © + 195 
But check'd, he turns; repuls'd, attacks again; 
With fiercer ſhouts his lingeriny troops he fires, 
Nor yields a ſtep, nor from his poſt retires ; 
So watchful ſhepherds ſtrive to force, in vain, 
The hungry lion from a carcaſe ſlain. 200 
Ev'n yet Patroclus had he bore away, | 
And all the glories of th' extended day : 
Had not high Juno, from the realms of air, 
Secret, diſpatch'd her truly meſſenger. 5 
The various Goddeſs of the ſhow'ry bow, 205 
Shot in a whirlwind to the ſhore below: 
To great Achilles at his ſhips ſhe came, 
And thus began the Many-colqur'd Dame: 

Riſe; ſon of Peleus! riſe divinely brave! 
Aſfiſt the combat, and Patroclus ſave ; 210 
For him the ſlaughter to the fleet they ſpread, 
And fall by mutual wounds around the dead, 

To drag him back to Troy, the foe contends : 

Nor with his death the rage of Hector ends; 

A prey to dogs he dooms the corpſe to lie, 215 
And marks the place to fix his head on high, 
Riſe, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy friend's disgrace, thy own eternal ſhame, 

Who ſends thee, Goddeſs! from the ztherial 
Achilles thus. And Iristhus replies: [{kics ? 220 
I come, Pelides! from the Queen of Jove, 

Th immortal Empreſs of the realms above; 
Unknown to him who fits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the ſynod of the ſky,  Tazs 
Thou com'ſt in vain, he cries (with fury warm'd) 
Arms 1 have none, and can I fight unarm'd? 
Unwilling as lam, of force 1 ſtay, 

Till Thetis bring me at the dawn of day, 
Vulcanian arms: what other can I wield ; * 


Except the mighty Telamopian ſnield? 230 


* 


* 
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That in my friend's defence, has Ajax ſpread, 


While his ſtrong lance around him heaps the dead, 


The gallant chief defends Mencetius! fon, 
And does, what his Achilles ſhould have done. 
Thy want of arms (ſaid Iris) well we know, 
But though unarm'd, yet clad in terrors, go! 236 
Let but Achilles o'ef yon trench appear, | 
Proud Troy ſhall tremble, and conſent to fear ; 
Greece from one glance of that tremendous cye 


Shall take new courage, and diſdain to fly. 240 


She ſpoke, and pais'd in air. The hero roſe; 
Her zgis Pallas o'er his ſhoulder throws; 
Around his brows a golden cloud ſhe ſpread ; 

A ſtream of glory flam'd above his head. 

As when from ſome beleaguer'd town ariſe 245 
The ſmokes, high curling to the ſhaded ſkies 
{Seen from ſome iſland, v'er the main afar, 
When men diſtreſt hang out the ſign of war) 


Soon as the ſun in ocean hides his rays, 


Thick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze; Hg 
With long- projected beams the ſeas are bright, 
And heaven's high arch reflects the ruddy light; 
So from Achjlles' head the ſplendors riſe, 
Reflecting blaze on blaze againſt the ſkies. [254 
Forthmarch' the chief, and, diſtant from the crowd, 
High on the rampart rais'd his voice aloud, 

With her own ſhout Minerva ſwells the ſound; 
Troy ſtarts aſtoniſh'd, and the ſhores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet's brazen mouth from far 
With ſhrilling clangor ſounds the alarm of war, 
Struck from the wall, the echoes float on high, 261 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply 
So high his brazen voice the hero rear'd : 


Hoſts drop their arms, and tremblcd as they heard; 
And back the chariots roll, and courſers bound, 269 


And ſteeds and men lay mingled on the ground. 
Aghaſt they ſee the living lightnings play, 

And turn their eye-balls from the flaſhing ray. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he rais'd: 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz'd. 270 
Twelve, in the tumult wedg'd, untimely ruſh'd 
On their own ſpears, by their own chariots cruſh'd: 
While, ſhielded from the darts, -the Greeks obtain 
The long+concended carcaſe of the ſlain. 


A lofty bier the breathleſs warrior bears; 275 


Around, his ſad companions melt in tears: 

But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 
Pours unavailing forrows o'er the dead, 

Whom late triumphant, with his ſteeds and car, 
He ſent refulgent to the field of war 286 


| Unhappy change!) now ſenſeleſs, pale, he found, 


Stretch'd forth, and gaſh'd with many a gaping 
| wound. 1 N 
Mean time, unwegry'd with his heavenly way, 
In ocean's waves, th' unwilling light of day [285 
Quench'd his red orb, at Juno's high command, 
And from their labour's eas'd th' Achaian band. 


The frighted Trojans (panting from the war, 
Their ſteeds unharneſs'd from the weary car) 

A ſudden council call'd: each chief appear'd 

in haſte, and ſtanding ; for to fit they feat'd. 299 
Twas now no ſeaſon for prolong'd debate, 

They ſaw Achilles, and in him their fate, 

Silent they ſtood : Polydamas at laſt, 

Skill'd to diſcern the future by the paſt, 


(The friend of Hector, and of equal years; + 


The ſon of Panthus, thus expreſs'd his fears; 293 
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The ſelf-ſame flight to both a being gave, 


One wiſe in counſel, one in action brave): 


g 


in free debate, my friends, your ſentence ſpeak; 


For me I move; before the morning break, 


300 


To raiſe our camp: too dangerous here our poſt, 


Far from Troy Walls, and on a naked coaſt. 
| I deem'd not Greece ſo dreadful, while, engag'd 
in mutual feuds, her king and hero rag'd: [305 


Then, while we hop'd our armies might. prevail, 


We boldly camp'd befide a thouſand fail. 

1 dread Pelides now: his rage of mind 

Not long continues to the ſhores confin'd, 
Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and loſt the day; 


310 


For Troy, for Troy, ſhall henceforth be the ſtrife, 


And the hard conteſt not for fame but life. 


Haſte then to Hion, while the favouring night 
Detains thoſe terrors, keeps that arm from fight; 


If but the morrow's ſun behold us here, 
That arm, thoſe terrors, we ſhall feel, nor fear 


315 


. 
5 


And hearts that now diſdain, ſhall leap with joy, 


if Heav'n permit them then to enter Troy. 
Let not my fatal prophecy be true, 

Nor what Itremble but to think, enſue, ' 
Whatever be our fate, yet let us try 

What force 'of thought and reaſon can ſupply 


320 


Let us on counſel for our guard depend; 
he town, her gates and bulwarks ſhall defend: 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed powers, 


Array'd in arms, ſhall line the lofty towers. 
Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls, 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thouſand circles round the plain, 
Till his ſpent courſers ſeek the fleet again: 

So may his rage be tir'd, and labour'd down; 
And dogs ſhall tear him ere he ſack the town. 


326 


330 


Return ? (ſaid Hector, fir'd with ſtern diſdain) 


What! coop whole armies in pur walls again 
Was't not enough, ye valiant warriors ſay, 
Nine years impriſon'd in thoſe towers ye lay? 
Wide o'er the world was llion fam'd of old 


335 


For braſs exhauſtleſs, and for mines of gold: 
But while inglorious in her walls we ſtay d. 
Sunk were her treaſures, and her ſtores decay'd; 340 


The Phrygians now her ſcatter'd ſpoils enjoy, 


Aud proud Mæonia waſtes the fruits of Troy. 


Great Jove at length my arms to conquelt calls, 


And ſhuts the Grecians in their wooden walls : 
Var'ſt thou diſpirit whom the Gods incite ; 
Flies any Trojan ? I ſhall ſtop his flight. 

To better counſel then attention lend; 

Take due refreſhment, and the watch attend. 
If there be one whole riches coſt him care, 


5 


Forth let him bring them for the troops to ſhare; 


is better generoufly beſtow'd on thoſe, 
Than left the plunder of our country's foes, 
Soon as the morn the purple orient warms, 
Fterce on yon navy we will pour our arms; 
If great Achilles rife in all his might, 

His be the danger. I ſhall land the fight. 
Honour, ye Gods! or let me gain, or give! 
And live he glorious, whoſoc'er ſhall live 
Mars is our common lord, alike to all : 


And oft the victor triumphs but to fall, 


The ſhouting hoſt in loud applauſes jom'd: 
$0 Pallas robb'd the many of their mind; 
Yor. . 
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To their own ſenſe condemn's," and left to chooſe 


The worſt advice, the better to reſuſe. | 
While the long night extends her ſable reigy, 365 


Around Patroclus mourn'd the Grecian train, 
Stern in ſuperior grief Pelides ſtood; © 

Thoſe ſlaughtering arms, fo us'd to bathe in blood, 
Now claſp'd his elay-cold limbs: then guſhing ſtart 
The tears, and fighs burſt from his ſwelling heart. 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguiſh flung, 371 


| Roars thro? the deſart, and demands his young: 


When the grim ſavage, to his rifled den 5 
Too late returning, ſnuffs the track of men, 
And o'er the vales and o'er the foreſt bounds; 375 
His clamorous grief the bellowing wood reſounds. 
So grieves Achilles; and impetuous vents 

To all his Myrmidons his loud laments, _ 

In what vain promiſe, Gods! did 1 engage, 
When, to conſole Mencœtius' feeble age, 380 
vow'd his much-lov'd offspring to reſtore, 
Charg'd with rich ſpoils, to fair Opuntia's ſhore ? 


But mighty Jove cuts ſhort, with juſt diſdain, 


The long, long views of poor, deſigning man! 
One fate the warrior and the friend ſhall ſtrike, 385 
And Troy's black ſands muſt drink our blood alike : 
Me too a wretched mother ſhall deplore, 


An aged father never ſee me more! 


Yet, my Patroclus! yet a ſpace I ſtay, ; 
Then ſwift purſue tifee on the darkſome way. 390 
Ere thy dear relicks in the grave are laid, 
Shall Hector's head he offer d to thy ſhade ; 

That, with his arms, ſhall hang before thy ſhrine; 
And twelve the nobleſt of the Trojan line, 

Sacred to by nes by this hand expire; 395 
Their lives effus'd around thy flaming pyre. 

Thus let me lie till then! thus, cloſely preſt, 
Bathe thy cold face, and ſob upon thy breaſt! / 
While Trojan captives here thy mourners ſtay, 
Weep all the night, and murmur all the day: 400 
Spoils of my arms, and thine ; when, waſting wide, 
Our fwords kept time, and conquer'd fide by ſide. 

He fpoke, and bade the fad attendants round 
Cleanſe the pale corpſe, and waſh each honour'd 
A maſly caldron of ſtupendous frame [wound., 405 
They brought, and plac'd it o'er the riſing flame: 
Then heap the lighted wood; the flame divides 
Beneath theres, and climbs around the ſides; 
ln its wide womb they pour the ruſhing ſtream; 
The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 410 
The body then they bathe with pious toil, | 
Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, 
High ou a bed of ſtate extended laid, 

And decent cover'd with a linen ſhade; [415 
Laſt o'er the dead the milk- white veil they threw; 
That done, their ſorrows and their ſighs renew. 

Mean while to Juno, in the realms above, 

(His wife and ſiſter) ſpoke Almighty ſove: 

At laſt thy will prevails: great Peleus' ſou 

Riſes in arms: ſuch Grace thy Greeks have won. 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine, 421 
And thou the mother of that martial line? 

What words are theſe (th imperial datue replies, 
While anger flaſh'd from her majeſtic eyes) 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend, 425 
And ſuch ſucceſs mere human wit attend: 

And ſhall not I, the ſecond Power above, Jove i 
Heaven's Queen, and —_— of the thurd. ring 


- 
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Say, ſhall not I, one nation's fate command, 
Not wreak my vengeance on one guilty land? 430 
So they. Meanwhile the Silver-footed Dame 
Reach'd the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame! 
High-eminent amid the works divine, 
Where 2 ven's far beaming brazen manſions! 
"EY | 
There the lame architect the Goddeſs found, 435 
Obfcure in ſmoke, his forges flaming round, 
While bath'd in ſweat from fire to Fre he flew; 
And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common taſk his labour claim's : 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fram'd, 440 
That, plac'd on living wheels of maſſy gold 
(Wondrous to tell!) inſtinct with ſpirit roll'd 
From place to place, around the bleſt abodes, 
Self- mov'd, obedient; to the beck of gods! 
For their fair handles now o'erwrought with 
flowers, 4 445 
In moulds prepar'd the glowing ore he pours. 
Juſt ie foals a to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to move, the azure Goddeſs came: 
Charis, his ſpouſe, a grace divinely fair 
(With purple fillets round her braided hair) 450 
Obſerv'd her entering? her ſoft hand ſhe preſs'd, 
And, ſmiling, thus the watery Queen addreſs' d: 
What, Goddeſs! this unuſual favour draws ? 
All hail, and welcome! whatſoe'er the cauſe; | 
Till now a ftranger, in a happy hou. _ 45, 
Approach, and taſte the dainty of the, bower. 
High on a throne, with flars of filyer grac'd, | 
And various artifice, the Queen the plac'd: ; 
A footſtool at her feet; then, calling, ſaid, 
Vulcan, draw near; tis Thetis aſks your aid. 460 
Thetis (reply'd the God) our, powers may claim, 
An eyer-dear, an ever-honour'd name! 
When my proud mother hurl'd me from the ſky 
(My .aukward form, it ſeems, difpleas'd her eye) 
She and Eurynome my griefs redreſt, 465 
And ſoft receiv'd me on their ſilver breaſt. 
Ev'n then, theſe arts employ'd my infant thought; 
Chains, bracelets, peadants, all their toys, 1 
wrought... _ | 
Nine years kept ſecret in the dark abode, 
Secure I lay, conccal'd from man and God: 470 
Deep in a cavern'd rock my. days were led; 
The ruſhing ocean murmur'd &'er my head. 
Now fince her preſence glads our munſion, ſay, 
For ſuch deſert what ſervice can I pay? 
Vouchſafe, O Thetis! at our board to ſhare 475 
The genial rites, and hoſpitable fare; | 
While I the labours of the forge forego, 

And bid the roaring bellows ceaſe to blow. 
Then from. his anvil the lame artiſt roſe; 
Wide with diſtorted legs, oblique he gocs, 480 

And ftills the bellows, aud (in order laid) 
Locks in their cheſts his inſtruments of trade. 
Then with a ſponge the ſooty workman dreſt 
His brawny arms imbrown'd, and hairy breaſt. 
With his huge ſceptre grac'd, and red attire, 485 
Came halting forth the Sovereign of the fire : 
The monarch's ſteps two 22k forms uphold, 
'That mov'd, and breath'd, in animated gold; 
To whom was voice, and ſenſe, and fcience given 
Of works divine, (ſuch wonders are in heaven !) 
Qn theſe ſupported, with unequal gait, 491 


HO M E R. 


J. There, plac'd behind her on a 5. — ing frame 
He thus addreſs d the Silver Re Dame: Aq 

| Thee, welcome. Goddeſs l what occaſion calls 49; 

{ (So long a ſtranger) to theſe. honour d walls? 


"Tis thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan's joy and duty to obey. rl 
To whom the mournful mother thus replies 


(The cryſtal drops ſtood, trembling in her eyes) 


[oh, Vulcan! ſay, was ever breaſt divine Fel 
| So pierc'd with ſorrows, ſo o erwhelm'd, as mine? 
Of all the Goddeſſes, did Jove prepare 


For Thetis only ſuch a weight of care! 

I, only I, of all the wat'ry race, Jo; 
By force ſubjected to a man's embrace, _ 
Who, ſinking now with age and. ſorrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos'd on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed a godlike hero came, 
The braveſt ſure that ever bore the name; 516 
Like ſome fair plant beneath my careful hand, 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he grac'd the land; 
To Troy I ſent him! but his native ſhore 


Never, ah never, ſhall receive him more; 


(Ev'n while he lives, he waſtes with ſecret woe) 
Nor I, a Goddeſs, can retard the blow! 516 
Robb'd of the prize the Grecian ſuffrage gave, 
The king of nations forc'd his royal ſla ve: 
For this he griev'd; and, till the Greeks oppreſi 
Requir'd his arm, he ſorrow'd unredreſt. 520 


5 | Large gifts they promiſe, and their elders ſend; 
Ila vain—he arms not, but permits his friend 


His arms, his ſteeds, his forces, to employ ; 
He marches, cambats, almoſt conquers, Troy. 
Then, flain by Phoebus (Hector had the name) 
At once reſigns. his armour, life, and fame. 52 
But thou, in pity, by my; prayer be won: 
Grace with immortal arms this ſhort-liv'd ſon, 
And te the field in martial pomp reſtore, 

To ſhine with, glory, till he ſhines no more! 530 
To her the Artiſt-god : Thy a 7 reſign, 
Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine, | 


O could I hide him from the Fates as well, 
Or with theſe hands the cruel ſtroke repel, 
As I ſhall, forge moſt envy'd arms, the gaze 535 
Of wondering ages, and the world's amaze ! 
Thus having ſaid, the Father of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows turn'd 
Their iron mouths; and where the furnace burn'd, 
 Reſounding breath*d; at once the blaſt expires, (541 
And twenty forges catch at ounce the fires; 
Juſt as the God directs, now loud, now low, 
They raiſe a tempeſt, or they gently blow. 
in hiſſing flames huge ſilver bars are roll'd, 545 
And ſtubborn braſs, and tin, and ſolid gold: 
Before, deep fix d, th' eternal anvils ſtand ; 
Che ponderous hammer loads his better hand, 

His left with tongs turns the vex'd metal round, 
And thick, ſtrong ſtrokes, the doubling * 75 
bound. | 

Then firſt he form'd th immenſe and ſolid ſhield; 
Rich various artifice emblaz'd the field; 
[ts utmoſt verge a threefold circle bound; 
A ſilver chain ſuſpends the maſſy round; 
Five ample plates the broad expanſe compoſe, 555 
And godlike labours on the ſurface roſe. 
There ſhone the image of the maſter-mind: 


He rcach'd the throne where penſive Thetis ſate ; 


— 


There earth, there heaven, there ocran, he delign's; 
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| 
Th unwearied fun, the moon completely round; | And the whole war came out, and met the eye; 625 | 
The ſtarry lights that heaven's high convex | And each bold figure ſeem'd to live, or die. | 


crown d; 560} A field deep-furrow'd next, the God deſign'd, 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team; | The third time labour'd by the ſweating hind; | 
And great Orion's more refulgent beam; The ſhining ſhares full many ploughmen guide, 
To which, around the axle of the ſky, And turn their crooked yokes on every ſide; 630 


The Bear revolving points his golden eye, Still as at either end they wheel around, 
Still ſhines exalted on th' ætheteal plain, $65 | The maſter meets them with his goblet crown'd ; 


Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil, 

Two cities radiant on the ſhield appear, Then back the turning plough-ſhares cleave the | 
The image one of peace, and one of war. ſall ; 
Here ſacred pomp and genial feaſt delight, Behind, the riſing earth, in ridges roll'd; [635 1 
And ſolemn dance, and Hymenæal rite; 570 | And fable look'd, theugh form'd of molten gold. i | 
Along the ſtreet the new-made brides are led, Another field roſe high with waving grain; 1 
With torches flaming, to the nuptial bed: With bended ſickles ſtand the reaper-train: 1 
The youthful dancers in a circle bound I Here, ſtretch'd in ranks, the level'd ſwarths are | 
To the ſoft flute, and cittern's filver ſound: [575 found, 640 | 
Through the fair ſtreets, the matrons ina row | Sheaves heap'd on ſheaves here thicken up the | 
Stand in their porches, and enjoy the ſhow. ground, | | 

There, in the forum ſwarm a numerous train, | With ſweeping ſtroke the mowers ſtrow the lands; * 
The ſubject of debate, a townſman flain :' The gatherers follow, and collect in bands; j 


One pleads the fine diſcharg'd, which one deny'd, | And laſt the children, in whoſe arms are borne 
And bade the public and the laws decide; 580 |(Too ſhort to gripe them) the brown ſheaves of 


| 
The witneſs is produc'd on either hand: The ruſtic manarch of the field deſcries, [corn, 645 i 
For this; or that, the partial people ſtand : I With filent glee, the heaps around him riſe, _ ] 
Th' appointed heralds {till the noiſy bands, [| A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 5 
And form a ring, with ſeeptres in their hands Beneath an ample oak's expanded ſhade, j 
On ſeats of ſtene, within the ſacred place, 585 | The victim ox the ſturdy youth prepare; | 
The reverend elders nodded o'er. the caſe; I The reaper's due repaſt, the women's care, 650 | 
Alternate, each th' atteſting ſceptre took, Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard ſhines, 
And riſing, ſolomn, each his ſentence ſpoke. _ | Bent with the ponderous harveſt of its vines; 
Two golden talents lay amidſt, in fight, _ A deeper dye the dangling cluſters ſhow, , 
The prize of him who beſt adjudg'd the right. 49 And, curl'd on filver props, in order glow: 
] Another part (a proſpect differing far) A darker metal mixt, intrench'd the place; 655 
4 Glow'd with refulgent arms, and horrid war. And pales of glittering tin th' encloſure grace. 
Two mighty hoſts a leaguer'd town embrace, To this, one path-way gently-winding leads, 


And one would pillage, one would burn the | Where march a train with baſkets on their heads 
place. % r 0 2 595 | (Fair maids, and blooming youths) that ſmiling 
) Mean time the townſmen, arm'd with filent care, bear | | 
A ſecret ambuſh on the foe prepare: [band] The purple product of th' autumnal year. 660 
Their wives, their children, and the watchful To theſe a youth awakes the warbling ſtrings, 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets ſtand. _ Whoſe tender lay the fate of Linus ſings: 
They march, by Pallas and by Mars made bold: 600 | in meaſur'd dance behind him move the train, 
J Gold were the Gods; their radiant garments gold, | Tune ſott the voice, and anſwer to the ſtrain, 
And gold their armour : theſe the ſquadron led, Here herds of oxen march, erect and bold, 665 
Auguſt, divine, ſuperior by the head! | | Rear high their horns, and ſeem to low in gold, 
A place for ambuſh fit, they found, and ſtood And ſpeed to meadows, on whoſe ſounding ſhores 
: Cover'd with ſhields, beſide a ſilver flood. A rapid torreat through the ruſhes roars : 
, Two ſpies at diſtance lurk, and watchful ſeem 605 | Four golden herdſmen as their guardians ſtand, 
1 lf ſheep or oxen ſeek the winding ſtream, And nine ſour dogs complete the ruſtic band. 670 
Soon the white flocks proceeded o'er the plains, | Two lions ruſhing from the wood appear'd, 
And ſteers ſow moving, and two ſhepherd ſwains: | And ſeiz'd a bull, the maſter of the herd: | 
Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go, He roar'd ; in vain the dogs, the men, withſtood x 
3 Nor fear an ambuſh, nor ſuſpect a foe. 610 They tore his fleſh, and drank the fable blood. »Y 
In arms the glittering ſquadron riſing round, The dogs (oft cheer'din vain) deſert the prey, 65 5 i 
Ruſh ſudden ; hills of laughter heap the ground; | Dread the grim terrors, and at diſtance bay. 1 
Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, | Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
And, all amidſt them, dead, the ſhepherd ſwains! | Deep through fair foreſts, and a length of meads 
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A The bellowing oxen the beſiegers hear; [war; 615 | And ſtalls, and folds, and fcatter'd cots between: & 
a They riſe, take horſe, approach, and meet the | Ane fleecy flocks, that whiten all the ſcene. 689 
45 They fight, they fall, befide the ſilver floudꝰ A figur d dance ſueceeds: ſuch once was ſeen 

The waving ſilver ſeem'd to bluſh with blood. In lofty Gnoſſus, for the Cretan queen, 


here tumult, there contention, ſtood confeſt; | Form'd by Dædalean art: a comely band 4 
One rear'd a dagger at a captive's breaſt 620 [Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand, 7 


$ One held a living foe, that freſhly bled The maids in ſoft cymars of linen dreſt; 684 4 
With new-made wounds; another dragg'd a dead, | The youths all graceful in the gloſſy velt : 1 

: Now here, now there, the carcaſes they tore | Of thoſe the locks with flowery wreaths inrolꝰd - 
a; hate ſtalk'd amidſt them, grim with human gore. Of theſe the ſides adorn d with fwords of gold, # 
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That, glittering gay, from ſilver belts depend. 

Now all at once they rife, at once deſcend 690 

With well-taught feet; now ſhape, in oblique 
Ways, 1 

Confus'dly: regular, the moving maze : 2 

Now forth at once, too ſwift for ſight, they ſpring, 

And undiſtinguiſh'd blend the flying ring: 

So whirls a wheel, in giddy circle toſt, 695 

And rapid as it runs, the ſingle ſpokes are loſt. 

The gazing multitudes admire around, 

The active tumblers in the centre bound; 

Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend : 

And general ſongs the ſprightly revel end. 700 


Thus the broad ſhield complete the artiſt 
crown'd „„ 1 
With his laſt hand, and pour'd the ocean round: 
In living ſilver ſeem'd the waves to roll, 
And beat the buckler's verge, and bound the 
This done, whate'er a warrior's uſe requires, 203 
He forg'd ; the cuiraſs that outſhines the fires. 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helm impreſt 
With various ſculpture, and the golden creſt, -- 
At Thetis' feet the finiſh'd labour lay: | 
She, as a falcon, cuts th' acrial way, * 710 
Swift from Olympus' ſnowy ſummit flies, 
And bears the blazing preſent through the ſkies, 


, 
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BOOK. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


Thetis brings to her ſon the armour made by Vulcan. Sbe preſerves the body of bis friend from corruption, and 
commands him to aſſemble the army, to declare his reſentment at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles are 
_ ſolemnly reconciled: the ſpeeches, preſents, and ceremonies, on that occaſion. Achilles is with great difficulty 
perſuaded ty refrain from the batile till the troops have refreſbed themſclver, by the advice of Ulyſſes. The 


preſents are conveyed to the tent of Achilles ; ⁊ubere Briſeis laments ever the body of Patroclus. The bero * 


obſlinately r:ſuſes all repaſt, and gives himſelf up to lamentation for ' bis friend. Minerva deſcend: to 


firengiben bim, by the order of Jupiter. 


He arms for the fight : bis appearance deſeribed. He addreſſes 
bimſelf to bis borſes, and reproaches them with the death of Patroclus. 


One of them is miraculouſly endued 


with voice, and inſpired to propheſy bis fate ; but the hero, not aſtoniſhed by that prodigy, ruſbes with fury ta 


the combat. 
The thirtieth day. The ſcene is on the ſea-ſtore. 


oo as Aurora heav'd her orient head 
Above the waves, that bluſh'd with early red 

(With new-born day to gladden mortal ſight, 
And gild the courts of heaven with ſacred light) 
Th' immortal arms the Goddeſs-mother bears 5 
Swift to her ſon ; her ſon ſhe finds in tears 
Stretch'd o'er Patroclus* corpſe ; while all the reſt 
Their ſovereign's ſorrows in their own expreſt. 
A ray divine her heavenly preſence ſhed, 
And thus, his hand ſoft-touching, Thetis faid 10 

Suppreſs (my ſon) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but Heaven, that gave the bow; 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are beſtow'd ? 


Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a God, 


Then drops the radiant burden on the ground; 15 
Clang the ſtrong arms, and ring the ſhores a- 
round. | 
Pack ſhrink the Myrmidons with dread ſurpriſe, 
And from the broad effulgence turn'd their eyes, 
Unmov'd, the hero kindles at the ſhow, 
And feels with rage divine his boſom glow; 20 
From his fierce eye- balls living flames expire, 
And flaſh inceſſant like a ſtream of fire: 
He turns the radiant giſt, and feeds his mind 
On all ch* immortal artiſt had deſign'd. - 
Goddeſs! (he cry'd) theſe glorious arms that 
ſhine j RELATES -7 
With matchleſs art, confeſs the hand divine. 


Now to the bloody battle let me bend: 


Eut ab! the rclioks of @ flaughter'd friend! 


car” 


: 


In _ _ wounds through which his ſpirit 
Shall flies and worms obſcene pollute the dead? 30 
That unavailing care be laid aſide, 
(The azure Goddeſs to her ſon reply'd) | 
Whole years untouch'd, uninjur'd, ſhall remain, 
Freſh as in life, the carcaſe of the flain. 
But go, Achilles (as affairs require) ET 5.1 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire; 
Then uncontroll'd in boundleſs war engage, 
And Heaven with ſtrength ſupply the mighty 
rage | | * F 
Then in the noſtrils of the ſlain ſhe pour'd 
Nectareous drops, and rich ambroſia ſhower'd 40 
O'er all the corple. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouch'd it reſts, and ſacred from decay, 
Achilles to the ſtrand obedient went: 
The ſhores reſounded with the voice he ſent. 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 45 
That tend the ſhips, or guide them o'er the main, 
Alarm'd, tranſported, at the well-known ſound, 
Frequent and full, the great aſſembly crown'd ; 
Studious to ſee that terror of the plain, 
Long loft to battle, ſhine in arms again. 50 
Tydides and Ulyſſes firſt appear, (ſpear; 


Lame with their wounds, and leaning on the 


Theſe on the ſacred ſeats of council plac'd, 


- | The-king of men, Atrides, came the laſt : 


He too ſore wounded by Agenor's ſon, 


Achilles (riſing in the midſt) begun: 


[whole, 


on 


e 


35 


40 
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Oh monarch”! better far had been the fate | 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian ſtate, | 
if, (ere the day when by mad paſſion ſway'd, 
Raſh we contended for the black-ey'd maid) 60 
preventing Dian had difpatch'd her dart, | 
And ſhot the ſhining miſchief to the heart: 

Then many a hero had not preſs'd the ſhore, 
Nor Troy's glad fields been fatten'd with our 


E 2 ' 11 ien $350 
Long, long ſhall Greece the woes we caus'd be- 


And ſad poſterity repeat the tale. 
But this, no more the ſubject of debate, 
ls paſt, forgotten, and reſign'd to fate: 
Why ſhould, alas! a mortal man, as I, . 
Burn with a fury that can never die ? 70 
Here then my anger ends; let war ſucceed, 
And ev'n as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 
Now call the hoſts, and try, if in our ſight 
Troy yet ſhall dare to camp à ſecond night? [75 
deem their mightieſt, when this arm he knows, 
Shall *ſcape with tranſport, and with joy repoſe, 
He ſaid: his finiſh'd wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and ſhout Pelides' name. 
When thus, not riſing from his Jofty throne, 
In ſtate unmov'd, the king of men begun: 80 
Hear me, ye ſons of Greece! with ſilence 
„ hear! b „ b 
And grant your monarch an impartial ear; 
A while your loud, untimely joy ſuſpend, 
And let your raſh, injurious clamours end: 
Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim'd applauſe 85 
Wrong the beſt ſpeaker, and the juſteſt cauſe. 
Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate: 
Know, angry Jove, and all-compelling Fate, 
With fell Erinnys, urg'd my wrath that day 
When from Achilles“ arms | forc'd the prey. 90 
What then could I againſt the will of Heaven ? 
Not by myſelf, but vengeful Ate driven ; 
She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infeſt 
The wrath of mortals, enter'd in my breaſt, 
Not on the ground that haughty Fury treads, 9s 
But prints her lofty footſteps on the heads 
Of mighty men; inflicting as ſhe goes 
Long feſtering wounds, inextricable woes! 
Of old, ſhe ſtalk'd amid the bright abodes; 
And Jove himſelf, the Sire of men and Gods, 100 
The world's great ruler, felt her venom'd dart; 
Deceiv'd by Juno's wiles, and female art. 
For when Alcmena's nine Jong months were 
run, $480 
And Jove expected his immortal ſon : 
Jo Gods and Goddeſſes th* unruly joy 105 
He ſhow'd, and vaunted of his matchleſs boy: 
From us (he ſaid) this day an infant ſprings, 
Fated to rule, and born a king of kings. 
daturnia aſk d an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And fix d dominion on the favour'd youth. 110 
The Thunderer, unſuſpicious of the fraud, 
Pronounc'd thoſe ſolemn words that bind a God. 
The joyful Goddeſs frem Olympus” height, 
Swift to Achaian Argos bent her flight; 
vcarce ſeven moons gone, lay Stheneleus's wife; 
She puſh'd her lingering infant into life; I16 
Her charms Alcmena's coming labours ſtay, 
And ſtop the babe, juſt iſſuing to the day. 
Then bids Saturnius bear his oath in mind ; 
A youth (ſaid he) of Jove's immortal kind 120 


What boaſtful ſon of war, without that ſtay, 


Is this day born; from Sthenelas he ſprings, 
And claims thy promiſe to be king of kings“. 
Grief ſeiz'd the Thunderer, by his oath engag'd; 
Stung to the ſoul, he ſorrow'd, and he rag'd. 

From his ambroſial head, where perch'd ſhe ſate, 


He ſnatch'd the Fury-Goddeſs of debate, 126 


The dread, th' irrevocable oath he ſwore, 
Th' immortal ſeats ſhould neber behold her more; 
And whirl'd her headlong down, for ever driven 


Thence on the nether world the Fury fell; | 


| Ordain'd with man's contentious race to dwell, - 


Full oft the God his ſon's hard toils bemoan'd, 


_ | Curs'd the dire Fury, and in ſecret groan d. 


Ev'n thus, like Jove himſelf, was I miſled, 135 

While raging Hector heap'd our camps with 
dead. | | e 

What can the errors of my rage atone ? 

My martial troops, my treaſures, are thy own: 

This inſtant from the navy ſhall be ſent 

Whate'er U lyſſes promis'd at thy tent: 140 

But thou! appeas'd, propitious to our prayer, 

Reſume thy arms, and ſhine again in war. 

O king of nations! whoſe ſuperior ſway 
(Returns Achilles) all our hoſts obey ! 


To us, 'tis equal: all we aſk is war. 

While yet we talk, or but an inſtant ſhun 

The fight, our glorious work remains undone. 

Let every Greek, who ſees my ſpear confound 

The Trojan ranks, and deal deſtruction round, 150 

With emulation what I act ſurvey, 

And learn from thence the buſineſs of the day. 
The ſon of Peleus thus : and thus replies 

The great in councils, Ithacus the wiſe : 

Though, godlike, thou art by no toils oppreſt, 155 

At leaſt our armies claim repaſt and reſt: 

Long and laborious muſt the combat be, 

When by the Gods inſpir'd, and led by thee. 

Strength is deriv'd from ſpirits and from blood, 

And thoſe augment' by generous wine and 


food: 160 


Can laſt a here through a ſingle day? 
Mere unſupported man muſt yield at length; 166 
Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils declin'd, 
The drooping body will deſert the mind: 

But built anew with ftrength-conferring fare, 
With limbs and ſoul untam'd, he tires a war. 
Diſmiſs the people then, and give command, 
With ſtrong repaſt to hearten every band; 179 
But let the preſents to Achilles made 

In full aſſembly of all Greece be laid. 

The king of men ſhall riſe in public ſight, 

And ſolemn ſwear (obſervant of the rite) 
That, ſpotleſs as ſhe came, the maid removes, 175 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlets of his loves, 


[That done, a ſumptuous banquet ſhall be made, 


And the full price of injur'd honour paid. 

Stretch not henceforth, O prince! thy ſevereig 
might 3 3 ; 

Beyond the bounds of reaſon and of right; 180 

*Tis the chief praiſe that e er to kings belong'd, 

To right with juſtice whom with power they 
wrong'd. | 


To him the monarch ; Juſt is thy decree, 2: 


'Thy words give joy, and wiſdom breathes in thee, 


From bright Olympus and the ſtarry heaven: 130 


To keep or ſend the preſents, be thy care; 145 


Courage may prompt; but, ebbing out his ſtrength 
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Each due atonement gladly I prepare; 185 
And Heaven regard me as I juſtly fair? TAO 
Here then a while Jet Greece aſſembled ſtay, 
Nor great Achilles grudge this ſhort delay: |. 

Till fram the fleet our preſents be convey d, 

And, Jove atteſting, the firm compact made. 190 

A train of noble youths the charge ſhall bear ; 

"Theſe to ſelect, Ulyſſes, be thy care: 

In order rank d let all our gifts appear, 
And the fair train of captives cloſe the rear: N 
Talthyhius ſhall the victim boar convey, 195 
Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of 4 

For this (the ſtern Æacides replies) 
Some leſs important ſeaſon may ſuffice, 
When the ſtern ſary of the war is o'er, 
And wrath extinguiſh'd burns my breaſt no more. 
By Hector lain, their faces to the ſky, 201 
All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie : 
Thoſe call to war! and, might my voice incite, 
Now, now, this inſane ſhould commence the 


— 


fight: 
Then, when the days complete, let generous 
bowls, 205 


And copious ae your weary fouls. © 

Let not my palate know the taſte of food, - 
Fill my infatiate rage be cloy'd with blood: 
Pale lies my friend with 8 
And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 210 
Revenge is all my ſoul! no meaner care, 
Intereſt, or thought, has room to harbour there; 3 
DeſtruQion be my feaſt, and mortal wounds,. 
And ſcenes of blood, and agonizing founds, 

O firſt of Greeks (Ulyfles thus rejoin'd) 215 

The beſt and braveſt of the warrior-kind ! | 
Thy praiſe it is in dreadful camps toſhine,” 
But old experience and calm wiſdom, mine. 
Then hear my counſel, and to reaſon yield, 


The braveſt ſoon are ſaviate of the field; 220 

Though vaſt the heaps that ftrow the erimion 
plain, 

The bloody harveſt brings but little gain 


The ſcale of conqueſt ever wavering lies, 
Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies! 
The great, the bold, by thouſands daily fall, 225 
And endleſs were the grief, to weep for all. 
Ecernal ſorrows what avails to ſhed ? 
Greece honours not with ſolemn faſts the dead : 
Enough, when:death demands the brave, to pay 
The tribute of a melancholy day. 230 
One chief with patience to the grave reſign'd, 
Our care devolves on others left behind. 
Let generons food ſupplies of ſtrength produce, - 
Let riſing ſpirits flow from ſprightly juice, 
Let their warm heads with ſcenes of battle glow, 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 236 
Yet a ſhort interval, and none ſhall dare 
Expect a ſecond ſummons to the war; 
Who waits for that, the dire effect ſhall find, 
If trembling in the ſhips he lags behind. 240 
Embodied, to the battle let us bend, | 
And all at once on haughty Troy deſcend. 

And now the delegates Ulyſſes ſent, 
To bear the preſents from the royal tent. 
The ſons of Neſtor, Phyleus' valiant heir, 245 
Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
With Lycomedes of Creontian ſtrain, | | 
And Mclanippus, form'd the choſen train. 
Swift as the word was given, the youths obey'd ; 


A row of ſix fait tripods then ſucceeds : 
And twice the number of high fivedss 
Seven eaptives next a lovely line comp 
The eighth Br iſeis, like — blooming ore in 158 
Clos'd the bright band great Ithacus, before, 253 
Firſt of the train, the golden talents bor e: 
The reſt in public view. the chiefs diſpoſe, 
A ſplendid ſeene l then Agamemnon — 5 


The boar Talthybius held: the Grecian lord 


Drew the broad cutlaſa, ſheath'd befide his ſword 
The ſtubborn briſtles from the victim's brow 9 
He crops, and offering meditates his vo. 

His hands, uplifted to'th* atteſting ſkies,” ,-- m; 


on heaven's broad marble roof were fix d his eyes; 
The ſolemn words a deep attention drew, 264 


And Greece around fat thrilſ'd with ſacred awe. 
Witneſs, thou firſt? thou greateſt Power above 


j All-good, all-wiſe, and all- ſurviving Jove 
And Mother-earth, and Heaven's Nr 


light, 
And ye, fell Furies e realms of REST 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes: — 2 
For perjur'd kings, and ah who falſely ſwear ! 
The. black-ey'd maid inviolate removes, 


| Pure and unconſcious of my manly-Joves; | / 


If this be falſe, Heaven all its vengeance ſhed, 


| And level'd thunder ſtrike my guilty head! 276 


Wich that, his weapon deep inflicts — 


The bleeding favage tumbles to the ground; te 


The ſacred herald rolls the victim lain 

(A feaſt for fiſh) into the foaming main. 28⁰ 
Then thus Achilles: Hear, ye Greeks! and know 

Whate'er we feel, tis Jove inflicts the _ 17 

Not elſe Atrides could our rage inflame, - 


Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the Tan 
1” Twas Jove's high will alone, o'erruling all, 285 
That doom'd our ſtrife, and doom'd the Grocks 


to fall. 

Go then, ye chiefs ! indulge the genial rite ! 
Achilles waits you, and expects the fight. 

he ſpeedy council at his wordadjourn d: 


March'd onward, bending with the giſts they 
bore. 


| Thoſe in the tents the ſevires induſtrions fpread: 


The foaming courſers to the ſtalls they led; 

To their new ſeats the female captives move: 295 
Briſeis, radiant as the Queen of Love, 

Slow as ſhe paſt, beheld with ſad ſurvey, 
Where, gaſh'd with crue] wounds, Patroclus lay, 


| Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 


Beat her ſad breaſt, and tore her golden hair; "x 
All beautiful in grief her humid eyes 

Shining with tears ſhe lifts, and thus ſhe cries ; 
Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind, 

Once tender friend of my diſtracted mind! 

L left thee freſh in life, in beauty gay 305 
Now find thee cold, inanimated clay! 

What woes my wretched race of life attend 
Sorrows on ſorrows, never doom'd to end! 
The firſt lov'd conſort of my virgin bed 


My three brave brothers in one mournful day, 
All trod the dark irremeable way: 

rhy friendly hand uprear d me from the plain, | 
And dry'd my ſorrows for a huſband flain; 


I'wice ten bright vaſes inthe midit they laid; 250 


The firſt, the deareſt partner of his love; 


4 wo ri we. %. 5 


To their black veſſels all the Greeks return d. 290 
Achilles fought his tent. His train before 
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Before theſe eyes in fatal battle bled ! 310 | 


Achilles' care you promis'd I ſhould prove, 318 


- wy 
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mee ratiſy the band. Jo helms ſucceeding helms, ſo ſhields from ſhields 
And make me empreſs in his native land, Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fieldsʒ 385 
Accept theſe grateful tears! for thee they low, Broad-glittering breaſt- plates, ſpears with pointed 
For — that ever ſelt another's woe! 320 rays, TY Ll 
Her ſiſter captives echoed groan for groan, Mix in one ſtream, reflecting blaze on blaze; 
Nor mourn'd Patroclus fortunes, but their own :. Thick beats the centre as the courſers bound, 
The leaders preſs'd their chief on every ſide; With ſplendour flame the ſkies, and laugh the 
Uamoy'd, he heard them, and with ſighs deny d: Beide banal. kr 
lt yet Achilles have a friend, whoſe care 325] Full in the midſt, high-towering oer the reſt, 390 9 
ls bent to pleaſe, him, this requeſt forbear: His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreſt; 1 
Till yonder ſun, deſcend, ah let me pay, Arms, which the Father of the Fire beſtow'd, _ 1 
To grief and anguiſh one abſtemious dax. [ Forg'd on th' eternal anvils of the God. 7 | 
He ſpoke, and from the wart iors turn d his face . Grief and revenge his furious heart inſpire; | 


vet ſtill the brother-kings of Atrous' rate, 3307 His glowing. eye-balls roll with living fire; 395 
Neſtor, Idomeneus, Ulyfles ſage, He grinds his teeth; and, furious with delay, 

And Phenix, ſtrive to calm his grief and rage: | O'erlooks th* embattled hoſt, and hopes the bloody 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control; | . day. 85 

He groans, he raves, he ſorrows frora his ſoul. 8 The filver cuiſhes firſt his thighs infold : 

Thou too, Patroclus! (thus his heart he vents) 335 | Then o'er his breaſt was brac'd the hollow gold: 
Once ſpread th? inviting banquet in our tents; I The brazen ſword a various baldrick ty'd, 400 
Thy ſweet ſociety, thy winning care, — That, rr'd with gems, hung glittering at his ſide; 
Once ſtaid Achilles, ruſhing to the war. And, like the moon, the broad refulgent ſhield 
But now, alas! to death's cold arms reſign'd, Blaz'd with long rays, and gleam'd athwart the 
What banquets but revenge can glad my mind? 340 + field. 

What greater ſorrow could afſlict my breaſt, So to night-wandering ſailors, pale with fears, 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceas'd ? Wide o'er the watery waſte, a light appears, 405 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear | Which, on the far-ſeen mountain blazing, high, 
His ſon's fad fate, and drops a tender tea. | Streams from ſome lonely watch-tower to the ſky; 
What more, ſhould Neoptolemus the brave 345 | With mouroful eyes they gaze, and gaze again; 
(My only offspring) fink into the grave? Loud howls the ſtorm, and drives them o'er the 
if yet At offiprida lives (I diſtant far, ad: main | — 

Of all neglectful, wage a hateful war). | Next, his high head the helmet grac'd; behind 410 
| could not this, this cruel ſtroke attend ; The ſweepy creſt, hung floating in the wind: 
Fate claim'd Achilles, but might ſpare hisfriend, 350 Like the red ſtar, that from his flaming hair 

| hop'd Patroclus might ſurvive, to, rear Shakes down diſeaſes, peſtilence, and war; 

My tender orphan with a parent's care. So ſtream'd the golden honours from his head, 
from Scyros iſle conduct him o'er the main, ) Trembled the ſparkling plumes, and the loofe glo- 
And glad his eyes with his paternal ręign, 5 | ries ſhed. 415 
Ide lofty palace, and the large domain; 355) [ The chief beholds himſelf wich wondering eyes; 
For Peleus breathes no more the vital air, His arms he poiſes, and his motions tries; 

Or drags a wretched life of age and care, | | Buoy'd by ſome inward force, he ſeems to ſwim, 
But till the news of my ſad fate ityades And feels a pinioa lifting every limb. 

His haſtening ſoul, and ſinks him to the ſhades. : | 


. 


F un Nall ze fl And now he ſhakes his great paternal ſpear, 420 
: Sighing he ſaid; His grief the heroes join'd; 360 | Ponderous and huge! which not a Greek could 
Fach ſlole a tear for what he left behind. rear. | 6 
: their mingled grief the Sire of Heaven ſurvey'd ; | From Pelion's cloudy top an aſh entire 
And thus, with pity, to his blue-ey'd Maid: Old Chiron fell'd, and ſhap'd it for his fire; 
is then Achilles now no more thy care, A ſpear which ſtern Achilles only wields, 
and doſt thou thus deſert the great in war; 365 The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 425. 
Lo, where yon ſails their canvas wings extend, Automedon and Alcimus prepare | 
All comfortleſs he firs, and wails his friend : j Th' immortal courſers and the radiant car 
” Ere thirit and want his forces have oppreſt, (The ſilver traces ſweeping at their ide); 
Haſte, and infuſe ambroſia in his breaſt. Their fiery mouths reſplendent bridles ty'd, 
He ſpoke : and ſudden, at the word of Jove, 370 The ivory-ſtudded reins, return'd behind, 438 
Not the deſcending Goddeſs from above. Wav'd o'er their backs, and to the chariot join'd. 
do lwitt through æther the ſhrill Harpy ſprings, | The charioteer then whirl'd the laſh around, 
. The wide air floating to her ample wings. And ſwift aſcended at one active bound. 


To great Achilles ſhe her flight addreſt, 

And pour'd divine ambroſia in his breaſt, 375 | 

Wich neQar ſweet (refe&ion of the Gods A? 

Then, ſwift aſcending, ſought the bright abodes. 

* Now iffued from the ſhips, the warrior-traia, High o'er. the hoſt all terrible he ſtands, 
And, like a deluge, pour'd upon the plain. And thunders to his ſteeds theſe dread commands: 
As when the piercing blaſts of Boreas blow, 380 Xanthus and Balius ! of Podarges' ſtrain 44S 
= lcatter o'er the fields the driving ſnow ; {Unleſs ye boaſt that heavenly race in vain) 

| wy duſky clouds the fleecy winter flies, Be ſwift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 
5 ole dazzling luſtre whitcus all the ficics ; And learn to make your maſter more yuur care, 


All bright in heavenly arms, above his ſquire 
Achilles mounts; and ſets the field on fire; 435 
Not brighter Phœbus, in th' etherial way, 
Flames from his chariot, and reſtores the day 


Nor, as ye left Patroclus, leave your lord: [fword, 
Thegenerous Xanthus, as the words he ſaid, 451 
Seem'd ſenſible of woe, and dropp'd hishead ! 
Trembling he ſtood before the golden wain, 
And bow'd to duſt the honour's of his mane, 


When, ſtrange to tell! (fo Juno will 'd) he broke 455]. 


Erernal ſilence, and portentous' ſpoke. 
Achilles! yes! this day at leaſt we bear: 
Thy rage in ſafety through the files of ur: : 

But come it will, the fatal time muſt: come; 

Nor our's the fault, but God decrees thy om. — 
Not through our crime, or ſlowneſs in the 
Fell 1 e 1 0 by Kere ee 
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Through falling ſquadrons bear my ſlaughtering 


[The bright far-ſhooting' God who gilds th e tay 
(Confeſt we faw him) tore his arms away. 

'No—could our ſwiftneſs o'er the windsprevail, 46; 
Or beat the pinions'of the weſtern gle} / 


All were in vain—the Fates thy death] dethand, 


Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 
Then ceas'd for ever, by the Puries * b 


Wich unabated rage 80 let it de FI 


| Portents and prodigies are loſt on me. 
| I know my fate, to die, to fee no be 


My much-lov'd parents, and my native there 1 


n Enough —when Heaven ordains, I ſink in night; "by 
| 185 ere er 25 os mou, ung ern to | 
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THE ARGUMENT. . Lin belg ano , rok: 


5 Battle of the. Gods, ond 1. As ” Alita. 1 oe e 
Jupiter, ai Atbiller s return to the battle, calls a l of the GN 9 ror them to oy YI berg. 


De terrors of the battle deſcribed, when the Deities are engaged. 


Holla encour ages LD neas to meet 


Achilles. After a long converſation, theſe tevo beroes encounter : but . neas. is preſerved by the 2 
Neptune. Achilles fallt upon the refl of the Trojans, and is ufon the point of killing Air, fo 


Apollo conveys him away in a cloud. 
The ſame day continues, 


uus round Pelides breathing war and blood, 


Greece, ſheath'd in arms, beſide her veſſels 


ſtood ; 


While“ near impending from à neighbouring 


height, 
Troy? s black battalions wake the ſhock of fight, 
Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call 5 
The Gods to council in the ſtarry hall: 
Swift o'er Olympus' hundred hills the flies, 
And ſummons all the ſenate of the ſkies. 
Theſe ſhining ov, in long proceſſion come 


oy 


To Jove's eternal adamantine dome. . 
Not one was abſent, not a rural Power, Hie faid, and fir d their heavenly breaſts with 


That haunts the verdant gloom, or roſy bower ; $ 
Each fair-hair'd Dryad of the ſhady wood, 
Each azure Siſter of the ſil ver flood; 

All but old Ocean, hoary Sire! who keeps 135 
His ancient ſeat beneath the facred deeps. 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown'd 
(The work of Vulcan ſat the Powers around. 


Ev'n“ he whoſe trident ſways the watery reign, 
Heard the loud ſummons, and forſook the main, 20 


Aſum'd his throne amid the bright abodes, 


And queſtion'd thus the Sire of men and Gods: 
What moves the God who heaven and earth 


commands, 
And graſps the thunder in his awful hands, 


Thus to convene the whole zthereal ſtate? 25 


Is Greece and Troy the ſubjgt in debate? 
Already met, the lowerin: Lofts appear, 
And death ſtands ardent on the edge of war. 

Tis true {the Cloud-compelling Power replies 


' Achilles purſues the T rojans At reat Jang lter. 
The ſcene is in the field before Troy. © 45 of 


This Gay, we call the council of the ſkies 30 


* IN. «Pure. 


* 
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In care of human race; ev'n Tore 5 Own n eye | 
Sees with regret unhappy. mortals die 

Far on Olympus' top in ſecret fta 415 i 
Ourſelf will fit, and ſee the hand of Fate 


Their troops but lately durſt not meet his eyes; 


What can they now, if in his rage he riſe? 40 
Aſſiſt them, Gods! or llion's ſacred wall | 


May fall this day, thongh Fate forbids the fall. 


rage: 


[on adverſe parts the warcing gods engage. (45 
Heaven's awful Queen; and he whoſe azure round 
Girds the vaſt globe; the Maid in arms renown'd ; 


Hermes, of profitable arts the fire; 
And Vulcan, the black ſovereign of the fire! 


\ Theſe to the fleet repair with inſtant flight; 


The veſſels tremble as the Gods alight. 50 
In aid of Troy, Latona, Phœbus, came, 
Mars fiery-helm'd, the laughter loving Dame, 


} Xanthus, whoſe fireams in golden currents flow, 


And the chaſte Huntreſs of the ſilver bow. 

Ere yet the Gods their various aid employ, . $5 
Each Argive boſom ſwell'd with manly joy, 
While great Achilles (terror of the plain) 
Long loſt to bartle, ſhone in arms again. 
Dreadſul he ſtood in front of all his hoſt; 

pale Troy beheld, and ſeem'd already loſt; 60 
Her braveſt heroes pant with inward fear, 
And trembling ſee another God of War. 

4 


His fateful voice. Th' intrepid chief ns "qo. 


Work out our. will. Celeſtial Powers! deſcend, 35 
And, as your minds direct, your ſuccour'lend 
To We hoſt, Troy ſoon, muſt lie o *erthrown,, 
if uncontrol'd Achilles fights alone ; 
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From Ida's woods he chas'd us to the field, 
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but when the Powers deſcending fwell'd the|Where'er he mov'd, the Goddeſs ſhone before, 


fight, s 
Then tumult roſe; fierce rage 
Varied each face; then Diſcord ſounds alarms, \65 


Earth echoes, and the nations ruſh to arme. 


Now through the trembling ſhores Minerva calls, 
And now the thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars, hovering o'er his Troy, his terrors ſhrouds 
In gloomy tempeſts, and a night of clouds: 70 
Now through each Trojan heart he fury pours - 
With voice divine, from Hion's topmoſt towers; 
Now ſhouts to Simois from her beauteous hill; 
The mountain ſhook, the rapid ſtreams ſtood till, + 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 75 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
Beneath, ſtern Neptune ſhakes the ſolid ground; 
The foreſts wave, the mountains nod around; 
Through all their ſummits tremble Idas woods, 
And from their ſources boil her hundred floods. 80 
Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain; 
And the toſs'd navies beat the heaving main. 
Deep in the diſmal regions of the dead, 
Th infernal monarch rear'd his hoary head, {85 
Leap'd from his throne, leſt Neptune's arm ſhould 
His dark' dominions open to the day, Clay 
And pour in light on Pluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr'd by men, and dreadful ev'n to Gods. 
Such war th' immortals wage: ſuch horrors 
rend * 82 tend. 90 
The world's vaſt concave, when the Gods con- 
Firſt filver-ſhafted Phœbus took the plain 
Againſt blue Neptune, monarch of the main: 
The God of Arnis his giant bulk diſplay'd, 
Oppos'd to Pallas, War's triumphant Maid. 
Againſt Latona march'd the Son of May; 95 
The quiver'd Dian, ſiſter of the Day © 
(Her golden arrows ſounding at her ſide) 
zaturnia, Majeſty of Heaven, defy'd. 
Wich fiery Vulcan laſt in battle ſtands 
The facred flood that rolls on golden ſands; 100 
Xanthus his name with thoſe of heavenly birth, 
But call'd Scamander by the ſons of earth. | 
While thus the Gods in various Jeague engage, 
Achilles glow'd with more than mortal rage: 
Hector he ſought ; in ſearch of Hector turn'd 105 
His eyes around, for Hector only burn'd ; 
And burſt like lightaing through the ranks, and 
vow'd | | | 
To glüt the God of Battles with his bloſd. 4 
Aneas was the firſt who dar'd to ſtay; 
Apollo wedg'd him in the warrior's way; 110 
But ſwell d his boſom with undaunted might, 
Half-forc'd, and half-perſuaded, to the fight. 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, 
In voice and aſpect, ſeem'd the Power divine; 

And bade the chief reflect, how late vrith ſcorn IT 5 
In diſtant threats he brav'd the Goddeſs-born, 
Then thus the hero of Anchilſes' train; - 

To meet Pelides, you perſuade in vain: 
Already have I met, nor void of fear . 
OOſerv'd the fury of his flying ſpear; 120 


, 


Oar force he fcatter'd, and our herds he kill'd ; 
Lyrneſfus, Pedaſus, in aſhes lay, 2 7 
But (Jove afſiſting) I ſurviv'd the day; EN 
Fife had 1 ſunk, oppreſt in fatal fight 125 
by fierce Achilles and Minerva's might. 
Vor. VI. | 
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ä And bath'd his brazen lance in hoſtile gore. 
and pale affright What mortal man Achilles can ſuſtain ? 


Th' immortals guard him through the dreadful 
plain, 150 
And ſuffer not his dart to fall in vain. 
Were God my aid, this arm ſhould check his 
wer, 6 
Though ſtrong in battle as a brazen tower, 
To whom the Son of Jove : That God implore, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 138 
From heavenly Venus thou deriv'ſt thy ſtrain, 
And he, but from a Siſter of the Main: 
An aged Sea-god father of his line, 
But Jove himſelf the facred ſource of thine. 
Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow, 140 
Nor fear the vaunting of a mort«l foe: * 
This ſaid, and ſpirit breath'd into his breaſt, 
Through the thick troops th' 'embolden'd hero 
preſt : * 125 ſlovey'd, 
His venturous act the white-arm'd Queen fur. 
And thus, aſſembling all the Powers, ſhe ſaid ; 148 
Behold an action, Gods! that claim your care; 
Lo great Zneas ruſhing to the waar; 
Againſt Pelides he directs his courſe, - © / 
Phoebus impels, aw! Phebus gives him force, 
Reſtrain his bold career; at leaſt, t' attend 150 
Our favour'd hero, let ſome Power defcend, * © 
To guard his life, and add to his renown, 
We, the great atmament of heaven, came down. 
Hereafter-let him fall, as Fates deſign, 2643 
hat ſpun fo ſhort his life's illuſtrious line: 155 
Bur, leſt ſome adverſe God now croſs his way, 
Give him to know what Powers aſſiſt this day: 
For how ſhall mortal ſtand the dire alarms, 


| When heaven's refulgent hoſt appear in arms? 


Thus ſhe; and thus the God whoſe force can 
make e 160 

The folid globe's eternal baſis ſhake : 8 
Againſt the might of man, fo feeble known, 
Why ſhould celeſtial Powers exert their own ? 
Snffice, from yonder mount to view the ſcene, * 
And leave to war the fates of mortal men, 165 
But if th* Armipotent, or God of light. 
Obſtruct Achilles, or commence the fight, 
Thence on the Gods of Troy we ſwift deſcend: 
Full ſoon, I doubt not, ſhall the confli& end; 
and theſe in ruin and confuſion hurl'd, 170 
Yield to our conquering arms the lower world. 

Thus having ſaid, the I yrant of the Sea, 
Cerulean Neptune, rofe, and led the way. 
Advanc'd upon the field there flood a mound [175 


Ot earth congeſted, wall'd, and trench'd around * 


. 


in elder times to guard Alcides made 
(Che work of Trojans, with Minerva's aid) 
What-time a vengeful monſter of the main 


-| 5wept the wide ſhore, and drove him to the plain. 


Here Neptune and the Godsof Greece repair, 180 


| With clouds encompaſs'd, and a veil of air: 


The adverſe powers, around Apollo laid, 
Crown the fair hills that ſilver Simois ſhade: 


In circle cloſe each heavenly party fate : 


Intent to form the future ſcheme of Fate; 185 

But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 

Gives the loud ſignal, and the heavens' reply. 
Mean while the ruſhing atmies hide the ground; 


The trampled centre yields a hollow ſound : 
| * | 
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Steeds cas d in mail, andchiefs in armour bright. 190 
'The gleamy champain glows with, brazen light. 
Amid both hoſts (a dreadful ſpace) appear 


There, great Achilles: bold ZEneas, here. 


With towering ſtrides ZEneas, firſt ad vanc'd, 

The nodding plumage on his helmet danc'd; 195 
Spread o er his breaſt the fencing ſhield he bore, 
And, as he mov'd, his javelin flam'd before. 

Not fo Pelides: furious to engage, . 

He ruth'd impetuous. Such the lion's rage, 
Who, viewing firſt his foes with ſcorniul eycs, 200 


Though all in arms the peopled city riſe, 


Staiks careleſs on, with unregarding pride: 
Till at the length, by ſome brave youth defy'd, 
To his bold ſpear the ſavage turns alone: ; 
He murmurs fury with an hollow groan; 205 
He grins, he foams, he rolls his eyes around; 
Lafſh'd by his tail, his heaving ſides reſound ; 

He. calls up all his rage; he grinds his teeth, 
Reſolv'd on vengeance, or reſolv'd on death. 


So, fierce Achilles on ZEncas flies; 210 


Se ſtands ZEneas, and his force defis. 
Ere yet the ſtern encounter join'd, begun 
The ſeed of Thetis thus to Venus' fon; _ 
Why comes ZEneas through the ranks fo far? 
Secks he to meet Achilles' arm in war, 215 
In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy, | 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy! 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 
The martial monarch may refuſe the prize: . - 
Sons he has many: thoſe thy pride may quell; 220 
And *tis his fault to love thoſe ſons too well. 
Or, in reward of thy victorious hand, 
Has Troy propos'd ſome ſpacious track of land? 
Aa ample foreſt, or a fair domain, en 
Of hill for vines, and arable for grain ? 225 
Ev'a this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 
But can Achilles be ſo ſoon forgot? 
Once (as | think) you ſaw this brandiſh'd ſpear, 
And then the great Eneas ſeem'd to fear. 
With hearty haſte from Ida's mount he fed, 230 
Nor, till he reach'd Lyrneſſus, turn'd his head. 
Her lofty walls not long our progreſs ſtaid ; 
Thoſe, Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid: 
In Grecian chains her captive race were caſt, 
"Tis. true, the great /Eacas fled too faſt. 235 
Defrauded of my conqueſt once before, 
What then I loſt, the Gods this day reſtore. 
Go; while thou may'ſt, avoid the threatening 
fate; 4 36 ; 
Fools ſtay to feel it, and are wiſe too late. 
To this Anchiſes' fon; duch words employ 240 
To one that fears thee, ſume unwarlike boy; 
Such we diſdain; the beſt may be. deſy'd 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 
Proclaim'd ſo loudly by the voice of fame; 245 
Each from illu lr. ous fathers draws his line; 
Each Goddeſs born; half human, half divine, 
Thetis', this day, or Venus' offspring, dies: 
And tears ſhall trickle from celeſtial eyes: 
For when two heroes, thus deriv'd, contend, 250 
Tis not in words the glorious ſtrife can end. 
If yet thou farther ſeek to learn my birth 
(A tale reſounded through the ſpacious earth) 
Hear Low the glorious origin we prove 


Lom ancient Pardanus, the firſt from Jove; 255 
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Dardania's walls he rais'd ; for Ilion then 


- - | (The city fince of many-languag d men) 


as not. The natives were content to till 

' Pheſha dy foot of 1da's fountful hill. 

From Dardauus, great Erichthonius ſprings, 260 
The richeſt, once, of Aſia's wealthy kings; ; 
Three thouſand mares his ſpacious paſtures bred, 
Three thouland foals beſide their mothers fed. 


| Boreas, enamour d of the ſprightly train, 


Conceal'd. his godhead in a flowing mane, _265 
With voice diſſembled to his loves he neigh'd, 
And cours'd the dappled beauties o'er the mead: 
Hence ſprung twelve others of unrival'd kind, 
Swift as their mother mares, and father wind. 
Theſe, lightly ſkimming when they ſwept the 
plain, ang 52 170 
Nor ply'd the graſs, nor bent the tender grain; 
And when along the level ſeas they flew, 
Scarce on the ſurface curl'd the briny dew ; 
Such Erichthonius was; from him there came 
The ſacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 275 
Three ſons renown'd adorn'd his nuptial bed, 


| Hlus, Aſaracus, and Ganymed: 


The matchleſs Ganymed, divinely fair, 

Whom Heaven, enamour'd, ſnatch'd to upper air 
To bear the cup of Jove { ztherial gueſt, 280 
The grace and glory of the ambroſial feaſt), 
The two remaining ſons the line divide: 

Firſt roſe Laomedon from llus' ſide; 


_— 


From him Tithonus, now in cares grown old, 


And Priam (bleſt with Hector, brave and bold): 28; 


, 


Clytius aud Lampus, ever-honour'd pair; 
And Hicetaon, thunderbolc of war. 


From great Aſſaracus ſprung Capys, he 
Begat. Anchiſes, and Anchiſes me. 


Such is our race: 'tis Fortune gives us birth, 290 
But Jove alone endues the ſoul with worth: 
He, ſource of power and might! with boundlels 


| | All human courage gives, or takes away. (ſway, 


Long in the field of words we may (contend, 


| Reproach is infinite, aud knows no end, 295 


Arm'd or with truth or fal{eheod, right or wrong 
(So voluble a weapon is the tongue) : 
Wounded, we wound; and ncither fide can fail, 
For every man has equal ſtrength to rail: 
Women alone, when 1a the ſtreets they jar, 399 
Perhaps excel us in this wordy war: 6 
Like us they ſtand, encompaſs'd with the crowd, 
And vent their anger impotent and loud. 
Ceaſe then Our buſineſs, in the field of fight 
Is not to queſtion, but to prove, our might. 305 
To all thoſe inſults thou haſt offer'd here, 
Receive this anſwer : 'tis my flying ſpear. 

He ſpoke Wich all his force the javelin flung, 
Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his out-ſtretch*d arm Pelides held 310 
(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful 
S high. *; 75 
That trembled as it ſtuck ; nor void of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, th' immeaturable ſpear. 
His fears were vain; impenetrable charms 
'Secur'd the temper of th ætherial arms 3 15, held, 
Through two ſtrong plates the point its pallage 
But ſtoop'd, and reſted, by the third repell'd. 
Five plates of various metal, various mold, 


Compos'd the ſhield ; of braſs cach outward aa 
| Of tin each inward, and the middle gold. 3290 
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There ſtuck the lance. Then riſing exe he threw, 
The forceful ſpear of great Achilles flew, 


And pierc'd the Dardan's ſhield's extremeſt bound, 
Where the ſbrill braſs return'd a ſharper ſound : 
Through the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides. 
And. the flight covering of expanded hides. 326 
Eneas his contradted body bends, FSI 
And o'er him high the riven targe extends, 
Secs through its parting plates, the upper air, 
And at his back perceives the quivering ſpear; 330 
A fate ſo near him chills his foul with fright ; 
And ſwims before his eyes the many<colour'd light. 
Achilles, ruſhing in with dreadful cries, 
Draws his broad blade, and at Eneas flies: 
Eneas, rouſing as the foe came on 335 
(With force collected) heaves a mighty ſtone ; 
A maſs enormous! which in modern days 
No two of earth's degenerate ſons could raiſe. 
But Ocean's. God, , whoſe earthquakes rock the 
ground. | wy 4 
Saw the diſtreſs, and mov'd the Powers around, 
Lo! on the brink of fate Aineas ſtands, 341 
An inſtant victim te Achilles' hands; 
By Pheebus urg'd ; but Phabus has beſtow'd 
His aid in vain; the man o'erpowers the God. 
And can ye ſee this righteous chief atone, 345 
With guiltleſs blood, for vices not his own? 
To all the Gods his conſtant vows were paid: 
dure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid! 
fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove reſign 
The future Father of the Dardan line 350 
The firſt great anceſtor, obtain'd his grace, 
And ſtill his love deſcends on all the race ; 
For Priam now, and Priam's faithleſs kind, 
A length are odious to th' all-ſeeing Mind ; _ 
on great Eneas ſtall devolve the reign, 355 
And ſons ſucceeding ſons the laſting line ſuſtain, 
The great Earth-ſhaker thus; to whom replies 
TI imperial Goddeſs with the radiant eyes: 
Good as he is, to immolate or ſpare 


The Dardan Prince, O Neptune, be thy care; 360 | 


Pallas and I, by all that Gods can bind, 

Have ſworn deſtruction to the Trojan kind; 

Not ev'n an inſtant to protract their fate, 

Or ſaye one member of the ſinking ſtate; 

Till her laſt flame be quench'd with her laſt gore, 

And ev'n her crumbling ruins are no more. 
The king of Ocean to the fight deſcends, 

Through all the whiſtling darts his courſe he bends, 

"iſt interpos'd between the warriors flies, 

And caſts thick darkneſs o'er Achilles? eyes. 370 


| From great Eneas ſhield the ſpe ar he drew, 


And at his maſter's feet the weapon threw. 

That done, with force divine he ſnatch' d on bigh 
The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the ſky, 
mooth-gliding without ſtep, above the heads 375 
Of warring heroes, aud of bounding ſteeds: 

Till at the battle's utmoſt verge they light, a 
Where the low Caucans cloſe the rear of fight. 
The Godhead there (his heavenly form confeſs'd) 
Vith words like theſe the panting chief a : 

EE _ [380 

What power, O prince, with force inferior far, 
gd thee to meet Achilles' arm in war? 

enceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 
Delrauding Fate of all thy ſame to come. 

t when the day decreed (for come it muſt) 385 
ll lay this dreadful hero in the duſt, 


U 


i 4 
And brave that yengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 
3654 
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Let then the furies of that arm he known, 
Secure, no Grecian force tranſcends thy own 
With that, he left him, wondering as he lay, 

Then from Achilles chas'd the miſt away: 390 

Sudden, returning with the ſtream of light, 

The ſcene of war came ruſhing on his ſight. 

Then thus amaz'd: What wonders ſtrike my 

| mind ! 

| My ſpear, that parted on the wings of wind, 

Laid here before me!] and the Dardan lord, 395 

That fell this inſtant, vaniſh'd from my ſword. 

I thought alone with mortals to contend, 

But Powers celeſtial ſure this foe defend. 

Great as he is, our arm he ſcarce will try, 

Content, for once; with all his Gods, to fly.. 40s / 

Now then let others bleed—This ſaid, aloud 

He vents his fury, and inflames the crowd, 

O Greeks (he cries and every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms ! 

"Tis not in me, though favour'd by the Sky, 405 

To mow whole troops, and make whole armics 

No God can ſingly ſuch a heſt engage, [fly x 

Not Mars himſelf, nor great Minerva's rage. 

But whatſoe'er Achilles can inſpire, IF, 

| Whate'er of active force, or acting fire: 410, 
Whate'er this heart can prompt, or hand obey ;. '- 

All, all Achilles, Greeks | is yours to-day. 7 


Through yon wide hoſt this arm ſhall ſcatter fear, 


And thin the ſquadrons with my fingle ſpear. 

He ſaid ; nor leſs elate with martial boy, 415 
The godlike Hector warm'd the troops of Troy: 
Trojans to war! Think Hector leads you on; 

Nor dreads the vaunts of Peleus' haughty ſon. 
Deeds muſt decide aur fate. Ev'n thoſe witlt 
200008; | 
Inſult the brave, who tremble at their ſwords : 429 

| The weakeſt Atheiſt-wretch all Heaven defies, 

But ſhrinks and ſhudders when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boaſter ſhali your chief retire, 
Not though his heart were ſteel, his hand were 
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That fire, that ſteel, your Hector ſhould with- 
ſtand, 25 
Thus (breathing rage thro' all) the hero faid ; 
A wood of lances riſes round his head, : | 
Clamours on clamours tempeſt -1i the air, [430 


They join, they throng, they thicken to the war. 


But Phebus warns him, from high heaven, to ſhun 
The ſingle fight with Thetis' godlike ſon ; 

More ſafe to combat in the mingled band, 

Nor tempt too near the terrors of his hand. 

He hears obedient to the God of Light, 435 
And, plung'd within the ranks, awaits the fight. 
Then fierce Achilles, ſhouting to the ſkies, 

On Troy's whole force with boundleſs fury flies, 
Firſt falls Iphityon, at his army's head; a 
Brave was the chief, and brave the hoſt he led; 440 
From great Otrynteus he deriv'd his blood, 

His mother was a Nais of the flood; 

Beneath the ſhades of Tmolus, crown'd with ſnow, 

| From Hyde's walls he rul'd the lands below. 
Fierce as he ſprings, the ſword his head divides; 445 
The parted viſage falls on equal ſides : 

With loud-reſounding arms he ſtrikes the plain; 
While thus Achilles glories o'er the lain ;- 

Lie there, Otryntides! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, tho Gygz boaſt thy birth: 450 


POPE'S H 


Thoſe beanteous fields where Hyllus' waves are 
rol''d, ; | 
And plenteous Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 
Are thine no more Th' inſulting hero ſaid, 
And leÞ him fleeping in eternal ſhade.” * 
The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 455 
And dafh' their axles with no vulgar gore. 
Dewoheon next, Antenor's offspring, laid 
Breathlefs in duſt, the price of -raſhneſs paid. 
Th' impatient ſteel, with full deſcending fway, * 
Forc'd through his brazen helm irs furious way, 466 
Reſiſtleſs drove the batter'd ſkull before, 
And daſh'd and mingled all the brains with gore. 
This ſees Hippodamas, and, ſeiz'd with Fright, 
Deſerts his chariot for a ſwifter flight: » 
The lance arreſt him: an ignoble wound 
"The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 
He groans away his ſoul : not louder roars; 
At Neptune's ſhrine on Helice's high ſhores, 
The victim bull: the rocks rebellow round, 
And Ocean liſtens to the grateful ſound. 
Then fell on Polydore his vengeful rage, 
The youngeſt hope of Priam's ſtooping age 
(Whoſe feet for ſwiftneſs in the race furpaſt) : 
Of all his ſons, the deareſt and the laſt. 
To the forbidden field he takes his flight 
In the firſt folly of a youthful knight, 
To vaunt his ſwiftneſs wheels aroumd the plain, 
But vaunts not Jong, with all his fwiftneſs ſlain. _ 
Struck where the crofling belts unite Behind, 
Aud golden rings the double back-ptate j6th'd :480 
Forth through the navel burſt the thrilling ſteel: 
And on his knees with piercing ſhrieks he fel; 
The ruſhing entrails pour'd upon the ground 
His hands collect; and darkneſs wraps him round. 
When Hector view'd, all ghaſtly in his gore, 
Thus ſadly flain th* unhappy Polydore, | 
A tout of forrow overcaſt his ſight; 
His ſoul no longer brook'd the diſtant fight: 
Full n Kchilles dreadful front he came, 
And ſhook his javelin like a waving flame. 
The f6n'of Peleus ſees, with joy poſſeſt, 
His heart high-bounding in his riſing breaft; 
And, lo! the man, on whom black fates attend; 
"The man, that ſlew Achilles, in his friend! 
No more ſhall HeQor* and Pelides* per © 1295) 
Turn from each other in the walks of war: 
Then with revengeful eyes he ſcannd him oer: 
Chme, and receive thy fate] He ſpake no more. 
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Hector, undaunted, thus: Such words employ P 


ro one that dreads thee; ſome unwarlik e boy: 5500 
Such weeould give, defying and defy'd, 
Mean intercourſe of obloquy and pride ! 
I know thy force to mine ſuperior far; 
But Heaven alone coffers ſucceſs in war: i 
Mean as I am, the Gods may guide my dart, 505 
And give it entrance in a braver heart. | 
Then parts the lance: but Pallas's heavenly 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death, {breath 
The bidden dart again to Hector flies, g 
Aud at the feet of its great maſter lies. 
Achilles cloſes with his hated foe, \ 
His heart and eyes with flaming fury glow : 
But, preſent to his aid, Apollo fhronds 
The favour'd Hero in a veil of clouds. 
"Thrice ſtruck Pelides with indignant heart, 
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Has fav'd thee; and the partial God of 1, 


þ 


| Aid for the ſoul an ample paſſa 


1 


q 


To ſpare a form, an age, ſo like thy own! 


485 
: [Warm'd in the brain the fmokin 


And ſtood all impotent, expecting ſate: 


And thick beſtrown, lies Ceres“ ſacred fl 


Oo MER. 


The ſpear a fourth time bury'd in the cloud; 
e foams with fury, and exclaims aloud: ? 
Wretch 4 thou haſt "fcap'd again, ' once more 
r N 
| Light, 326 
But long thou ſhalt not thy jaſt fate withſtand, 
f any power aſſiſt Achilles“ hand. 05 
1y then, inglorious !! but-thy flight this daß 


Whole hetatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 525 


Wind chat, he gluts his rage on numbers ſlaln: 
Then Dryops tumbled to th enfanguin'd plain, 
Pierc*d xhro the neck : he left him panting there, 


And ſtopp'd Demachus, great Philetor's heir. 


Gigantic chief! deep gaſh'd th' enormous blade, 
| ge made. 330 
Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 02 41+} e 
The valiaut ſons of àn unhappy ſire: 
Both in one inſtant from the chariot hurl'a, 
Sunk in one inſtant to the nether world; 
This difference only their ſad fates afford, 
That vie the ſpear deſtroy'd, and one th 


535 
e ſword. 
Nor leſs unpitied young Alaſtor bleeds; 


un vain his youth, in vain his beauty, pleads: 


In vain he begs thee with a ſuppliant's moan, = 
| | 540 
Unhappy boy! no prayer, no moving art, 


Per bent that fierce, inexorable heart! 


While yet he trembled at his knees, and ery'd. 
The ruthleſs faulchion ope' d his tender fide; 
The panting liver pours a flood of gore, 543 
That droweils his boſom till he pants no more. 

Thro' Mulius“ head then drove th' impetueus 
The warrior falls, transfix d from ear to car. ſpear, 
Thy life, 'Echeclus ! next the ſword beteaves, 
Deep throvgh the front the ponderous faulchion 

, cleaves; 6 18 £2430 
| g weapon lies, 
The purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. 


4 Chen brave Deucalion dy'd: the dart was Aung 


He dropt his arm, an unaſſiſting weight, $55 
Full on his neck the falling faulehion ſped, 
From his broad ſhoulders hew'd his creſted head: 
rth from the hone the ſpinal matro flies, 
And funk it duſt the corpfe extended hes. 560 
Thigmus, whoſe race from fruitful Thracia came, 
The ſon of Pirens, 'an TMuſtrious name) 
eceeds to fate; the ſpear his belly tends; 
rone from his car the thundering chief deſcends 
The ſquite, who ſaw expiring on the ground 565 


His profttate maſter reim' d the ſteeds around: 
His back fearce turn'd, tlie Pelian javelin ger d, 
And firetch'd tlie ſervant o'er the dying lord. 


As when a flame the winding valley fits, [5 70 
and rum on crackling ſhrubs between the hills; 
Then o'er the ſtubble up the mountzin flies, 
Fires the hizh woods, and blazes to the fries, 
This way and that the fpreading torrent roars; 
So ſweeps the hero through the waſted ſhores: | 

' Around him wide, immenſe deſtruct on pours, 575 


And earth is delug'd with the ſanguine ſhowers, 


As, with autumnal harveſts cover'd o'er, 
dor; 
hen round and round with never-weary'd pain, 


| * 4x0 
Thrice in impafſi ve air he plung'd the dart; 


0 


The trampling ſteers beat out ch ungumber' 
W s 


FH 


, 


35 


. 


$0 the fleree courſers; as the chart rolle, 
Tread down whole ranks, and eruſh out herves And thick the grbaning axles dropp'diwith 
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[The ſpiky wheels teen heaps (bf — 
High o'er the ſcene of death Achilles bad, 


bs, 11 0 
Dall d from their hooks, while o'er the dead _ All grim with duſt, alt horvible in blbod.:. 


fly, Yet frill inſatiate, ſtHl wick rage on flame; 
Hick, diy drops the backen chariot aye: 58g | Such 1 ol e en 125 . 
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The Battle in i River Seaman, 
4 5 5 N 

The re, 1 br Abitts, 1 towards the totva, others ro 4. river danse: 3. alu en 15, 
latter with Fe 2 3 tales twelve eaptiver, dive, to facvifite tu the Jhtrde' bf PatHoclin 3 and By 
Lycaon, an Stamander attacks Bim with all bes" WEves Neptune , Palas a//ot the 
hero; Simors Newt ende at length Valcan, by the infligation of Juub, ame dr up the rie. 
This covgbat 0 tbe other Gods engage each other. © Mean while « Achilles continues the augbter, avi vet the 
reſt into Pray : | Apewor only makes fand, and i; conveyed a in 4 Abd by ; ho % del 


k. 


The 


Twelve choſen yon hedrags 


Achilles W pon him Axenor Hupe, 4 tobile le purſues ny in that di . NT the” Tat * 


| af of retiring into their city. 


| «0501? wane? 


ON. N ner is on the banks andin te firm 7 Seumander. Sn H | 


A Nb oi to Nene. gun 15 Neath they trove 


Xanthus, immortal progeny o 

The river here divides "his Laacher rad, 3 
Part to the town fly diverſe der the plain, is, 
Where late their troops triumphant bore the fight ;' 
Now, chas'd, and trembling in jgnoble flight 
(Theſe with a gather'd miſt Saturnia ſhrouds, 


Part * nge into the ſtream: old Xanthus roars, 
aſhing billows ' beat the whiten'd ſhores: 10 
With cries promiſcuous : all the banks refound: } 


As the' 5 ind from their fields retire, 


| While faſt behind them runs the blaze of fire; 15 
Driv'n from the land before the fmoky cloud, — 


The cluſtering legions ruſh into tl:e flood: 

£, plung' d in Xanthus, by Achilles“ force, 

Roars the reſounding ſurge with men and horſe. 
His bloody lance the hero caſts aſide '20 


(Which ſpreading tammatiſks on the margin hide); ; 


Then, like a. God, the rapid billows braves, 

Arm'd with his ſword high-brandiſh'd o'er the 
waves: 

Now down he plunges, no he whirls it round, 

Deep groan'd the waiters with the dying ſound; 25 

Repeated wounds the reddening river dy'd, 

And the warm purple circied on the tide. 


Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 


And cloſe in rocks or winding caverns lie : 


In ſhoals before him fly che ſcaly train, 

Confus'dly heap'd they Teek' their inmoſt caves, 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 
Now, tir'd with laughter, from the Trojan band 
altve to land; 35 


1 


— 


4 


V. ; : 1 Un? 

With Heir rich belts weir N p arms eam 

4 their proud ernbc hs But now "their 
„Main). 4 

Theſe his attendanits to the ſhips et d. 

Sad victims deftin'd to Patroclus ſhade, 


4 Then, as once more he plung'd amm the food, 4 


| The young Lycaon in his pafſage Rood,” 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds). + 0 


The ſvn of Priam; whom che hero“ WR 07 
But late made captive in his father's land 1 4 5 
(As from a ſycamore, his founding ſteel 


1 Lopp'd the green arms to ſpoke a chai iot heel) zg 


To Lemnos' iſle he fold the rbyal fave, "of 


| Where Jafon's ſon. the price detnan ded Save; . 


oy 


But kind Ettion touching on the ore, 

The ranfam'd prince to fait Ariſde Boree. 
Ten days were paſt, ſince in his- fatfier's reign Io 
He felt the ſweets of liberty again; 3 

The next, that God whom men in vain withſtand, 


| Gives the fame youth to the ſame conquering hand: ; 
Now never to return] and doom'd to go | 


A ſadder journey to the ſnades below, © ' 55 
His well-known face when great "Athilles yd 
The helm and viſor he had caſt aſide 
ith wild affright, and dropp'd upon che field 


His uſeleſs lance and unavailing ſhield) 
As trembling, panting, from the ftream he fled; 60- 


And knock'd his faultering knees, the hero'faid: 
Ye mighty Gods! what wonders ſtrike way view !_ * 


11s it in vain our conquering arms ſubdue? 
Sure I ſhall ſee yon heaps of Trojanskill'd, 
| Rite from the ſhades, and brave me on the field : 65 
So, che huge Dolphin tempeſting the main, 30 | 


As now the captive, whom fo late I bound 


] And ſold to Lemnos, talks on Trojan ground ! 
Not him the ſea's unmeaſur d deeps detain, 
That bar ſuch numbera from their native plain: 


Lo! he returns. Try, then, my flying ſpear 76 


Aa if the grave can hold the wanderer ; ' ©; 


aw — 


none ot 


* — — — — 
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If earth at length this active prince can ſeize, - 
Earth, whole ſtrong graſp has held down Her- 
Thus while he ſpoke, the Trojan pale with fears 
Approach'd, and ſought hes knees with ſuppliant 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath, [tears;76 
And his ſoul ſhivering at th' approach of death, 
Achilles rais'd the ſpear, prepar'd to wound; 
He kiſs'd his feet, extended on the ground: 
And while, above, the ſpear ſuſpended ſtood, 80 
Longing to dip its thirſty point in blood, 
One hand embrac'd them cloſe, one ſtopt rhe dart, 
While thus theſe melting words attempt his heart: 
Thy well-known captive, great Achilles! ſee, 
Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 85 
Some pity to a ſuppliant's name afford, 
Who ſhar'd the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 
Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore, 
Far from his father, friends, and native ſhore; 
A hundred oxen. were his price that day, go 
Nor ſums immenſe thy. mercy ſhall repay. 
Scarce reſpited from woes I yet appear, 
And . ſcarce twelve morning ſuns have ſeen me 
1 % here; bu; TRETT 
Le! Jove again ſubmits me to thy hands, 
Again, her. victim cruel Fate demands! | gs 
I ſprung from Priam and Laothöe fair 
(Old Alte's daughter, and Lelegia's heir; 
Who held in Pedaſus his fam'd abode, 
And rul'd the fields where ſilver Satnio flow'd) ; 


Two ſons (alas! unhappy ſons): ſhe bore; . ol ; 


- For; ah one ſpear ſhall drink each brother's 
And I ſucceed to flaughter d Polydore. gore; 
How from chat arm of terror ſhall I fly? 
Some dzmon urges! zis my doom to die! 
If; ever yet ſoft pity touch'd thy mind, 105 
Ah! think not me too much of Hector's kind ! 
Not the {ame mother gave thy ſuppliant breath, 
With his, who wrought thy los d Patroclus' death, 

Theſe words, attended with 2 ſhower af tears, 
The youth addreſt to unrelenting ears; 10 
Talk not of life, ot ranſom, (he replies) 
Patroclus dead; whoeyer meets me dies: 
In vain a ſingle Trojan ſues for grace; . 
But leaſt, the ſons of Priam's hateful race. _, 
Die then, my friends! what boots it to deplore 11.5 
The great, the good Patroclus is no more! 
He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 
*« And thou, doſt thou bewail mortality?“ 
Seeſt thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn, 
Sprung from a hero, from a Goddeſs born; 120 
The day ſhall come (which nothing can avert) 
When by the ſpear, the arrow, or the dart, 
By night or day, by force or by deſign, * 
Impending death and certain fate are mine. 
Die then he ſaid : and, as the word he ſpoke, 125 
The fainting ſtripling ſunk before the ſtroke: 
His hand ſorgot its graſp, and left the ſpear: 
While all his trembling frame confeſt his fear; 
Sudden, Achilles his broad ſword diſplay'd, 
And buried in his neck the recking blade. 130 
Prone fell the youth; and, panting on tke land, 
Fe guſhing purple dy'd the thirſty ſand; 
Ihe victor to the ſtream the carcaſe gave, 
And thus inſults him, floatigg on the wave: 

Lie there, Lycaon! let the fiſh ſurround 135 


* 
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[There no ſad mother ſhall thy funerals weep, : 
But ſwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 


4 


| Whoſe every wave ſome watery monſter / 


To-feaſt unpuniſh'd on the fat of kings. 140 
So periſn Troy, and all the Trojan line! 

Such ruin theirs, and ſuch eompaſſion mine. 
What boots you now Scamander's worſhipp'd 
4 ſtream, 9 0 | 

His earthly. honours, and immortal name 

In vain your immolated bulls are ſlain, 145 
Your living courſers glut his gulfs in vain: 

Thus he rewaxds you, with this bitter fate; 
Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete; 
Thus is aton'd Patrochus* honbur'd ſhade, 
And the ſhort abſence of Achilles paid. 150 
Theſe boaſtful words provoke the raging God; 
With fury ſwells the violated flood. 


To check Achilles, and to reſcue Troy? 

Mean while the hero ſpriugs in arms, to dare 154 
The great Aſteropeus to mortal war; 
The ſon of Pelagon, whoſe lofty line 
Flows from the fource of Axius, ſtream diving! 
(Fair Peribza's love the God had crown'd, + 
With all his refluent waters circled round), _ 160 
On him Achilles ruſh'd ; he fearleſs ſtood, 
And ſhook two ſpears, advancing from the flood; 
The flood impell'd him, on Pelides' head 

T* avenge his waters chok'd with heaps of dead. 


What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man? 
Who, or from whence? Unhappy is the ſire 
Whoſe ſon encounters our reſiſtleſs ire. 

O ſon of Peleus | what avails to trace 
(Reply'd the warrior) our illuſtrious race? 170 
From rich Pzonia's valleys I command, yi 


Arm'd with pbrtended ſpears, my native band ; 


Now ſhines the tenth bright morning ſince I 
came 


In aid of Illion tothe fields of fame: [175 


Axjus, who ſwells with all the neighbouring rills, 


| And wide around the floated region fills, 
4 Begat my ſire, whoſe ſpear ſuch glory won: 


Now lift thy arm, and try that hero's ſon !. 

Threatening he ſaid: the hoſtile chiefs advance; 
At once Aſteropeus diſcharg'd each lance 180 
(For both his dexterous hands the lance could 


14 —— eee en ; 
One ſtruck, but pierc'd not the Vulcanian ſhield; . 
4 One raZ'd Achilles hand ; the ſpouting blood 


Spun forth, in earth the faſten'd weapon ſtood. 
Like lightning next the Pelian jzvelin flies: 185 
Its erring fury hiſs'd along the ſkies; 


| Deep in che ſwelling bank was driven the ſpear, 


Ev'n to the middle earth'd; and quiver'd there. 
Then from his ſide the (word Pelides drew, 

And on his foe with doubled fury flew, 190 
The foe thrice tugg'd, and ſhook the rooted wood; 


_ | Repulfive of his might the weapon ſtood: 


The fourth, he tries to break the ſpear in vain; 
Bent as he ſtands, he tumbles to the plain; 

His belly open'd with a ghaſtly wound, I95 
The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 
Beneath the hero's feet he panting lies, 


And his eye darkens, and his ſpirit flies: 


While the proud victor thus triumphing ſaid, 1 


His radiant armour tearing from the dead: zo 


Thy bloated corpſe, and ſuck thy gery wound: 


What means divine may yet the Power employ, - 


Near as they drew, Achilles thus began; 165 
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Sprung from a river, didſt thou boaſt thy line? He ſeiz'd a bending bough, his ſteps to fiay ; 


But great Saturnius isthe ſource of mine. 
How doſt thou vaunt thy watery progeny? 205 
of Peleus, acus, and Jove, am I; | 

The race of theſe ſuperior far to thoſe, 

As he that thunders, to the ſtream that flows, 
What rivers can, Scamander might have ſhown ; 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars againſt his fon, 210 
Ev'n Acheloũs might contend in vain, 

And all the roaring billows of the main. 

I} eternal ocean, from whoſe fountains flow 
The ſeas, the rivers, and the ſprings below, 
The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 215 
And in his deep abyſles ſhakes with fear. 

He ſaid, then from the bank his javelin tore, 

And left the breathleſs warrior in his _ 
The floating tides the bloody carcaſe lave, 
And beat againſt it, wave ſucceeding wave; 220 
Till, roll'd between the banks, it lies, the food 
Of curling eels, and fiſhes of the lood. {[flain) 
All ſcatter'd round the ſtream (their mightieſt 
Th' amaz'd Pzonians ſcour along the plain: 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, 225 
Thrafius, Aſtypylus, and Mneſius ſlew; 
Mydon, Therſilochus, with Enius fell; 
And numbers more his lance had plung'd to hell ; 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, 
Scamander ſpoke; the ſhores return the ſound :230 
O firſt of mortals! (for the Gods are thine) 
In valour matchleſs, and in force divine! 
if Fove had given thee every Trojan head, 
'Tis not on me thy rage ſhould heap the dead. 
de! my chok'd ſtreams no more their courſe can 
| | [keep, 235 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep. 
Turn, then, impetuous! from our injur'd flood ; 
Content, thy ſlaughters could amaze a God. 

In human form confeſs'd before his eyes, 
Theriver thus, and thus the chief replies ; 
O ſacred ſtream ! thy word we ſhall obey; 
But not till Troy the deſtin'd vengeance pay : 
Not till within her towers the perjur'd train 1 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arms again: 
Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 245 
Or ſtain this lance, or ſee Achilles fall. 

He ſaid, and drove with fury on the foe. 
Then to the Godhead of the ſilver bow 
The yellow flood began : O ſon of Jove! 
Was not the mandate of the fire above 250 
Full and expreſs? that Phœbus ſhould employ 
His ſacred arrows in defence of Troy, 
And make her conquer, till Hyperion's fall 
In awful darkneſs hide the face of all? 

He ſpoke in vain—the chief without diſmay 255 
Ploughs through the boiling ſurge his deſperate 
Then, riſing in his rage above the ſhores, [way. 
From all his deep the bellowing river roars, 
Huge heaps of flain diſgorges on the coaſt, 
And round the banks the ghaſtly dead are toſt. 260 
While all before, the billows rang'd on high 
(A watery bulwark) ſkreen the bands who fly. 
Now burſting on his head with thundering ſound, 
The falling deluge whelms the hero round: 2 
Ts loaded ſhield bends to the ruſhing tide; 255 


240 


Loud flaſh the waters to the ruſhing fall | 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk diſplayd 
| Bridg'd the rough flood acroſs : the hero'ſtay'd” 
On this his weight, and, rais'd ppon his hand,'275 - 


| The man whoſe fury is the fate of Troy. 


And make my future liſe the ſport of Fate. 


Oh! had I died in fields of battle warm, 
Stretch'd like a hero, by a hero's arm Fo 
Might HeQor's ſpear this dauntleſs boſom rend, 


His feet, upborne, ſcarce the t: eng flood divide, 


* 


. } The plant, uprooted, to his weight gave way, 270 


Heaving the bank, and undermining all; 


2 * 


Leap'd from the channel, and regain'd the land. 


Then blacken'd the wild waves; the murmur roſe; 
The God purſues, a huger billow throws, | 


And burſts the bank, ambitious to deſtroy 


He, like the warlike eagle, ſpeeds his pace 
(Swifteſt and ſtrongeſt of th' atrial race) 
Far as a ſpear can fly; Achilles ſprings 

At every bound; his clanging armour rings : 


And winds. his courſe before the following tide; 
The waves flow after, whereſoe'er he wheels, © 
And gather faſt, and murmur at his heels, _ 
So, when a peaſant to his garden brings 


Soft rills of water from the bubbling ſprings, 290 
And calls the floods from high, to bleſs his bowers, 


And feed with pregnant flreams the plants 

flowers; ; 
Soon as he clears whate'er their paſſage ſtaid, 
And marks the future current with his ſpade, 


” * 


159 
$0 ends thy glory! Such the fate they prove, sliddering and ſtaggering. On the border ſtood 
Who ſtrive preſumptuous with the ſons of Jove. A ſpreading elm, that overhung the flood: 


"4 


280 


Nov here, now there, he turns on every ſide, 285. 


Swift o'er the rolling pebbles, down the hills, 295 


Louder and louder purl the falling rills; 
Before him ſcattering, they prevent his pains, / 
And ſhine in mazy wanderings o'er the plains, - | 
Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still ſwift Scamander rolls where'er he flies: 
Not all his ſpeed eſcapes the rapid floods; 


300 


The firſt of men, but not a match for Gods. 


Oft as he turn'd-the torrent to oppoſe, 
And bravely try if all the Powers were foes; 


- 


So oft the ſurge, in watery mountains ſpread, 305 


Beats on his back, or burſts upon his head. 
Yet dauntleſs ſtill the adverſe flood hes braves, 
And {till indignant bounds above the waves. 


Tir'd by the tides, his knces relax with toll ; 
Waſh'd from beneath him ſlides the ſlimy ſoil: 319 
When thus (his eyes on Heaven's expanſion 


thrown) 1 * 
Forth burſts the hero with an angry groan : 
Is there no God, Achilles ro befriend, 
No Power t' avert his miſerable end? 
Prevent, oh Jove! this ignominious date, 


Of all Heaven's oracles believ'd in vain, 
But molt of Thetis, muſt her ſoa complain; 


By Phœbus' darts ſhe propheſied my fall, 


In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. 


318 


320 


And my ſwift ſoul o'ertake my flaughter'd friend! 


Ah, no! ns meets a ſhameful fate, 


325 
Oh! how unWorthy of the brave and great 


[Like ſome vile ſwain, whom on a rainy my 


Crofling a ford, the torrent fweeps aW n, 

An unregarded carcaſe, to the ſea. . - 
Neptune and Pallas haſte to Eis relief, 

And thus in human form addreſ the chigf. 


230 
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Hector alone ſhall ſtand his fatal chance, 


Four the red torrent on the watery foe, 
- Corpſes and arms to-one bright ruin turn, 


160 POPE'S 


The Power of Ocean firſt: Forbear thy fear, 
O ſon of Peleus! Lo, thy Gods appear! 
Behold } from Jove deſcending to thy aid 
Propitious Neptune, and the blue-ey'd Maid. 335 
Stay, and the furious flood ſhall ceaſe to rave: 
*Tisnot thy fate to glut his angry wave. 

But thou, the counſel Heaven ſuggeſts, attend! 
Nor breathe from combat, nor thy ſword ſuſpend, 
Till Troy receive her flying ſons, till all 340 
Her ronted ſquadrons pant behind their wall ; 


—o_——— 


And HeQor's blood ſhall ſmoke upon thy lance. | 
Thine is the glory deom'd. Thus ſpake the Gods: 
Then ſwift aſcended to the bright abodes. 345 
Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impell'd, 
He ſprings impetuous, and invades the field: 
O'er all th'expanded'plain the waters ſpread ; 
Heap'd en the bounding billows dance the dead, 
Flaating midſt ſcatrer'd' arms; while caſques of 
gold 350 
And turn d- up bucklers glitter'd as they roll'd. 
High o'er the ſurging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
He wades and mounts; the parted wave reſounds. 
Not a whole river ſtops the hero's courſe, = 
While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 3 55 
With equal rage, indignant Xanthus roars, 
And lifts his billows, and o'erwhelms his ſhores. 


HOMER, 
Scorch all the banks! and- (till: eur voice reckin 


I Exertth' unwearied furies of the flame 


The Power ignipotent her word 
Wide o'er the plain he pours the boundle(s Wage; 


And the ſhrunk waters in their channel boil. 
As when autumnal Boreas ſweeps the ſky, 
And inſtant blows che water'd gardens dry: 

So look'd the field, fo whiten'd was the ground, 


| White Vulean breath'd-the fiery blaſt around. 410 
gwift on the ſedgy reeds the ruin preys ; 


Along the margin winds the running Mare: : 
The trees in flaming rows to aſhes turn, 
The flowery lotos and the tamarifk burn, 


The eels lie twiſting in the pangs of death; 
Now flounce aloft, now dive, the ſcaly fry, a 
Or, gaſping, turn their belſies to the fry. 420 
At length the river rear'd his languid head, | 
And thus, ſhort-paitting, to the God he ſaid : 

Oh, Vulcan! oh! what power refiſts thy might? 


11 faint, I fink, unequal to the fight 


L yield —Let lion fall, if Fate decree; 425 


Ah, bend no more thy fiery arms on me 


He ceas'd; wide conflagration blazing round; 1 


Then thus to Simois: Haſte, my brother flood! The bubbling waters yield a hiſſing found. 


And check this mortal, that controls a God: 
Our braveſt heroes elſe ſhall quit the fight, 360 
And llion tumble from her towery height. = 
Call then thy ſubject ftreams, and bid them roar, 
From all thy fountains ſwell thy watery ſtove, 4 
With broken rocks, and with a load of dead, 
Charge the black ſurge, and pour it on his head, 365 
Mark how reſiſtleſs through the floods he goes, 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes ! J 
But nor that force, nor form di vine to ſight, 0 
Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite: a 
Whelm'd under our dark gulfs thoſe arms ſhall lie, 
That blaze fo dreadful in each Trojan eye; 371 
And deep beneath a ſandy mountain harl'd. 
Immers d remain this terror of the world, ' 
Such ponderous ruin ſhall confound the place, 
No Greek ſhall e' er his periſh*d relicks grace, 375 
No hand his bones ſhall gather, or inhume; 
Theſe his cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 

He ſaid; and on the chief deſcends amain. 
Increas'd with gore, and ſwelling with the flain. 
Then murmuring from his beds, he boils, he 

4 raves, 7 380 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves: 

At every ſtep, beſore Achilles ſtood 
The crimſon ſurge, and delug'd him with blood. 
Fear touch'd che —_ of Heaven: the faw diſ- 

may d;: 

She call'd aloud, antſemmontd Vulcan? s aid. 385 

Riſe to the war } th' infulting flood requires 
Thy -wiſtefut arm: affemble all thy fires! 

While to their aid, by our eommand- enjoin' 'd, '4 
Ruſk.the ſwift-eafters and the weſtern wind. 4 
Theſe from old Ocean at my word /fhall blow. 390 


" 


*** 
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And hifling rivers to their bottoms burn. 
Go, mighty in thy rage! diſplay thy power, [400 


As when the flames beneath a caldron riſe, 


To melt the fat of ſome rich ſacrifice, 430 


Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 

The waters foam, the heavy ſmoke aſpires: \ 

So boils th' impriſon'd flood, forbid to flow, 
And, chok'd with vapours, feels his bottom 00; 


To Juno then, imperial Queen of Air, 435 
1 The 3 river ſends his earneſt prayer: 


by, Saturnia! muſt thy ſon engage 10 


c Fog on me, with all his waſteful ra 


On other Gods his dreadful arm 95 ” 
For mightier Gods aſſert the cauſe of Troy. 440 
Submiſſive i deſiſt, if thou command: 

But, ah! withdraw this all-deftroying hand. 
Hear then my ſolemn oath, to yield to Face ; 


1 Unaided Ilion, and her deftin'd ſtate, ' 1445 


Till Greece Hall ird her with deſtructive flame, 


And in one ruin fink the Trojan name. 


His warm entreaty toneh'd Saturnia's ear: 


She bade th' Ignipotent his rage forbear, 


Recall the flame, nor in a mortal cauſe 
Infeſt a God: th' obedient flame withdraws: 450 
Again, the branching ſtreams begin to ſpread, 
And ſoſt re- murmur in their wonted bed. 

While theſe by Juno' s ill the ſtrife reſign, 
The warring Gods in fierce contention uk 
Re-kindling rage each heavenlybreaft alarms; 455 
Wich horrid clangor ſhock'd th' ztherial arms: 
Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpet found; 
And wide beneath them groans the rending 

ground. 

Jove, as his ſport, the dreadful ſcene deſcries, (abo 


| The Power of Battles lifts his brazen fpeat, 


And firſt aſſaults the radiant Queen of War: 


+ 


What mov'd thy madneſs thus to difunite 
Ztherial minds, and mix all Heaven 9710 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic 465 


Drink the-whole flood, the crackling trees devour. 


Thou drov'ſt a mortal to inſult a God? 


At once conſumes the dead, and dries the ſoil, 495 


Broad elm, and cypreſsrifing in a fpire; 415 
| The watery willows hiſs before the fire. e 
Now glow the waves, the fiſhes pant for breath, 


And views contending Gods with careleſs eyes. 


WW. ee e r i ut A 
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Thy impious hand Tydides' javelin bore, 
And madly bath'd it in celeſtial gore. 

He ſpoke, and {.note the loud-reſounding ſhield, 

Which bears Jove's thunder on its dreadful field; 
7 he adamantine ægis of her fire, 1 
hat turns the glancing bolt and forked ſire. 
Then heav'd the Goddeſs in her mighty hand 
A ſtone, the limit of the neighbouring land, 
There fix d from eldeſt times; black, craggy, vaſt . 
This at the heavenly homicide ſhe caſt. 476 
7Jhandering he falls, a maſs of monſttous fize ; 
And ſeven broad acres covers as he lies, 
The ſtunning Rroke his ſtubborn nerves unbound z 
Loud o'er the fields his ringing arms reſound: 480 
The ſcornful dame her conqueſt views with ſmiles, 
And, glorying, thus the proſtrate God reviles 

Haſt thau not yet, inſatiate fury! known 
How far Miner va's force tranſcends thy own ? 
208 whom thou rebellious dar'ſt withſtand, 

orrets thy folly thus by Fallas? hand 486 
Thus meets thy broken faith with juſt diſgrace, 
And partial aid to Proy's perfidious race. 

The Goddeſs ſpoke, and turn'd her eyes away, 
That, beaming round, diffus'd celeſtial day, 490 
Tove's Cyprian daughter, ſtooping on the land, 
ant to the wounded God her tender hand: 
Slowly he rifes, {carcely breathes with pain, 

And, propt on her fair arm, forſakes the plain. 
This the bright Empreſs of the heavens ſurvey'd. 
And, ſcoffing thus, to War's victorious Maid: 496 

Lo! What an aid on Mars's fide is ſeen! 

The Smiles' and Love's unconquerable Queen! 
Mark with what inſolence, in open view, 
She moves: let Pallas, if ſhe dares, purſue. 500 

Minerva ſmiling heard, the pair o'ertook, 

And flightly on her breaſt the wanton ſtrook ; 
dhe, unxeſiſting, fell (her ſpirits fed); 

On earth together lay the lovers ſpread ; 

And hike theſe heroes, be the fate of all 50 5 
{Minerva cries) who guard the Trojan wall! 

To Grecian Gods ſuch let the Phrygians be, 

50 dread, fo fierce, as Venus is to me; 
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Mad as he was, he threaten'd ſervile bands, 

And doom'd us exiles far in barbarous lands, 
Incens'd, we heavenward fled with ſwilfteſt wing, 
And deſtin'd vengeance on the perjur'd king. 535 
Doſt thou, for this, afford proud llion grace, 
And not, like us, infeſt the faithleſs race; 

Like us, their preſent, future ſons deſtroy, 

And from its deep foundations heave their Troy? 

Apollo thus: To combat for mankind, 540 
Ill ſairs the wiſdom of celeſtiat mind: 

For what is man? Calamitous by birth, _ 
They owe their life and nouriſhment to earth ; 
Like yearly leaves, that, now with beauty crown'd, 
Smile on the ſun; now wither on the ground. 545 
To their vwn hands commit the frantic ſcene, 

Nor mix immortals in a cauſe fo mean. 

Then turns his face, far-beaming heavenly fires, 
And from the ſenior Power ſubmils retires; 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, 450 
The quiver'd huntreſs of the ſylvan ſhades: 

And is it thus the youthful Phœbus flies, 

And yields to Ocean's hoary Sire the prize? 

How vain that martial pomp and dreadful ſhow 

Of pointed arrows, and the ſilver bow 555 

Nov boaſt no more, in yon celeſtial bower, 

Thy force can match the great earth-thaking 
| Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid; 
Not fo Saturnia bore the vaunting ma id; a 
But furious thus: What inſolence has driven 560 
Thy pride to face the Majeſty of Heaven ? 

What though, by Jove the female pla ue defign'd, 
Fierce to the feeble race of woman-kind, 

The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart; 
Thy ſex's tyrant, with a tyger's heart ? 365 
What though, tremendous in the wood and chalc, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the ſavage race? 

{| How dares thy raſhneſs on the Powers divine 
Employ thoſe arms, or match thy force with mine ? 
Learn hence, no mere unequal war to wage— 570 
She ſaid, and ſeis'd her wriſts with eager rage; 
Theſe in her left hand lock'd, her right unty'd _ 


Then from the loweſt ſtone ſhall Troy be mov'd— ] The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 


Thus ſhe; and Juno with a ſmile approv'd. 510 
Mean time, to mix in more than mortal fight, 
The God of Ocean dares the God of Light: 
What floth hath ſeiz'd us, when the fields around 
Ring with conflicting powers, and heaven returns 
the ſound? = 
Shall, ignominious, we with ſhame retire, 515 
No deed perform'd, to our Olympian Sire? 
Come, prove thy arm! for firſt the war to wage, 
Suits not my greatneſs, or ſuperior age: 
Rath as thou art to prop the Trojan throne 
Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own) of 
And guard the race of prad Laomedon! 
Halt thou forgot how, at the monarch's prayer, 
We ſhar'd the lengthen'd labours of a year'? 
Troy's wall 1 rais'd (for ſuch were Jove's com- 
mands) "FIVE 
And yon proud bulwatks grew beneath my hands: 
hy taſk it was to feed the bellowing droves 
Along fair Ida's vales and pendent groves. 
But when the cireling ſeaſuns in their train 
Brought back the grateful day that crown'd- our 
With menace tern the fraudful king defy'd [pain, 
* _ . and the prize deny d: 541 
01. 1 : 


About her temples flies the buſy bow: {575 
Now here, now there, ſhe winds her from the blow; 
The ſcattering arrows, rattling from the caſe, 
Drop round, and idly mark the daſty place. 

| Swift from the field the baled huntreſs flies, 

And ſcarce retains the torrent in her eyes; - 
So, hen the falcon wings her way above, 520 
To the cleft cavern ſpeeds the geatle dove, 

(Not fated yet to die) there Tafe retreats, _ 

Yet ſtill her heart againſt the marble heats. 

To her Latona, haſtes with tender care, {5%5 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war x 
How ſhall | face the dame, who gives delight 
To him whoſe thunders blacken heaven with night? 
Go, matchleſs Goddeſs! triumph in the Kies, 
And boaſt my copqueſt, while I yield the prize. 

He ſpoke; and paſt; Latona, ſtooping low, 390 
Collects the ſcatter'd ſhafts, and fallen bow, | 

That, _ on the dvit, lay here aud there 
1 Diſhonour'd relicks of Diana's war. 2 


| Ther Gvife purſucd her to the bleſt hole, [595 


'Where-all-confus'd the ſought the Sovcreign God; 
Weeping ſhe graſp'd his knees: th'ambrolial * 
Shook with her ſighs, and panted en her breath, 


| 


/ 
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The Sire ſaperior ſmil'd ; and bade her ſhow 
What heavenly hand had caus'd his daughter's woe? 
Abaſh'd, ſhe names his own Imperial ſpouſe; 

And the pale creſcent fades upon her brows, 601 

Thus they above; while ſwiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Ilion's facred town: 

The Zuardian God now trembled for her wall, 
And fear'd the Greeks, tho” Fate forbade her fall 
Back to Olympus, from the war's alarms, 606 
Return the ſhining bands of Gods in arms; 

Some proud in triumph, ſome with rage on fire ; 
And take their thrones around th' ætherial Sire, 
Throꝰ blood, thro” death, Achilles ſtill proceeds, 610 
O'er ſlaughter'd heroes, and o'er rolling ſteeds. 
As when avenging flames, with fury, driv'n 

On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heaven; 


The pale inhabitants, ſome fall, ſome fly; 


And the red vapours purple all the ſky :; 615 
$0 rag'd Achilles; death and dire diſmay ; 
And toils, and terrors, fill'd the dreadful day. 
High on a turret hoary Priam ſtands, 


| And marks the waſte of his deſtructive hands; 


Views, from his arm, the Trojan's ſcatter'd flight, 
And the near hero riſing on his fight ! 621 
No ſtep, no check, no aid! With feeble pace, 
And ſettled ſorrow on his aged face, 

Faſt as he could, he ſighing quits the walls; 

And thus, deſcending, on-the-guards he calls: 625 
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So may I reach, conceal'd, the cooling flood, 
Erom my tir'd body waſh the dirt and blood, 665 
As ſoon as night her duſky veil extends, 
Return in ſafety to my Trojan friends, 
What if—But wherefore all this vain debate? 
Stand I to doubt, within the reach of Fate? 
Ev'n now perhaps, ere yet Iturn the wall, 67@ 
The fierce Achilles ſees me, and I fall; 
Such is his ſwiftneſs 'tis in vain to fly, | 
And ſuch his valour, that who ſtands muſt die. 
Howe'er tis better, fighting for the ſtate, 
Here, and in public view, to meet my fate, 675 
Vet ſure he too is mortal! he may feel 
(Like all the ſons of earth) the force of ſtee); 
| One only ſou} informs that dreadfil frame; 
And Jove's ſole favour gives him all his fame. 

He ſaid, and ſtood collected in his might: 68e 
And all his beating boſom claim'd the fight. 
So from fome deep-grown wood a panther ſtarts, 
| Rous'd from his thicket by a ſtorm of darts: 
Of ſhouting hunters, and'of clamorons Founds ; 
Tho' ſtruck, tho' wounded fcarce perceives the 

pain; 2 155 

And the barb'd javelin ſtings his breaſt in vain: 
On their whole war, untam'd the ſavage flies; 


And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 


Not leſs reſolv'd, Antenor's valiant heir 699 


© You, to whoſe care our city-yates belong, -] Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, 


Set wide your portals to the flying throng : 


For lo! he comes with unreſitted ſway ; 

He comes, and deſolation marks his way! [630 

But when within the walls our troops take breath, 

Lock faſt the brazen bars, and ſhut out death, 

Thus charg'd the reverend monarch ; wide were 
flung 


The opening folds; the ſounding hinges rung, 


Phebus ruſn d forth, the flying bands to meet; 


Struck flaughter back, and cover'd the retreat, 635 


On heaps the Trojans crowd to gain the gate, 
And, gladſome, ſee their Jaft eſcape from Fate, 
Thither, all parch'd with thirſt, a heartleſs train, 
Hoary with duſt, they beat the hollow plain: 
And gaſping, panting, fainting, labour on 640 
With heavier ſtrides, that lengthen'd row'rd the 

Enrag' d Achilles follows with his ſpear; (town. 
Wild with revenge, inſatiable of war. 

Then had the Greeks eternal praiſe acquir'd, 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retir d; 645 
But + he, the God who darts ztherial flame, 
Shut down to ſave her, and redeem her fame. 


To young Agenor force divine he gave 


(Antepor's offspring, haughty, bold, and brave) ; 
In aid of him, beſide the beech he fate, 650 
And, wrapt in clouds, reftrain'd the hand of Fate. 
When now the generous youth Achilles ſpies, 
Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions riſe. 
(So, ere a ſtorm, the waters heave and roll}; 
He ſtops and queſtions thus his mighty ſoul; 6535 
What! ſhall I fly this terror of the plain? 

Like others fly, and be like others ſlain ? 

Vain hope! to ſhun him by the ſelf-fame road, 
Yon line of flaughcer'd Trojans lately trod. 

No: with the common heap I ſcorn to fall 660 
What if they paſs'd me to the Trojan wall, 
While I decline to yonder path, that leads 
&- Ida's foreſts and ſurrounding ſhades? 

1 F Apollo, © | 


Diſdainful of retreat : high-held before, 

- His ſhield, (a broad circumference) he bore; 

Then, graceful, as he ſtood in act to throw 

The lifted javelin, thus beſpoke the foe : 695 
How proud Achilles glories in his fame ! 

And hopes this day to fink the Trojan name 

Beneath her ruins! Know, that hope is vain ; 

A thouſand woes, a thouſand toils, remain. 

Parents and children our juſt arms employ, 7c 

And ſtrong, and many, are the ſons of 'Troy. 

Great as thou art, ev'n thou may'ſt lain with gore 

Theſe Phrygian fields, and preſs a foreign ſhore. 
He faid ; with matchleſs force the javelin flung 

| Smote on his knee; the hollow cuiſhes rung) 

Beneath the pointed ſteel; but fafe from harms 

He ſtands impaſſive in the ztherial arms. 

Then, fiercely ruſhing on the darling foe, 

| His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow: 


» 


The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 

Safe from purſuit, and ſhut from mortal view, 
Diſmifs'd with fame the favour'd youth withdrew. 
Meanwhile the God, to cover their eſcape, e 
Aſſumes Agenor's habit, voice and ſhape, 715 
Flies from the furious chief in this diſguiſe; 

The furious chief ſtill follows where he flies. 
Now o'er the fields they ſtretch with lengthen'd 


ſtrides, | liges: 


Now urge the courſe where ſwift Scamander 


The God, now diſtant ſcarce a ſtride before, 720 
Tempts his purſuit, and wheels about the ſhore; 
While all the flying troops their ſpeed employ, 
And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy: 


No ſtop, no ſtay; no thought to aſk, or tell, 


Who ſcap'd by flight, or who by battle fell. 725 


['was tumult all, and violence of flight; 


And ſudden joy confus d, and mix'd affright: 
| Pale Troy againſt Achilles ſhuts her gate; 


And nations breathe; deliver d from their fate 


Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the ſounds [683 


| But, jealous of his fame, Apollo ſhrouds 710 
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BOOK XXII. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Death of Hector. 


De Trojans being Jafe within the walls, Hector only flays to oppoſe Achilles. Priom is flruck at bis appreach, 


and tries to perſuade bis fon to re-enter the town. Hecuba joins ber entreaties, but in wain. 


Heclon conjults 


within himſelf what meaſures to tate ; but, at the advance of Achilles, bis r efolution fails him, and he flies : 


Achiiles purſues bim thrice round the walls of Troy. 


The Gol debats concerning the fate of Hector; 


at length Minerva deſcends to the aid of Achilles, She deludes. Hector in the ſhape of Deiplobus; be undi 
the combat, and is flain. Achilles drugs the dead body at vis chariot, in the ſight of Priem and Hecuba. 


Their lamentations, tears, and deſpair. 
this, was reiired into the inner 


Their cries reach the ears of Aniramache, who, ignorant. of 
G part of the palace, Joe mounts uf to the vll, and Lehulds ber dead bufband. 
Sb: ſiuuons at the ſpretacle, Her exceſs of grief and lamentation, | | 


The thirticth day ftill continues, The ſeene lies under the walls ang on the battlements of a roy. 


uus to their bulwarks, ſmit with panic fear, 
The herded lions ruſh like driven deer; 
There ſafe, they wipe their briny drops away,. 
Aad drown in bewls the labours of the day. 
Cloſe to the walls, advancing o'er the fields 5 
| beneath one roof of well- compacted ſhiclds, 
Far-{tretching in the ſhade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector ſingly ſtaid ; chain'd down by Fate, 
There fixt he ſtood before the Scæan gate; Io 
Sul] his bold arms determin'd to employ, 
The guardian ſtill of long- deſended Troy. 
Apollo now to tir'd Achilles turns 
(The Power confeſt in all his glory burns). 
| ud what (he cries) has Peleus ſon in view, 
Vith mortal ſpeed a Godhead to purſue ? 
for not to thee to know the Gods is given, 
Unſkill'd to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forſook the plain? 
- Vain thy paſt labour, and thy preſent vain; 20 
dale in their walls are now her troops beſtow'd, 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 
The chief incens'd-—Too partial God of Day : 
To check my conqueſts in the middle way: 
How few in llion elſe had refuge found! 25 
What gaſping numbers now had bit the ground! 
Thou robb'ſt me of a glory juſtly mine, | 
Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine ; 


— 


* 


* 


. Mean fame, alas for one of heavenly ſtrain, 
To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain. 30 
q | Then to the city terrible and ſtrong, 


With high and haughty Reps he tower'd along. 
do the proud courſer, victor of the prize, 
To the near goal with double ardour flies ; 
Him, as he blazing ſhet acroſs the field, 
r The careful eyes of Priam firſt beheld. 
Not half ſo dreadful riſes to the fight, 
Through the thick gloom of ſome tempeſtuous 
night, ; 
Orion's dog (the year when autumn weighs) 
And o'er the feebler ſtars exerts his rays ; 
Mb Terrific glory! for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
$ flam'd his fiery mail. Then wept the ſage ; 
Rc ſuikes his reverend head, now white with age; 


35 


40 


| and thus adjures him with extended hands: 
March, bending on, the Greck's embodied powers, 


He lifts his wither'd arms; obteſts the ſkies; 4g 
He calls his much- lov'd ſon with feeble cries; . 
The ſon, reſolv'd Achilles' force to dare, 8 
Full at the Scæan gates expects the war; 
While the ſad father on the rampart ſtands, 

8. 
Ah, ſtay not, ſtay not! guardleſs and alone 5 
Hector! my lov'd, my deareſt, braveſt ſon ! 


Methinks already I behold thee Nain, 
and ſtretch'd beneath that fury of the plain, 


Implacable Achilles! might'ſt thou be 

o all the Gods no dearer than to me! 

Thee, vultures wild ſhould ſcatter round 
ſhore, | , 

And bloody dogs grow fiercer fram thy gare. 

How many valiant ſons ] late enjoy d, 

Valiant in vain! by thy curſt arm deſtroy'd : 

Or, worſe than flaughter'd, fold in diſtant iſles 

To ſhameful bondage and unworthy toils. 

we, while I ſpeak, my eyes in vain war, 


. 
the 


60 


Two from one mother ſprung, my Polydore, 
And lov'd Lycaon; now perhaps no more! 65 
Oh! if in yonder hoſtile camp they live, 
What heaps of gold, what treaſures, would I give! 
(Their grandſire's wealth, by right of birth their 
own, 

Conſign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne) ; 
But if (which Heaven forbid) already loft, 
All pale they wander on the Stygian coaſt, 
What ſorrows then muſt their ſad mother know, 
What anguiſh 1! unutterable woe! 4 
Yet leſs that anguiſh, leſs to her, to me, 
Leſs to all Troy, if not depriv'd of thee. 
Yet ſhun Achilles! enter yet the wall; 
And ſpare thyſelf, thy father, ſpare us all! 
Save thy dear life; or, if a ſoul ſo brave 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory fave. 
Pity, while yet I live, theſe filver hairs; 
While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Yereurſt with ſenſe! a wretch whom in his rage 
(All trembling on the verge of helpleſs age} 
Great Jove has plac'd, ſad ſpectacle of pain! 
The bitter dregs of Fortunc's cup to drain: 
To fill with ſcenes of death his cloſing eyes, 
And number all his days by miſerics ! 
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My heroes ſlain, my bridal bed o'erturn'd, 

My daughters raviſh'd, and my city bura'd : 

My bleeding infants daſh'd againſt the floor; 90 
Theſe I have yet to ſee, perhaps yet more! 
Perhaps ev'n I, reſerv'd by angry Fate 


The laſt fad relick of my ruin'd ſtate 


(Dire pomp of ſovereign wretchedneſs! muſt fall, 
And ſtain the pavement of my regal hall; 95 
Where famiſh'd dogs, late guardians of my door, 
Shall lick their mangled maſter's ſpatter'd gore. 
Yet for my ſons I thank you, Gods} 'twas well; 
Well have they periſh'd; for in fight they fell. 
Who dies in youth and vigour, dies the heſt, 100 
Struck through with wounds, all honeſt, on the 
breaſt, | 
But when the Fates, in fulneſs gf their rage, 
Spurn the hoar head of unreſiſting age, 
In duſt the reverend'lineaments deform, 
And pour to dogs the life-blood ſcarcely warm; 195 
This, this is miſery! the laſt, the worſt, 
That man can feel; man, fated to be curſt ! 
He ſaid; and, acting what no words could ſay, 
Rent from his head the ſilver locks away. 


With him the mournful mother bears a part; 110 


Yet all their ſorrows turn not Hector's heart: 
The zone unbrac'd, her bofom ſhe diſplayd; 
And thus, faſt-falling the ſalt tears, ſne ſaid: 


Have mercy on me, O my ſon! revere 


The words of age; attend a parent's prayer l 115 


If ever thee in theſe fond arms I preſt, 

Or ſtill'd thy infant clamours at this breaſt ; 

Ah, do not thus our helpleſs years forego, 

Bat, by our walls ſecur'd, repel the ſoc, 

Againſt his rage if ſingly thou proceed, 120 

Should'ſt thou (but Heaven avert it!) ſhould'ſt 
thou bleed, 5 

Nor mult thy corpſe lie honour'd on the bier, 


Nor {pouſe, nor mother, grace thec with a tear; 


Far from our pious rites, thoſe dear remains - 

Muſt feaſt the vultures on the naked plains. 125 
So they; while dozyn their cheeks the torrent 

roll: 

But fix'd remains the purpoſe of his ſoul; 

Reſolv'd he ſtands; and with a fiery glance 

Expects the hero's terrible advance. 

So, roll'd up in bis den, the ſwelling ſnake 130 

Beholds the traveller approach the brake; 

When, fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 

Have gather'd half the poiſons of the plains; 

He burng, he ſtiffens with collected ire, 

And his red eye- balls glare with living fire, 135 


1 4 


Beneath a turret, on his ſhield reclin'd, 
He ſtood; and queſtion'd thus his mighty mind ; 
Where lies my way? To enter in the wall? 
Honour and ſhame th' ungenerous thought recall? 
Shall proud Polydamas before the gate 140 
Proclaim, his councils are obey'd too late ; 

Which timely follow'd but the former night, 
What numbers had been ſav'd by Hector's flight! 
That wiſe advice rejected with diſdain, 

I feel my folly in my people flain. 145 
Methinks my ſuffering country's voice I hear, 
But maſt, her worthleſs ſons inſult my ear; 
On my raſh courage charge the chance of war, 
And blame thoſe virtues which they cannot ſhare. 
No—if I e'er return, return I muſt 
Glorious, my country's terror laid in duſt ; 


4 


150 
ö 


| 


Or, if 1 periſh, let her ſee me fall 

In field at leaſt, and fighting for her wall, 

And yet, ſuppoſe theſe meaſures I forego, 
Approuch unarm'd, and parley with the foe, 185 


down, 
And treat on terms of peace to ſave the town : 
The wife withheld, the treaſure 4ll-detain'd, 
(Cauſe of the war, and grievance of the land) 
With honourable juſtice to reſtore ; 160 
And add half Ilion's yet remaining ſtore, 
Which Troy ſhall, ſworn, produce; that injur'd 
Greece : peace ? 
May ſhare our wealth, and leave our walls in 
But why this thought ? Unarm'd if I ſhould go, 


| What hope of mercy from this vengeful for, 165 


But woman-like to fall, and fall without a( 
blow ? ee 


We greet not here as man converſing man, 


"| Met. at an oak, or journeyiug o'er a plain 


No ſeaſon now for calm familiar talk; 

Like youths and maidens in an evening walk: 170 
War is our buſineſs; hut to whom is given 

To die or triumph, that determine Heaven! 
Thus pondering, like a God the Greck drew vigh; 
His dreadful plumage nadded from on high; 
The Pelian javelin, in his better hand, 175 


And on his breaſt the beamy ſplendor ſhone 
Like Jove's own lightning, or the riſing fun : 
As Hector ſees, unuſual terrors riſe, | 
Struck hy ſome God, he fears, recedes, and flies: 180 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls bchind : 
Achilles follows like the winged wind. 
Thus at the panting dove a falcon flies 
(The ſwifteſt racer of the liquid ſkies) 
Juſt when he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey, 185 
Qbliquely wheeling through th' aerial way, 
With open beak aud, ſhrilling cries he ſprings, 
And aims his claws, and ſhoots upon his wings. 
No leſs fore-right the rapid chaſe they held, 
Oneourg'd by fury, one by fear impell'd; 199 
Now circling round the walls their courſe maintain, 
Where the high watch-tower overlooks the plaiu; 
Now where the fig-trees ſpread their umbraye 
broad Ts | 
(A wider, compaſs) ſmoke along the read. 
Next by Scamander's double ſource they bound, 193 
Where twofam'd fountains burſt theparted ground; 
This hot through ſcorching clefts is ſeen to riſe, - 
With exhalations ſteaming to the ſkies; : 
That the green banks in ſummer's heat o'erflows, 
Like cryſtal clear, and cold as winter fnows. 200 
Each guſhing ſount a marble ciſtern fills, 
Whole poliſh'd bed receives the falling rills; 
Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm'd by Greece) 
Waſh'd their fair garments in the days of peace. 
By theſe they paſs d, one chafing, one in flight 205 
(The mighty fled, purſued by ſtronger might). 
Swift was the courſe; no vulgar prize they play, 
No vulgar victim muſt reward the day : 
Such as in races crown the ſpeedy ſtrife). 


| Theprize contended was great Hector's life. 210 


As when ſome hero's funerals are decreed, 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead; 


here high re war ds the vigorous youth inflame 
( 


7 N 


Some golden tripod or ſore lovely dame] 


The warrior-ſhicld, the helm, and lance, l. 


Shot trembling rays, that glitter'd o'er the land ; | 
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The panting courſers ſwiftly turn the goal, 215 
And with them. turns the rais'd. ipeQators' ſoul ; | 
Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly; 
The gazing Gods Jean forward from the ſæy: 

To whom, while exper on the chace they look, 

Ihe Sire of mortals and immortals ſpoke ; 220 

Unworthy fight! the man belov'd of Heaven, 
Pcheld, inglorious round yon city driven! 

My heart partakes the generous Hector's pain; 

Hector, whoſe zeal whole hecatombs has {lain, | 225 

W hoſe grateful fumes the Gods receiv'd with joy, 

From Ida's ſummits, and the towers of Troy: 

Now ſce him flying! to his fears reſign'd; 

And Fate, and fierce Achilles, cloſe behind. 

Confult, ye Powers | (tis worthy your debate) 

Whether to ſnatch him from impending fate, 230 

Or let him bear, by ſtern Pelides flain 

(Good as he is) the lot impos'd on man. 

Then Pallas thus: Shall he whoſe vengeance 
forms 

The forky bolt, and blackens Heaven with ſtorms, 

chall he prolong one Trojan's forfeit breath! 235 

A man, a mortal, pre-ordain'd to death! 

And will no murmurs fill the courts above? 

No Gods indignant blame their partial ? 
Go then ſreturn'd the Sire) without delay, 
Exert thy will: I give the Fates their way, 240 
dwift, at the mandate pleas'd, Tritonia flies, 
And ſtoops im petuous from the cleaving ſkies. 

As through the foreſt, o'er the vale and lawn, 
The well-breath'd beagle drives the flying fawn ; 
In vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 245 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket ſhakes; 
Sure of the vapour in. the tainted dews, | 
The certain hound his various maze purſues, 
Thus, ſtep by ſtep, where'er the Trojan wheel'd, 
There ſwift Achilles compaſs'd: round the field. 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 2351 
And hopes th' aſſiſtance of his pitying friends, 
(Whoſe ſhowering arrows, as he cours'd below, 
Irom the high turrets might oppreſs the foe) 

So oft Achilles turns him to the plain; 255 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. Ef 
As men in ſlumber. ſeem with ſpeedy pace 

One to purine, and one to lead the chace, 

Their ſinking limbs the fancy'd courſe forſake, 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake; 260 
No leis the labouring heroes pant and ſtrain; 
While that but flics, and this purſues, in vain. 
What God, O Muſe! aſſiſted HeQor's force, 
With Fate itſelf ſo long to hold the courſe ? 
Phœbus it was; who, in his lateſt hour, 265 
Endued his knees with ſtrength, his nerves with 


power; | 

And great Achilles, leſt ſome Greeks advance 

Should ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance, 

dign'd. to the troops to yieid mis foe the way, 

And leave untouch'd the honours. of the day. 270 
Jove lifts the golden balances, that ſhow. 

The fates of mortal men, and things. below ; 

Here each contending hero's lot he tries, {275 


And weighs, with equal hand, their deſtinies. 


Low ſinks the ſcale, ſurcharg'd with Hector's fate; 
Heavy with death it ſinks, and hell receives the 
weight. 5 
Then Pbhœbus left him. Fierce Minerva flies 
To ſtern Pelides, and triumphiog cries ; 


; 16 
Oh, lov'dof Jove! this day our labours ceaſe, * 
And conqueſt blazes with full beams on Greece. 2 80 
Great Hector falls; that Hector fam'd fo far, 
Drunk with renown, inſatiable of war, 

Falls by thy hand, and mine } nor force nor flight 
Shall more avail him, nor his God of Light. 

See, where in vain he ſupplicates above, 


4 Roll'd at the fect of unrelenting Jove ! 4 


Reſt here: myſelf will lead the 1 rojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he capnot ſhun. 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obey'd; and reſted, on hislance, reclin'd. 290 


| While like Deiphobus the martial Dame 


{Her face, her geſture, and her arms, the ſame) 
In ſhow and aid, by hapleſs HeRor's fide 
Approach'd, and greets him thus with voice bely d: 
Too long, O Hector, have I borne the fight 293 
Of this diſtreſs, and ſorrow'd in thy flight; 

It fits us now a noble ſtand to make, 

And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. 

Then he: O prince! ally'd in blood and fame, 

Dearer than all that own a brother's name; 300 


[Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore, 


Long try'd, long lov'd ; much lov'd, but honour d 
more ! 
Since you, of all your numerous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardleſs of your own. [305 
Again the Goddeſs : Much my father's prayer, 
And much my mother's, preſt me to forbear: 
My friends embrac'd my knees, adjur'd my ſtays 
But ſtronger love impelbd, and obey. 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, 
Let the ſteel ſparkle, and the javelin fly: 310 
Or let us ſtretch Achilles on the field, 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 
Fraudſul ſhe ſaid; then ſwiftly march'd before; 
The Dardan hero ſhuns his foe no more. 
Sternly they met. The ſilence Hector broke; 315 
| His dreadful plumage nodded; as he ſpoke : | 
Enough, O ſon. of Peleus! Troy has-view'd 
Her walls thrice circled; and her chief purſued. 
But now ſome Gad within me bids me try 
Thine, or my fate ; I kill thee, or I die, 320 
:Yet on the verge of battle let us ſtay, 


And fora moment's ſpace ſuſpend the day; 


Let Heaven's high powers be call'd to arbitrate 
Ihe juſt conditions of this ſtern debate. 
(Eternal witneſſes of all below, 


And faithful guardians of the treaſur'd vow ** 
o them I ſwear; if, victor in the ſtrife, | 


{ Jove by theſe hands ſhall ſhed-thy noble life, 


No vile diſhonour ſhall thy corpſe purſue ; 
Stript of its arms alone. (the conqueror's due} 330. 
The reſt to Greece uninjurꝭd I'll reſtore: : 
Now plight thy mutual oath, I aſk no more. 
| Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 
While anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes) 
-Deteſted as thou art, and ought to-be, 335: 
Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights wich thee : * * 
Such pacts as lambs and rapid wolves combine, 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 
To ſuch. I call the Gods! one conſtant ſtate 

Of laſting rancour. and eternal hate; 340 
No thought but rage and never-cealing-ſtrife, 
Till death extinguiſh rage, and thought, and liſe. 
Rouſe then thy forces this important hour, 7 


Collect thy ſoul, and call forth all thy pow oe 


— 
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No farther ſubterfuge, ne farther chance ; 
is Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance. 
Each Grecian ghoſt by thee depriv'd of breath 


' H.OMEPR.. 


Gave entrance: throngh that penetrable part 
Furious he drove the well- directed dart: 
Nor pierc'd the wind- pipe yet, nor took. the power 


Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 350 Of ſpeech, unhappy ! from thy dying hour. 


He ſpoke, and launch'd his javelin at the ſoc; 
But Hcctor ſhunn'd the meditated blow 's * 
He ſtoop*d, while o'er his head the flying ſpear 
Sung innocent, and ſpent its force in air, 


While thus, triumphing, Rern Achilles cries ; 
At laſt is Hector ſtretch'd upon the plain, 
Who fear'd no vengeance for Patroclus {hin ; 


Minerva watch'd it falling on the land, 355 | Then, prince! you ſhould have fear'd, what now 


Then drew, and gave to great Achilles' hand, 


you feel; 


Unſeen of Hector, who, clate with joy, {[Troy. | Achilles abſent, was Achilles ſtil], 420 
Now ſhakes his lance, and braves the dread of j Yet a ſhort ſpace the great avenger ſtay'd, 


The life you boaſted to that javelin given, 
Prince! you have miſs'd. My fate depends on 
Heaven. 360 
To thee, preſumptuous as thou art, unknown 
Or what muſt prove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boaſting is, but an art, our fears to blind, 
And with falſe terror fink another's mind. | 
But know, whatever fate I am to try, 365 
By no diſhoneſt wound ſhall Hector die; 
I ſhall not fall a fugitive at leaſt; — 
My foul ſhall bravely iſſue from my breaſt. 
But firſt try thou my arm; and may ' this dart 
End all my country's woes, deep buried in thy 
heart! 195 370 
The weapon flew, its courſe unerring held; 
Unerring, but the heavenly ſhield repell'd 
The mortal dart; reſulting with a bound 
From. off the ringing orb, it ſtruck the ground. 
Hector beheld his javelin fall in vain, 375 
Nor other lance nor other hope remain; 
He call Deiphobus, demands a ſpear, 
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
All tomfortleſs he ſtands : then, with a ſigh, 
?Tis fo—Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 380 
I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call, 
But he ſecure lies guarded in the wall. 
A God deceiv'd me; Pallas, *twas thy deed, 
Death, and black Fate, approach! 'tis I muſt bleed, 
No refuge now, no ſuccour from above, 385 
Great Jove deſerts me, and the ſon of Jove, 
Propitious once, and kind! then welcome Fate ! 
Tis true I periſh, yet I periſh great: 
Yet in a mighty deed I ſhall expire, 
Let future ages hear it, and admire ! 390 
Fierce, at the word, his weighty ſword he drew, 
And, all collected, on Achilles flew. 
So Jove's bold bird, high balanc'd in the air, 
Stoops from the clouds to truſs the quivering hare. 
Nor leſs Achilles his fierce foul prepares; 395 
Before his breaſt the flaming ſhield he bears, 
Refulgent orb! above his fourfold cone 
The gilded horſe-hair ſparkled in the ſun, 
Noddipg at every ſtcp: (Vulcanian frame!) 
And, as he mov'd, his figure ſeem'd on flame. 400 
As radiant Heſper ſhines with keener light, 
Far-beaming o'er the ſilver hoſt of night, 
When all the ſtarry train emblaze the ſphere : 
So ſhone the point of great Achilles ſpear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 405 
Eyes the- whole man, and meditates the wound : 
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
Securely cas'd the warrior's body o'er ; 
One place at length he ſpies, to let in Fate, 
Where *rwixt the neck and throat the jointed 


hen low in duſt thy ftrength and glory laid. 

Peaceful he ſleeps, with all our rites adorn'd, 

For ever honour'd, and for ever mourn'd: 

While, caft to all the rage of hoſtile power, 425 

Thee, birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. | 
Then Hector, fainting at th' approach of death; 

By thy own ſoul ! by thoſe who gave thee breath 

By all the ſacred prevalence of prayer; 

Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear! 439 

The common rites of ſepulture beſtow, 

To ſoothe a father's and a mother's woe x 

Let their large giſts procure an urn at leaſt, 

And Hdbr's aſhes in his country reſt, | 
No, Merch accurſt ! rclentlels he replies, 43x 

(Flames, as he ſpoke, ſhot flaſhing from his eyes) 


Nor all the ſacred prevalence of prayer. 

Could I myſelf the bloody banquet join! | 

No—to the dogs that carcaſe I reſign. 440 

Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her ſtore, 

Aud, giving thouſands, offer thouſands mare; 

Should Dardan Priam, and bis weeping dame, 

| Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame ; 

Their Hector en the pile they ſhould not ſee, 445 

Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee. 

Then thus the chief his dying accents drew: 

Thy rage, implacable ! too well 1 knew : 

The Furies that relentleſs breaſt have ſteel'd, 

And curſt thee with a heart that cannot yield. 450 

Yet think, a day will come, when Fate's decree 

And angry Gods ſhall wreak this wrong on thee ; 

Phoebus and Paris ſhall avenge my fate, 

And ftretch thee here, before this Scæan gate. 

He ceas d. The Fates fuppreſt his labouring 
breath, *4 

And his eyes ſtiffen'd at the hand of death; 


To the dark realm the ſpirit wings its way 


{The manly body left a load of clay) 

And plaintive glides along the dreary coaſt, 

A naked, 'wandering, melancholy ghoſt ! 460 
Achilles, muſing, as he roll'd his eyes 

O'er the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies ; _ 
Die thou the firſt ! When Jove and Heaven ordain, 
| follow thee-—He ſajd, and ſtripp'd the flain. 


-| Then, forcing backwkrd from the gaping wound 


The recking javelin, caſt it on the ground, 466 
The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyes 
His manly beauty and ſuperior fize : 

While ſome, ignobler, the great dead deface [470 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts diſgrace 


* How chang'd that Hector! who like Jove of 


late 9 ; 
« Sent lightning on our fleets, and ſcatter'd fate. 
High o'er the ſlain the great Achilles ſtands, 


plate 1 410 


Begirt with heroes, and ſurroundipg bands; 


Prone on the field the bleeding warrior lies, 415 


Not thoſe who gave me breath ſhould bid me ſpare 
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And thus aloud, while all the hoſt attends: 475 


Princes and leaders! countrymen and friends! 
Since now at length the powerful wilt of Heaven 
The dire deſtroyer to our arm has given, 
Is not Troy fall'n already? Haſte, ye powers! 
See, if already their deſerted towers 
Are left unmann'd; or if they yet retain . 
The ſouls of heroes, their great Hector Main ? 
But what is Troy, or glory what, to me? 
Or why reflects my mind on aught but thee, 
Divine Patroclus! Death has feal'd his eyes; 
Unwept, unhonour'd, uninterr'd, he lies! 
Can his dear image from my foul depart, 
Long as the vital ſpirit moves my heart ? 
If, in the melancholy ſhades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers ceaſe ro glow, 490 
Yet mine ſhall ſacred laſt ; mine undecay'd 
Burn on through death, and animate my ſhade. 
Mean while, ye ſons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corpſe of Hector, and your Pæans fing. 
Be this the ſong, flow moving tow'rd the ſhore, 4953 
Hector is dead, and Ilion is no mere.” 
hen his fell ſoul a thought of vengeance bred 
(Unworthy of himſelf and of the dead). 
The nervous ancles bor'd, his feet he bound {| 500 
With thougs inſerted through the double wound; 
Theſe fix*d up high behind the rolling wain, 
His graceful head was trail'd along the plain. 
Proud on his car th' inſulting victor ſtood, 
And bore aloft his arms, diſtilling blood. 
He ſmites the ſteeds; the rapid chariot flies; 505 
The ſudden clouds of circling duſt ariſe, 
Now loſt is all that formidable air; 
The face divine, and long-deſcending hair, 
Purple the ground, and ſtreak the ſable ſand; 
Deform'd, diſhonour'd, in his native land, 510 
Giv'n to the rage of an inſulting throng} 
And in his parents? ſight now dragg'd along! 
The mother firſt beheld with ſad ſurvey : 5 
55 


480 
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She rent her treſſes, venerably grey, 
And caſt, far off, the regal veils away. 
With piercing ſhrieks his bitter fate ſhe moans, 
While the ſad father anſwers groans with groans; - 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o'erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe : 
No leſs than if the rage of hoſtile fires, 

From her foundations curling to her ſpires, 
O'er the proud citadelat length ſhould riſe, 
And the laſt blaze fend Illion to the ſkies. 

The wretched monarch of the falling ſtate, 
Diſtracted, preſſes to the Dardan gate. 

Scarce the whole people ſtop his deſperate courſe, 
While ſtrong affliction gives the feeble force 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro, 
lu all the raging impotence of woe. | 
At length he roll'd in duſt, and thus begun: 
Imploring all, and naming one by one: 

Ah! let me, let me go where ſorrow calls: 
I, only I, will iſſue from your walls | 
(Guide or companion, friends! 1 aſk you none) 
And bow before the murderer of my fon. 535 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage; | 

Perhaps at leaſt he may reſpect my age: 
He has a father too, a man like me; 
One, not exempt from age and miſery [540 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this peſt of me and all my race); 


530 


Around a train of weeping fifters ſtands, - ' * 


HOMER: 


How many valiant ſons, in early bloom, 
Has that curſt hand ſent headlong to the tomb : 
Thee, Hector! laſt ; thy loſs (divinely brave) 
Sinks my fad ſoul with ſorrow to the grave. 545 
Oh, had thy gentle ſpirit paſs'd in peace, | 
Ihe ſon expiring in the fire's embrace, 
While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour, 
And, bending o'er thee, mix'd the tender ſhower ! 
Some comfort that had been, ſome fad relief, 5 30 
To melt in full ſatiety of grief! | 
Thus waiPd the father, groveling on the ground, 
And all the eyes of Hion ſtream'd around, 
Amidft her matrons Heeuba appears 3 
(A mourning princeſs, and a train in tears) 354 
Ah, why has Heaven prolong'd this hated breuth, 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 
O Hector! late thy parents pride and joy, 


167 


The boaſt of nations! the defence of Trov! 


To whom her fafety and her fame ſhe ow'd ; 
Her chief, her hero, and almoſt her God! 
O fatal change! become in one ſad dax 
A ſenſeleſs corpfe ! inanimated clay? 
But not as yet the fatal news had ſpread 
To fair Andromache, of Hector dead; 
As yet no meſſenger had told his fate, 
Nor ev'n his ſtay without the Scæan gate, 
Far in the cloſe receſſes of the dome, 
Penſi ve ſhe ply'd the melancholy loom; | 
A growing work employ'd her ſecret hours; 57 
Confus'dly gay with intermingled flowers. 
Her fair-hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord's return : 
In vain : alas! her lord returns no more! 
Unbath'd he lies, and bleeds along the ſhore ! 575 
Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear, 
And all her members ſhake with ſudden fear; 
Forth from her ivory hand the ſhattle falls, | 
As thus, attoniſh'd, to her maids ſhe calls: {589 
Ah, follow me! (ſhe cry'd) what plaintive noiſe 
Invades my ear? "Tis ſure my mother's voice. 
My faltering knees their trembling frame deſert, 
A pulſe unuſual flutters at my heart; ; 
Some ſtrange diſaſter, ſome reverſe of fate, 
(Ye Gods avert it!) threats the Trojan ſtate.” 53g 
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Far be the omen which my thoughts ſuggeſt ! 
520 


But much I ſear my Hector's dauntleſs breaſt 
Confronts Achilles; chac'd along the plain, 


shut from our walls! I fear, I fear him flain * 


Safe in the crowd he ever ſcorn'd to wait. 
And ſought for glory in the jaws of fate: 
Perhaps that noble heat has coſt his breach, 
Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. 
She ſpoke; and furious, with diſtracted pace, 
Fears in her heart, and anguiſh in her face, 50,5 
Flies through the doom (the maids her ſteps 


390 


1 


purſue) + : 

And mounts the walls, and ſends around her view. 
Too ſoon her eyes the killing object found, 

The godlike Hector dragg'd along the ground, 
A ſudden darkneſs'ſhaQes her ſwimming eyes: 60 
She faints, ſhe falls; her breath, her colour, flies. 
Her hair's fair ornaments, the braids that bound, 
The net that held him, and. the wreath' that 


The veil and diadem, flew far away [crown'd, 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day) 605 


a To raiſe her, ſinking, wich aſliſtant banda, IE 
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Theſe yet aſſembled great Achilles holds, 


—_ — 


168 PAPES 
Scarce from the verge of death recall'd, again 
She faints, or but recovers to complain. 
O wretched huſband of a wretched wife! 610 
Born with one fate, to one unhappy life! 
For ſure one ſtar its baneful beam difplay'd 
On Priam's roof and Hippoplacia's ſhade. 
From different parents, different climes, we 
came, 
At different periods, yet our fates the ſame! 615 
Why was my birth to great Action ow'd, 
And why was all that tender cate beſtow'd ? 
Would 1 had never been !—O thou, the ghoſt 
Of my dead huſband! miſcrably loſt; 
Thou, to the diſmal realms for ever gone! 620 
And I abandon'd, deſolate, alone ! 
An only child, once comfort of my pains, 
Sad product now of hapleſs love, remains! - 
No more to ſmile upon his ſire, no friend F 
To help him now! no father to defend | 625 
or ſhould he ſcape the ſword, the common 
doom, | | 
What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come 
Ev'n from his own paternal roof expell'd, 
Some ſtranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 
The day, that to the ſhades the father ſends, 630 
Robs the ſad orphan of his father's friends: 
He, wretched outcaſt of mankind | appears 
For ever ſad, for ever bath'd in tears! 


.. the happy, unregarded he, 
a 


H O M E R. 
While thoſe his father's former bounty fed, 
Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread : 
The kindeſt but his preſent wants allay, 
To leave him wretched the ſucceeding day. 
Frugal compaſſion! Heedleſs, they who boaſt 640 
Both parents ſtill, nor feel what he has loſt, 
Shall cry, © Be gone! thy father feaſts not here;" 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 


| To my fad ſoul Aſtyanax appears! 645 


Forc'd by repeated inſults to return, 

And to his widow'd mother vainly mourn. 

He, who, with tendet delicacy bred, 

With princes ſported, and on dainties fed, 

And when ſtill evening give him up to reſt, 655 
Sunk in ſoft down upon the nurſe's breaſt, 


1 Muſt—ah what muſt he not? Whom Ilion calls 


Aſtyanax, from her well-guarded walls, 
is now that name no more, unhappy boy 
Since now no mote the father guards his Troy. 655 
But thou, my Hector, ly'ſt expos'd in air, 
Far from thy parents and thy conſort's care, 
Whoſe hand in vain, directed by her love, 
The martial ſcarf and robe of triumph wove. 
Now to devouring flames be theſe a prey, 660 
Uſeleſs to thee, from this accurſed day! 
Yet let the ſacrifice at leaſt be paid, 
An honour to the living, riot the dead. 

So ſpake the mournful damie : her matrons hear, 


ngs on the robe, or trembles at the knee, 635 
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Nuss, humbled in the duſt, the penſive train 
Through the ſad city mourn'd her hero ſlain. 
he body ſoil'd with duſt, and black with gore, 
Lies-on broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſhore : 
he Grecians ſeek their ſhips, and clear the ſtrand, 5 
U, but the martial Myrmidonian band ; 
And the ſtern purpoſe of his mind unfolds: 
Not yet, my brave companions of the war, 
Releaſe your ſmoking courſers from the car; 10 
But, with his chariot each in order led, 
Perform due honours to Patroclus dead, 


Sigh back her ſighs, and anſwer tear with tear. 765 


- 


—  COCLENCANAAINE 
BOOK XXI. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Achilles and the Myrmidons do bonour to the body of Patroclur. After the funeral feaſt, be retires io the fearſortr; 
. woere, falling afleep, the ghoſt of bis friend appears to bim, and demands the right of burial ; the next mornivig 
the ſoldiers are ſent with mules and wwaggons to fetch wood for the pyre. The funeral proceſſion, and the 
offering their bair to the dead, Achilles ſacrifices ſeveral animals, and laſtly twelve Trojan captives, at tle 
pile; then ſets fire to it. He pays libations to the 1vinds, which {at the inflance of tris) riſe, and raiſe the 
flames. When the pile bas burned all night, they gather the bones, place them in an urn of gold, and riſe 
the tomb, Achilles inſtitutes the funeral games the chariot-race, the fight of the caſlus, the wre/lling, the 
\ foet-race, the ſingle combat, the diſcus, the ſboting with arrows, the darting the javelin : the various deſcrip- 
tions of .wwhith, and the various ſutcrſs of the ſeveral antagoniſis, make the greateſt part of the bool. 
In this bouk ends the thirtieth day. The night folloxwirg, the gbe of Patroclus appears to Achilles: the one and 
thirtieth day is employed in felling the timber for the pile; the two and thirtieth in burning it; and the thre 
and thirtieth in the games. The ſeene is generally on the ſea:ſbore. 


Ere yet from reſt or food we ſeek relief, 

Some rites remain, to glut our rage of grief. 
The troops obey'd; and thrice in order led 15 

(Achilles firſt) their courſers round the dead; 

And thrice their ſorrows and laments renew; 

Tears bathe their arms, and tears the ſands bedew. 

For ſuch a warrior Thetis aids their woe, [flow. 2c 


© | Melts their ſtrong hearts, and bids their eyes to 
But chief, Pelides : thick-ſucceeding ſighs 


Burſt from his heart, and torrents from his eyes: 


'His flaughtering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his dead friend's cold breaſt, and 


thus he Cid: 
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POPE'S HOMER, 169 
All hail, Patroclus! let thy honour'd ghoſt, 25 The vagrant dead around the dark abode, 


Hear, and rejoice, on Pluto's dreary coaſt; | Forbid to croſs th' irremeable flood. ; | 
Prhold ! Achilles' promiſe is complete; Nov give thy hand: for to the farther ſhore 

The bloody Hector ſtretch'd before thy feet. When once we paſs, the ſoul returns no more: 

Lo! to the dogs his carcaſe I reſign ; : When once the laſt funereal flames aſcend, 95 

And twelve ſad victims, of the Trojan line, 30 No more ſhall meet Achilles and his friend; 

Sacred to vengeance, inſtant, ſhall expire; Ne more our thoughts to thoſe we lov'd make 

Their lives effus'd around thy funeral pyre. -known; | | 

Gloomy he laid, and (horrible to view) Or quit the deareſt, to converſe alone, 

Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw, Me fate has ſever'd from the ſons oi earth, [100 


Prone on the duſt. The Myrmidons around 3; | The fate ſore-doom'd that waited from my birth. 
Unbrac'd their armour, and the ſteeds unbound, | Thee too it waits; before the Trojan wall F 


All to Achilles” ſable ſhip repair, | Ev'n great and godlike thou, art doom'd to fall. | 
Frequent and full, the genial feaſt ro ſhare. Hear then; andas in fate and love we join, _ 1 
Now from the well-fed ſwine black ſmokes aſpire, | Ah, ſuffer that my bones may reſt with chine ! | 
The briſtly victims hiſſing o'er the fire: 40 Together have we liv'd; together bred, 105 b 
The huge ox bellowing falls; with feebler cries One houſereceiv'd us, and one table fed; S 
Expires the goat; the ſheep in ſilence dies. That golden urn, thy Goddeſs-mother gave, | 
Around the hero's proſtrate body flow'd, May mix our aſhes in one common grave. | 
In one promiſcuous ſtream, the recking blood, And is it thou? (he anſwers) to my fight [110 | 
And now a band of Argive monarchs brings 45 | Ouce more return'ſt thou from the realms of night? | 
The glorious victor to the king of kings. Oh more than brother! Think each office paid, | 
From his acad friend the penfive warrior went, | Whate'er can reſt a diſcontented ſhade ; 
With ſteps unwilling, to the regal tent, But grant one laſt embrace, unhappy boy! 9 
| Th attending heralds, as by office bound, Afford ar leaſt that melancholy joy. 


With kindled flames the tripod vaſe ſurruund; 50 He ſaid, and with his longing arms effay'd 115 | 
To cleanſe his conquerivg hauds from hoſtile | In vain to graſp the viſionary ſhade z | 
| zore, | IIe a thin ſmoke he ſees the ſpirit fly, 
| They urg'd in vain; the chief refus'd, and ſwore: | And hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 
| No drop ſhall touch me, by almighty Jove ! Confus'd he wakes; amazement breaks 


The firſt and greateſt of the Gods above bands 2 
Till on the pyre I place thee; till I rear 55 | Of golden fleep, and, ſtarting from the ſands, 120 
The graſſy mound, and clip thy ſacred hair: Penfive he muſes with uplifted hands: 
Some eaſe at leaſt thoſe pious rites may give, { *Tis true, 'tis certain; man, though dead, retains 
And ſoothe my ſorrows while 1 bear to live. Part of himſelf; th* immortal mind remains: 
Howe'er, reluQant as I am, I ſtay, {60 The form ſubſiſts without the body's aid, "Y 
And ſhare your feaſt; but with the dawn of day, | atrial ſemblance, and an empty ſhade ! I25 
O king of men I) it claims thy royal care, I Fhis night my friend, ſo late in battle loſt, | 
That Greece the warrior's funeral pile prepare, | Stood at my fide, a penſive, plaintive ghoſt 3 4 
And did the foreſts fall (ſuch rites are paid Ev'n now familiar, as in life, he came, | 
To heroes flumbering in eternal ſhade). [65 Alas! how different! yet how like the ſame [130 
Then, when his earthly part ſhall mount in fire, | Thus while he ſpoke, each eye grew big with- 
j Let the leagued ſquadrons to their poſts retire. And now the roſy-finger'd morn appears, tears: | 
F {ſ- ſpoke ; they hear him, and the word obey ;Y | Shews every mournful face with tears o'erſpread, - N 
F Phe rage of hunger and the thirſt allay, 5 And glares on the pale viſage of the dead. x 
0 Then eaſe in fleep the labours of the day. But Agamemnon, as the rites demand, t | 
f But great Pelides ſtretch'd along the ſhore, 70 | With mules and waggons ſends a choſen band, 133 ö 
Where daſh'd on rocks the broken billows roar, To load the timber, and the pile to rear; KY 
I Lies inly groaning; while on either hand IA charge confign'd to Merion's faithful care. -- 
The martial Myrmidons confus'dly ſtand. With proper inſtruments they take the road, ö 
7 Along the graſs his languid members fall, IAxes to cut, and ropes to fling the load. PK 
| Tir'd with his chaſe around the Trojan wall; 75 | Firſt march the heavy mules, ſecurely flow, 140 
F Huſh'd by the murmurs of the rolling deep, O'er hills, o'er dales, o'er crags, o'er rocks, they go: 
At length he ſinks in the ſoft arms of fleep. Jumping, high o'er the {hrubs of the rough ground, 
When, lo! the ſhade, before his cloſing eyes, Rattle the clattering ers, and the ſhock'd axles 
Of ſad Patroclvs roſe, or ſeem'd to riſe; bound. s 5 . | 
| in the ſame robe he living wore, he came; $0 | But when arriv'd at Ida's ſpreading woods | 
| In ſtature, voice, and pleaſing look, the ſame. (Fair Ida, water'd with deſcending floods) 143 | 
The form familiar hover'd o'er his head: Loud ſounds the ax, redoubling ſtrokes on ſtrokes 3 | 
And ſleeps Achilles (thus the phanton faid) { On all ſides round the foreſt hurls her oaks | 
sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead: Headlong. Deep-echoing groan the thickets | 
Living, I ſeem'd his deareſt, tendereſt care, 85 brown; | be 
But now forgot, I wander in the air. Then, ruſtling, cracklingycraſhing, thunder down, | 
Let my pale corpſe the rites of burial know, 2 The wood the Grecians cleave, prepar'd to burn ; 
And give me entrance in the realms below; And the ſlow mules the ſame rough road return. 15x 
: Till then the ſpirit finds no reſting place, The ſturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 
Laut here and there th* unbody'd ſpectres chace, 90 (Such charge was given them) to the ſandy ſhore; | 
| | "5/7 8 
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There, on the ſpot which great Achilles ſhow'd, | All hail, Patroelus ! let thy vengefvl ghoft 226 
4 They eas'd their ſhoulders, and diſpos'd the load; Hear, and exult, on Pluto's dreary coaſt, 
Circling around the place, where times to come 1 50 Behold, Achilles promiſe fully paid, And 
Shall view Patroclus' and Achilles“ tomb. | Twelve Trojan heroes offer'd to thy ſhade; Acr 
The hero hids his martial troops appear + _ | But heavier fates on Hector's corpſe attend, The 
High on their cars, in all the pompot war; Sav'd from the flames for hungry dogs to rend. 225 1 
Each in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 160 So ipake he threatening : but the Gods made Ane 
All mount their chariots, combatants and OW vain | Exh 
The chariots firſt proceed, a ſhining train His threat, and guard inviolate the ſlain ; Of 
Then clouds of foot that ſmoke along the plain; | Celeſtial Venus hover'd o'er his head, 981 The 
Next theſe a melancholy band appear, And roſeate unguents, heavenly fragrance! ſhed; Un! 
Amidſt, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: 165 She watch'd him all the night, and all the day, 230 41 
O'er all the corpſe their ſcatter d locks they throw ; | And drove the blood-hounds from their deſtin'd Fir 
Achilles next, oppreſt with mighty woe, 8 prey. Wit 
Supporting with his hands the hero's head, Nor ſacred Phœbus leſs play his care; The 
Bends o'er th* extended body of the dead. He pour'd around a veil of gather'd air, (Ax 
Patroclus decent on th' appointed'ground 170 | And kept the nerves undry'd, the fleſh entire, Am 
They place, and heap the ſylvan pile around. Againſt the ſolar beam and Sirian fire, 235 Thi 
But great Achilles ſtands apart in prayer, 2 Nor yet the pile where dead Patroclus lies, Pro 
And from his head divides the yellow hair; | Smokes, nor as yet the ſullen flames ariſe; The 
Thoſe curling locks which from his Yong he But faſt beſide, Achilles ſtood in prayer, An. 
vow'd, tlnvok'd the Gods, whoſe ſpirit moves the air, Thi 
And ſacred grew, to Sperchius' 8 flood; 175 And victims promis'd, and libations caſt, 240 Til 
Then, ſighing, to the deep his looks he caſt, | To gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blaſt: Me 
And roll'd his eyes around the watery waſte : He call'd th* atrial Powers, along the ſkies A. 
- Spexchius! whoſe waves in mazy errors loſt To breathe and whiſper to the fires to riſe. He 
Belightſul roll along my native coaſt } . The winged Iris hcard the hero's call, An 
To whom we vainly vow'd, at our return, 180 And inſtant haſten'd to their airy hall, 245 ; 
"Theſe locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn : Where, in old Zephyrs open courts on high, 
Full fiſty ramsto bleed in ſacrifice, | Sat all the bluſtering brethren of the cy, Wi 
Where to the day thy ſilver fountains riſe, She ſhone amidſt them, on her painted bow; An 
And where in ſhade of conſecrated bowers The rocky pavement glitter d with the ſhow. Ne 
Thy altars ſtand; perfum d with native flowers ! 185 All from the banquet riſe, and each invites 250 W 
do vow'd my father, but he vow'd in vain; [The various Goddels to partake the rites : Th 
No more Achilles ſees his native plain : Not ſo (the dame reply'd) 1 haſte to go Th 
In that vain hope theſe hairs no longer grow, To ſacred Ocean, and the floods below : Th 
Patroclus bears them to the ſhades below. Ev'n now our ſolemn hecatonibs attend, [255 ar 
Thus o'er Patroclus while the hero pray'd, 190 And Heaven is feaſting on the world's green end, fi 
On his cold hard the ſacred lock he laid, With righteous AÆthiops (uncorrupted train!) ot 
Once more afreſh che Grecian ſorrows flow: Far on th' extremeſt limits of the main. 
And now the ſun had ſet upon their woe, | Bur Peleus? ſon intreats, with ſacrifice, At 
But to the king of men thus ſpoke the chief: The Weitern Spirit, and the North, to riſe; Tt 
Enough, Atrides! give the troops relief: I95 | Let on Patroclus' pile your blaſt be driyey, 260 
Permit the mourning legions to retire, I and hear the blazing honours high to heaven. | A 
And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre; Swift as the word ſhe vanith'd from their view: *. 
. The pious care be ours, the dead to burn | Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; Re 
. He ſaid: the people to their ſhips return; Forth burlt the ſtormy band with thundering roar, Fi 
| White thoſe deputed to inter the {lain . 200 And heaps on heaps the clouds are toſt before. 265 Of 
- bt Heap with a riſing pyramid the plain. | | To the wide main theo ſtooping from the ſkies, A 
1 A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide, The heaving deeps in watery mountains rife ; dk 
1 The growing ſtructure ſpreads on every ſide; | Troy feels the blaſt along her ſhaking walls, At 
WE High on the top the manly corpſe they Jay, Till on the pile the gather'd tempeſt falls. 0! 
. And well- fed ſheep and fable oxen ſlay: 205 | The ſtructure crackles in the roaring fires, 270 mT 
$ Achilles cover'd with their fat the dead, And all the night the plenteous flame aſpires. - Bi 
* And the pil'd vidtims round he body ſpread; ; All night Achilles hails Patroclus' ſoul, | Tl 
. Then jars of honey, and o {fragrant oil, . | Witk large libations from the golden bowl. Fc 
1 Suſpenda around, low-bending o'er the pile. As a poor father, helpleſs and undone, T 
| N Four ſprightly 1 with a deadly groan, 210 Mourns o'er the aſhes of an only fon, 275 8 
1 Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are thrown. | Takes a fad pleaſure the laſt bones to burn, 1 
af Of nine large dogs, domeſtic at his board, And pour in tears, ere. yet they cloſe the urn : | 
' Fall two, ſælected to attend their lord, 0 | So ſtay'd Achilles, circling round the ſhore, 
| Then laſt of all, and horrible to tell, So wateh'd the flames, till now they flame no - 
Sad facrifice ! twelve Trajan captives fell. 215 more. [280 $i 
On theſe the rage of fire victorious preys, *T was when; emerging through the ſhades of night, 
involves and joins them in one common blaze. The morning planet told th' approach of light ; ; C 
&mear'd with the bloody rites, he ſtands on high, | And faſt behind, Aurora's warmer ray i 5 
And calls che {piris with a dreadful cry: Oe'r the broad ocean HO the golden day + | 
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Then ſunk the blaze, the pile no longer burn'd, - 

And to their caves the whiſtling winds return'd;235 
Acroſs the Thracian ſeas their courſe they bore ; 
The ruffled ſeas beneath their paſſage roar. 

Then parting from the pile he ceas'd to weep, 
And ſunk to quiet in th' embrace of ſleep, 
Exhauſted with his grief : mean while the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles ſtood ; 291 
The tumult wak'd him: from his eyes he ſhook 
Unwilling lumber, and the chiefs beſpoke ; 

Ye kings and princes of th' Achaian name! 
Firſt let us quench the yet-remaining lame 295 
With fable wine; then (as the rites direct) 

The hero's bones with careful view ſelect : 

(Apart, and eaſy to be known, they lie 

Amidſt the heap, and obvious to: the eye: 

The reſt around the margin will be ſeen 300 
Promiſcuous, ſteeds and immolated men). 

Theſe, wrapt ia double cawls of fat, prepare ; 
And in the golden vaſe diſpoſe with care; | 
There let them reſt, with decent honour laid, 


Till I ſhall follow ro th' infernal ſhade. 305 | 


Mean time erect the tomb with pious hands, 
A common ſtructure on the humble ſands; - 
Hereafter Greece ſome nobler work may raiſe, 
And late poſterity record our praiſe: . 
The Greeks obey; where yet the embers} 
glow, | A EE 4 0 
Wide o'er the pile the ſable wine they throw, 
And deep ſubſides the aſhy heap below. 
Next, the white bones his ſad companions place; 
With tears collected in the golden vaſe, 
The facred relicks to the tent they bore; 315 
The urn a veil of linen cover'd o'er, _ 
That done, they bid the ſepulchre aſpire, 
And caſt the deep foundations round the pyre, 
High in the midſt they heap the ſwelling bed 
Ut riſing earth, memorial of the dead. 320 
The ſwarming populace the chief detains, 
And leads amidſt a wide extent of plains; 
There plac'd them round: then from the ſhips 
proceeds 5 
A train of oxen, mules, and ſtately ſteeds, 
Vaſes and tripods (for the funeral games) 325 
Reſplendent braſs, and more reſplendent dames. 
Firſt ſtood the prizes to reward the force 
Of rapid racers in the duſty courſe : 
A woman for the firſt, in beauty's bloom, 
Skill'd in the needle, and the labouring loom; 330 
And a large vaſe, where two bright handles riſe, 
0? twenty meaſures its capacious fiae. 
The ſecond victor claims a mare unbroke, 
Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke.: 
The third, a charger yet untouch'd by flame; 335 
Four ample meaſures held the ſhining frame; 
Two golden taleats for the fourth were plac'd; 
An ample double bowl contents the laſt, 
Theſe in fair order rang'd upon the plain, 
he hero, riſing, thus addreſt the train: 340 
Behold the prizes, valiant Grecks! decreed 
o brave the rulers of the racing ſteed; 
Prizes which none beſide. ourſelf could gain, 
Should our immortal courſers take the plain 
(A race unrivall'd, which from Ocean's God 345 
cleus receiv d, and on his ſon beſtow'd.) 
ut this no time our vigour to diſplay; 


Nor ſuit with them the games of this ſad day 2 
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Loſt is Patroclus now, that wont to deck | 350 
Their flowing manes, and ſleek their gloſſy neck. 
Sad, as they ſhar'd in human grief, they ſtand, 
And trail thoſe graceful honours on the ſand; 
Let others for the noble taſk prepare, 
Who truſt the courſer, and the flying car. 

Fir'd at his word, the rival racers rife; 355 
But far the firſt. Eumelus hopes the prize, 
Fam'd through Pieria for the fleeteſt breed, 
And ſxill'd to manage the high-bounding ſteed, 


I Wich equal ardour bold TydidesſwellFd, 


The ſteeds of Tros beneath his yoke compell'd 360 
(Which late obey'd the Dardan chief's command, 
When ſcarce a God redeem'd him from his hand}. 
Then Menelaiis his Podargus brings, 


And the fam'd courſer of the king of kings; 


Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave) 365 


- | To 'ſcape the wars, to Agamemnon gave, 


(ZEthe her name) at home to end his days, 

Baſe wealth preferring to eternal praiſe. 

Next him Antilochus demands the courſe, [370 

With beating heart, and cheers his Pylian horſe. 

Experienc'd Neſtor gives his ſon the reins, 

Directs his judgment, and his heat reſtrains; 

Nor idly warns the hoary ſire, nor hears 

The prudent ſon with unattending ears: 
My ſon! though youthful ardour fire thy 

breaſt, "by [bleſt. 375 

The Gods have lov'd thee, and with arts have 

Neptune and Jove on thee conferr'd the ſkill, 

Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel. 


| To guide thy conduct, little precept needs; 


But flow, and paſt their vigour, are my ſteeds. 380 
Fear not thy rivals, though for ſwiftneſs known; | 
Compare thoſe rivals“ judgment, and thy own: 

lt is. not ſtrength, but art, obtains the prize, 
And to be ſwift is leſs than to be wiſe. 385 
"Tis more by art, than force of numerous ſtrokes, 
The dextrous woodman ſhapes the ſtubborn oaks; 
By art the pilot, through the boiling deep 

And howling tempeſt, ſteers the fearleſs ſhip; 
And 'tis the artiſt wins the glorious courle, 

Not thoſe who truſt in chariots and in horſe. 399 
In vain; unſkilful, to the goal they ſtrive, 

And ſhort or wide, th' ungovern'd courſer drive: 
While with ſure {kill, though with inferior ſteeds, 
The knowing racer to his end proceeds; 

Fix'd on the goal, his eye fore-runs the courſe, 395 
His hand unerring ſteers the ſteady horſe, | 
And now contracts or now extends the rein, 
Obſerving ſtill the foremoſt on the plain. 

Mark then the goal, tis eaſy to be found; 

Von aged trunk, a cubit from the ground; 400 
Of ſome once-ſtately oak the laſt remains, 

Or hardy fir, unperiſh'd with the rains: 

Inclos'd with ſtones, conſpicuous from afar; 

And round, a circle for the wheeling car [405 
(Some tomb, perhaps, of old, the dead to grace ; 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race); | 

Bear cloſe to this, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left-hand ſteed: 

But urge the right, and give him all the reins: a1 
While thy ſtrict hand his fellow's head reſtrains, 
And turns him ſhort; till, doubling as they roll, 
The wheel's round naves appear to bruſh the goal. 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horſe) 


Clear of the ſtony heap direct the cout ſe: 
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Left, through incaution failing, thou may'ſt he 41 5 
A joy to others, a reproach to me. 

So ſhalt thou paſs the goal, ſecure of mind, 

And leave unſkilful ſwiftneſs far behind; | 
Though thy fierce rival drove the matchleſs ſteed 
Which bore Adraſtus, of celeſtial breed; 420 
Or the fam'd race, through all the regions known, 
That whirl'd the car of proud Laomedon. 

Thus (nought unſaid) the much-adviſing ſage 
Concludes; then fate, ſtiff with unwieldy age. 
Next bold Meriones was ſeen to riſe, 425 
The laſt, but not leaſt ardent for the prize. 


They mount their ſeats; the lots their place diſpoſe 


(Roll'd in his helmet, cheſe Achilles throws). 
Young Neſtor leads the race: Eumelus then; 
And next, the brother of the king of men: 430 
Thy lot, Meriones, the fourth was caſt ; 

And far the braveſt, Diomed, was laſt. 

They ſtand in order, an impatient train; 

Pelides points the barrief on the plain, | 
And ſends before old Phoenix to the place, 435 
To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 
At once the courſers from the barrier bound; 


The lifted ſcourges all at once reſound; I fore; 
Their hearts, their eyes, their voice, they ſend be- 
And up the rhampain thunder from the ſhore: 440 


Thick, where they drive, the duſty clouds ariſe, 
And the loſt courſer in the whirlwind flies; 
Looſe on their ſhoulders the long manes, reclin'd, 
Float in their ſpeed, and dance upon the wind: 
The ſmoking chariots, rapid as they bound, 445 
Now ſeem to touch the {ky, and now the ground. 
While, hor for fame, and conqueſt all their care, 


| (Each o'er his flying courſer hung in air) 


Erect with ardour, pois'd upon the rein, ſplain. 
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The next, though diſtant, Menelaus el 
While thus young Neſtor animates his ſteeds: 
Now, now, my generous pair, exert your force; 
Not that we hope to match Tydides' horſe, 

Since great Minerva wings their rapid way, 485 
And gives their lord the honours of the day, 

But reach Atrides! ſhall his mare out- go 

Your ſwiftneſs, vanquiſh'd by a female foe? . 
Through your neglect, if lagging on the plain 
The laſt ignoble gift be all we gain; 498 
No more ſhall Neſtor's hand your food ſupply, 
The old man's fury riſes, and ye die. 

Haſte then; yon narrow road before our fight 
Preſents th occaſion, could we uſe it right. [495 

Thus he. 'Fhe courſers at their maſters threat 
With quicker ſteps the ſounding champain beat. 
And now Antilochus'with nice ſurvey 2 
Obſer ves the compaſs of the hollow way. 

"Twas where, by force of wintery torrents torn, 
Faſt by the road a precipice was worn: 500 
Here, where but one could paſs to ſhun the throng, 
The Spartan hero's chariot ſmok'd along. 

Cloſe up the venturous youth reſolves to keep, 
Still edging near, and bears him tow'rd the ſteep. 
Atrides trembling, caſts his eyes below, 505 
And wonders at the rafhneſs of his foe. | 
Hold, ſtay your ſteeds— What madneſs thus to ride 
This narrow way! Take larger field (he cry'd) | 
Or both miſt fall—Atrides cry'd in vain; 

He flies more faſt;and throws up all the rein, 519 
Far as an able arm the diſk can ſend, 

When youthfal rivals their full force extend, 

So far, Antilochus! thy chariot flew 

4 Before the king: he, cautious, backward drew 
His horſe compel} d; foreboding in his fears 5135 


They pant, they ſtretch, they ſhout along the The rattling ruin of the claſhing cars, 


Now (the laſt compaſs fetch · d around the goal) 451 
At the near prize each gathers all his ſoul, 
Each burns with double hope, with double pain, 


Tears up the ſhore, and thunders toward the main, 
Firſt flew Eumelus on Pheretian ſteeds; ASS 


With thoſe of Tros bold Diomed ſucceeds : 
Cloſe on Eumelus' back they puff the wind, 
And ſeem juſt mounting on his car behind ; 


Full on his neck he feels the ſultry breeze, [460 


And, hovering o'er, their ſtretching ſhadow ſecs. 
Then had be loſt, or left a doubtful prize : 


His matchleſs horſes” labour on the plain. 


Suatch'd from his hope, the glories of the day. 
The fraud celeſtial Pallas ſees with pain, | 
And fills his ſteeds with vigour. At a ſtroke, 
Nor more their way the ſtartled horſes held ; 

The car revers'd came rattling on the field; 

Shot headlong from his ſeat, beſide the wheel, 
Prone on the duſt th* unhappy maſter fell; [47 5 
His batter'd face and elbows ſtrike the ground; 


wound: 

Grief ſtops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes; 
Before him far the glad Tydides flies; 

Minerva's ſpirit drives his matchleſs pace, 


But angry Phcebus to Tydides flies, [vain 
Strikes from his hand the ſcourge, and renders 


She breaks his rival's chariot from the yoke; 470 


Noſe, mouth, and front, one  undiſtinguiſh'd 


& nd crowns him victor of the labour'd race. 430 1 ſcarch to find them, 


The floundering courfers rolling on the plain, 
And conqueſt loſt through frantic haſte to gain + 
But thus upbraids his rival, as he flies; 


Go, but expect not II the prize refign ;— 
Add perjury to ſraud, and make it thine. 
Then to his iceds with all his force he cries, 
Be ſwift, be vigorous; and regain the prize ! 
Your rivals; deſtitute of youthful force, 525 
With fainting knees ſhall labour in the courſe, 
And yield the glory yours—The ſteeds obey; 
Already at their heels they wing their way, { 
And ſeem already to retrieve the day. 

Mean time the Grecians in a ring beheld 530 


Rage fills his eye, with anguiſh to ſurvey, 465 The courſers bounding o'er the duſty field. 


The firſt who mark'd them was the Cretan king; 
High on a riſing ground, above the ring 


Springs to her knight, and gives the ſcourge again, The monarch ſate ; from whence with ſure ſurvey 


He well obſerv'd the chief who led the way, 535 
And heard from far his animating cries, 


And faw the feremoſt ſeed with ſharpen'd eyes; 


On whoſe broad front, a blaze of ſhining white, 
Like the full moon, ſtood obvious to the ſight. 
He ſaw; and, riſing, to the Gteeks begun: $549 
Are yonder horſe difcern'd by me alone? 

Or can ye; all, another chief ſurvey, 

And other ſeeds, than lately led the way ? 

| Thoſe, though the fwifteſt, by ſome God abel, 


Lie ſure diſabled in the middle field: 545. 
For, ſince the goal they doubled, round the plain 
bur 1 ſearch i in vain. 


8 furious youth! ungenerous and unwiſe! 50 
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perchance the reins forſook the driver's hand, Fortune denies, but juſtice bids us pax ? 


And, turn'd too ſhort, he tumbled on the ſtrand, . | (Since great Tydides bears the firſt away) 615 
| Shot from the chariot 4 while his courſers ſtray 550] Lo him the ſecond honours of the day. 


With frantic fury from the deſtin'd way. The Greeks conſent with loud applauding cries; 


Riſe then ſome other, and inform my ſight And then Eumelus had received the prize, 
(For theſe dim eyes, perhaps, diſcern not right) | But youthful Neſtor, jealous of his fame, | 
Yet ſure he ſeems (to judge by ſhape and air) Th' award oppoſes, and aſſerts his claim. 620 
The great Ætolian chief, renown'd in war. $55 | Think not (he cries) I tamely will reſign, 

Old man! (Oileus raſhly thus replies) O Peleus' ſon ! the mare ſo juſtly mine. 


Thy tongue too haſtily confers the prize; What if the Gods, the ſkilful to confound, 
Of thoſe who view the courſe, not ſharpeſt ey d, | Have thrown the horſe and horſ:man to the 
Nor youngeſt, yet the readieſt to decide. ground ? 


Eumelus' ſteeds high-bounding in the chace, 560 | Perhaps he ſought not Heaven by ſacrifice, 625 
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Still, as at firſt, unrivall'd lead the race; And vows omitted forſeited the prize. ' 
] well diſcern him as he ſhakes the rein, If yet diſlinction to thy friend to ſhow, | 1 
And hear his ſhouts victorious o'er the plain. And pleaſe a ſoul deſirous to beſtow) 55 
Thus he. Idomeneus, incens'd, rejoin'd: , | Some gift muſt grace Eumelus; view thy ſtore [639 Y 
Barbarous of words! and arrogant of mind! 565 | Of beauteous handmaids, ſtecds, and ſhining oreg by 
Contentious prince, of all the Greeks beſide An emple preſent let him thence receive, 9 
' The laſt in merit, as the firſt in pride: And Greece ſhall praiſe thy generous thirſt to give. MF. 
To vile reproach what anſwer can we make? But this my prize I never ſhall forego ; 
; A goblet or a tripod let us ſtake, || This, who but touches, warriors ! is my foe. [635 


And be the king the judge. The moſt unwiſe 5730 | Thus ſpeke the youth; nor did his words offend; 
Will learn their raſhneſs, when they pay the prize. | Pleas'd with the well-turn'd flattery of a friend, 
He ſaid : and Ajax, by mad paſſion borne, Achilles ſmilid: the gift prepos'd (he cry'd) 
| Stern had reply'd; fierce ſcorn enhancing ſcorn ] Antilochus! we ſhall ourlelf provide. | 
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5 To fell extremes: but Thetis' godlike ſon With plates of braſs the corielet cover'd o'er 
Awful amidſt them roſe, and thus begun: $575 | {The ſame renown'd Aſteropzus wore) 649 
Forbear, ye chiefs! reproachful to contend ;7 | Whoſe glittering margins rais'd with ſilver ſhine, 
) Much yu you blame, ſhould others thus of- | ( No vulgar gift) Eumelus, ſhall be thine. 
end-. 


; He ſaid : Automedon at his command 
And lo! th'approaching ſteeds your conteſt end. ) The corſelet brought, and gave it to his hand. 
No ſooner had he ſpoke, but, thundering near, | Diſtinguiſh'd by his friend, his boſom glows 64g 
Drives through a ſtream of duſt the charioteer. 480 With generous joy: then Menelatis roſe ; 
High o'er his head the circling laſh he wields; | The herald plac'd the ſceptre in his hands, 
His bounding horſes ſcarcely touch the fields: And ſtill'd the clamour of the ſhouting bands, 
His car amidſt the duſty whirlwind roll'd, Not without cauſe incens'd at Neſtor's ſon, 
Bright with the mingled blaze of tin and gold,[585 | And inly grieving, thus the king begun: 650 
Refulgent through the cloud; no eye could find The praiſe of wiſdom, in thy youth obtain'd, 
. The track his flying wheels had left behind: An act ſo raſh, Antilochus, has ſtain'd. | 
And the fierce. couriers urg'd their rapid pace Robb'd of my glory and my juſt rewafd, f 
So {witt, it ſeem'd a flight, and not a race, To you, O Grecians! be my wrong declar'd: 
Now victor at the goal Tydides ſtands, 590 | So not a leader ſhall our conduct blame, 655 
Quits his bright car, and ſprings upon the ſands ; | Or judge me envious of a rival's fame. 
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Merion purſued, at greater diſtance ſtill, 


Tt Weak are its counſels, headlong 1s its rage, 
With tardier courſers, and inferior ſkill. 


| The prize I quit, if thou thy wrath reſign; 
Laſt came Admetus! thy unhappy ſon: {610} | The mare, or aught thou aſk'ſt, be freely thine : 
Slow dragg'd the ſteeds his batter d chariot on :. | Ere I become (from thy dear friendihip torn) 675 
Achilles ſaw, and pitying thus begun: JI Zatetul to thee, and to the Gods forſworn. 
Behold! the man whoſe matchleſs art ſurpaſt So ſpoke Antilochus: and at the word 


The ſons of Greece 1 the ableſt, yet the laſt ! The mare conteſted to the king reſtor + 
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: From the hot ſteeds the ſweaty torrents ſtream; | But ſhall not we ourſelves the truth maintain? | 
The well-ply'd whip is hung athwart the beam: | What needs appealing in a fact ſo plain? it 
: With joy brave Sthenelus receives the prize, What Greek thall blame me, if 1 bid thee riſe, i 
; The tripod-vaſe, and dame with radiant eyes; And vindicate by oath th' ill-gotten prize? - 
Theſe to the ſhips his train triumphant leads, 595 | Riſe if thou dar'ſt, before thy chariot ſtand, i 
0 The chief himſelf unyokes the panting ſteeds. The driving ſcourge high-lifted in thy hand; it 
| Young Neſtor follows (who by art, not force, And touch thy ſteeds, and ſwear, thy whole in- 14 
O'er-paſt Atrides) ſecond in the courſe. Was but to conquer, not to circumvent. { tent ig 
| Behind, Atrides urg'd the race, more near Swear by that God whoſe liquid arms ſurround 7 
* Than to the courſer in his ſwift career 600 The globe, and whoſe dread earthquakes heave {A 
5 The following car, juſt touching with his heel the ground. - mn 
: Aud bruſhing with his tail the whirling wheel; The prudent chief with calm attention heard; 1 
| Such and fo narrow now the ſpace between : | Then mildly thus: Excuſe, if youth have err'd: 1 
The rivals, late ſo diſtant on the green; Superior as thou art, forgive th' offence, i 
| So ſoon {ſwift Æthe her loſt ground regain'd, 605 Nor 1 thy equal, or in years, or ſenſe. 670 ae 
"= One length, one moment had the race obtain d. Thou know'lt the errors of unripen'd age, 1 ui 
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Joy ſwells his ſoul : as when the vernal grain 
ifts the green ear above the ſpringing plain, 680 
The fields their vegetable life renew, 

And laugh and glitter with the morning dew ; - 
Such joy the Spartan's ſhining face o'erſpread, 
And lifted his gay heart, while thus he ſaid : 

Still may our ſouls, O generous youth ! agree, 685 
"Tis now Atrides' turn to yield to thee. 

Raſh heat perhaps a moment might control, ö 
Not break, the ſettled temper of thy ſoul. 

Not but (my friend) tis ſtill the wiſer way 
To wave contention with ſuperior ſway; 690 
For ah ! how few, who ſhould like thee offend, 
Like thee have talents to regain the friend ! 

'To plead indulgence, and thy fault atone, 

Suffice thy father's merit and thy own : 
Generous, alike, for me, the fire and ſon 695 
Have greatly ſuffer d, and have greatly done. 
I yield: that all may know, my ſoul can bend, 
Nor is my pride preferr'd before my friend. 

He ſaid ; and, pleas'd his paſſion to command, 
Reſign' d the courſer to Noeman's hand, 700 
Friend of the youthful chief: himſelf content, 
The ſhining charger to his veſſel ſent, 

The golden talents Merion next obtain'd ; 
The fifth reward, the double bowl, remain'd. 
Achilles this to reverend Neſtor bears, 705 
And thus the purpoſe of his gift declares: 
Accept thou this, O ſacred fire! (he ſaid) | 
In dear memorial of Patroclus dead; 
Dead, and for ever loſt, Patroclus lies, 
For ever ſnatch'd from our deſiring eyes! 
Take thou this token of a grateful heart, 
Though tis not thine to hurl the diſtant dart, 
The quoit to toſs, the ponderous mace to wield, 
Or urge the race, or wreſtle on the field. 
Thy priſtine vigour age has overthrown, 
But left the glory of the paſt thy own. 
' He ſaid, and plac'd the goblet at his fide; 
With joy the venerable king reply'd : 

Wiſely and well, my fon, thy words have prov'd 
A ſenior honour'd, and a friend belov'd! 720 
Too true it is, deſerted of my ſtrength, 

Theſe wither'd arms and limbs have fail'd at 
length. 

Oh! had I now that force I felt of yore, 

Known through Bupraſium and the Pylian ſhore! 

ViRorious then in every ſolemn game, 725 

Ordain'd to Amarynces' mighty name; 

The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 

Atolians, Pylians, all reſign the day. 

I quell'd Clytomedes in fights of hand. 

And backward hurl'd Ancæus on the ſand, 

Surpaſt Iphyclus in the ſwiſt career, 

Phyleus and Polydorus with the ſpear. 

The ſons of Acor won the prize of horſe, 

But won by numbers, not by art or force: 

For the fam'd twins, impatient to ſurvey 

Prize aſter prize by Neſtor borne away, 

Sprung to their car; and with united pains - 

One laſh'd the courſers, while one rul'd the reins. 

Such once I was! Now to theſe taſks ſucceeds 

A younger race, that emulate our deeds : 

I yield, alas! (to age who muſt not yield?) 

Though once the ſoremoſt hero of the field. 

Go thou, my ſon ! by generous friendſhip led, 


710 


715 


730 


735 


149 


Him great Tydides urges te contend, 


With martial honours decorate the dead; 
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While pleas'd I take the gifts thy hands preſent 14; 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent) ; | 
Rejoic'd, of all the numerous Greeks, to ſce 

Not one but honeurs ſacred age and me: 


{ Thoſe due diſtinctions thou ſo well canſt Pay, 


May the juſt Gods return another day ! 83 
Proud of the gift, thus ſpake the full of days, 0 


Achilles heard him, prouder of the praiſe. 


The prizes next are order'd to the field, 
For the bold champions who the cæſtus wield. 
A ſtately mule, as yet by toils unbroke, 755 
Of fix years age, unconſcious of the yoke, 
Is to the Circus led, and firmly bound; 
Next ſtands a goblet, maſſy, large, and round. 
Achilles, riſing, thus: Let Greece excite | 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight: 760 
Who dare the foe with liſted arms provoke, 
And ruth beneath the long-deſcending ſtroke, 
On whom Apollo ſhall the palm beſtow, 
And whom the Greeks ſupreme by conqueſt know. 
This mule his dauntleſs labours ſhall repay; 763 
The vanquiſh'd bear the maſſy bowl away. 

This dreadful combat great Epëus choſe; 
High o'er the crowd, enormous bulk ! he roſe, 
And ſeiz'd the beaſt, and thus began to ſay: 


| Stand forth ſome man, to bear the bowl away ! 776 


(Prize of his ruin :) for who dares deny 

This mule my right; th' undoubted victor I ? 

Others, *tis own'd, in fields of battle ſhine, 

But the firſt honours of this fight are mine ; 

For who excels in all? Then let my foe 775 

Draw near, but firſt his certain fortune know ; 

Secure, this hand ſhall his whole frame confound, 

Math all his bones, and all his body pound: | 

So let his friends be nigh, a needful train, 

To heave the batter'd carcaſe off the plain. 
The giant ſpoke; and in a ſtupid gaze 

The hoſt beheld him, ſilent with amaze! 

"Twas thou, Euryalus ! who durſt aſpire 

To meet his might, and emulate thy fire, 

The great Meciſtheus, who in days of yore 985 

in Theban games the nobleſt trophy bore, 


780 


(The games ordain'd dead Oedipus to grace) 


And ſingly vanquiſh'd the Cadmzan rate. 

[799 
Warm'd with the hopes of conqueſt for his friend ; 
Officious with the cinQture girds him round; 
And to his wriſt the gloves of death are bound. 
Amid the circle now each champion ſtands, 

And poiſes high in air his iron hands; 794 
With claſhing gauntlets now they fiercely cloſe, 
Their crackling jaws re-echo to the blows, 5 


And painful ſweat from all their members flows. 


At length Epèus dealt a weighty blow, 

Full on the cheek of his unwary foe; 

Beneath that ponderous arm's reſiſtleſs ſway 800 
Down dropt he, nerveleſs, and extended lay. 

As a large fiſh, when winds and waters roar, 

By ſome huge billow daſh'd againſt the ſhore, 
Lies panting : not leſs batter'd with his wound, 
The bleeding hero pants upon the ground. 80S 
To rear his fallen foe, the victor lends, 

Scornful, his hand ; and gives him to his friends; 
Whoſe arms ſuppert him reeling through the 
And dragging his diſabled legs along: {chrongs 
Nodding, his head hangs down his ſhoulder o'er ; 
His mouth and noſtrils pour the clotted gore; 81 


POPE'S HOMER, .. ns 
Wrapt round in miſts he lies, and loſt to thovyht; A well-fed ox was for the ſecond plac'd; 4 
His fric ls receive the bowl, too dearly bought. | And half a talent muſt content the laſt. 

-The third bold game Achilles next demands, Achilles riſing then beſpoke the train— 
And calls the wreſtlers to the level ſands : 815 | Who hope the palm of ſwiftneſs to obtain, 


A maſſy tripod for the victor lies, Stand forth, and bear theſe prizes from the 
Of twice fix oxen its reputed price; plain. 330 
r I. ine hero ſaid, and, ſtarting from his place, 

A female captive, valued but at four. Oilean Ajax riſes to the race 

Scarce did the chief the vigorous ſtrife propoſe, 820 Ulyſſes next; and he whoſe ſpeed ſurpaſt 

When wer inn e ee eee ' | His youthſul equals, Neſtor's ſon, the laſt. 

Amid the ring each nervous rival ſtands, Rang'd in a line the ready racers ſtand; 33; 


Embracing rigid with implicit hands : | Pelides points the barrier with his hand: 
Cloſe lock'd above, their heads and arms are | All ſtart at once; Oileus led the race; 
mixt; ' The next, Ulyſſes, meaſuring pace with pace; 
Below, their planted feet at diſtance fixt ; 825. Behind bim, diligently cloſe, he ſped, 
Like two ſtrong rafters which the builder forms, | As cloſely following as the running thread 3890 
proof to the wintery wind and howling ſtorms, | The ſpindle follows, and diſplays the charms 
Their tops connected, but at wider ſpace | Of the fair ſpinſter's breaſt, and moving arms: 
Fixt on the centre ſtands their ſolid baſe. Graceful in motion thus his foe he plies, 5 
Now to the graſp each manly body bends; 830 And treads each footſtep ere the duſt can riſe: 
The humid ſweat from every pore deſcends : His glowing breath upon his ſhoulders plays; 895 
Their bones reſound with blows : ſides, ſhoulders, Th' admiring Greeks loud acclamations raiſe : 
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thighs, | To him they give their wiſhes, hearts, and eyes, 22 1 
Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumors rife. And ſend their ſouls before him as he flies. 415 
Nor could Ulyſſes, for his art renown'd, Now three times turn d in proſpect of the goal, 84 
O'erturn the ſtrength of Ajax on the ground; 835 | The panting chief to Pallas lifts his ſoul: 900 | 0 . 
Nor could the ſtrength of Ajax overthrow Aſſiſt, O Goddeſs! (thus in thought he pray'd) 1 
The watchful caution of his artful foe. And preſent at his thought deſcends the Maid. i 


While the long ſtrife ev'n tir'd the lookers on, Buoy'd by her heavenly force, he ſeems to ſwim, 


Thus to Ulyſſes ſpoke great Telamon : And feels a pinion lifting every limb. Y + 
Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me; 840 | All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, 905 "= it 
Prove we our force, and Jove the reſt decree. Unhappy Ajax ſtumbles on the plain i 


He faid; and, ſtraining, heav'd him off the | (O'erturn'd by Fallas); where the flippery ſhore 
ground El | Was clogg'd with ſlimy dung, and mingled gore 

With matchleſs ſtrength; that time Ulyſſes found | (The ſelf-ſame place, beſide Patroclus' pyre, (910 
The ſtrength t' evade, and where the nerves combine | Where late the ſlaughter'd victims fed the fire): 
His ankle ſtruck : the giant fell ſupine; 845 | Beſmear'd with filth, and blotted o'er with clay, 
Ulyſſes, following, on his boſom lies; | [Obſcene to ſight, the rueful racer lay; _ | 
Shouts of applauſe run rattling through the ſkies. | The well-fed bull (the ſecond prize) he ſhar'd, 
Ajax to lift, Ulyſſes next eſſays, | And left the urn Ulyſſes? rich reward. | 
He barely ſtirr'd him, but he could not raiſe: hen, graſping by the horn the mighty.beaſt, 915 
His knee lock'd faſt, the foe's attempt deny'd; 850 The baffled hero thus the Greeks addreſt: 


A 
E 


And grappling cloſe, they tumbled fide by ſide. Accurſed fate! the conqueſt I forego; 

Defid with honourable duſt, they roll, A mortal eye, a Goddeſs was my foe 

Still breathing ſtrife, and unſubdued of ſoul : She urg'd her favourite on the rapid way, 

Again they rage, again to combat riſe ; Aud Pallas, not Ulyſſes, won the day. 920 


When great Achilles thus divides the prize: 855] Thus ſourly wail'd he, ſputtering dirt and gore; 
Your noble vigour, oh my friends, reſtrain: A burſt of laughter echo'd through the ſhore. 

Nor weary out your generous ſtrength in vain. Antilochus, more humourous than the reſt, 

Ye both have won: let others who excel, Takes the laſt prize, and takes it with a jeſt: 

Now prove that proweſs you have prov'd ſo well, Why with our wiſer elders ſhould we ſtrive? 925 
The hero's words the willing chiefs obey, 8600 | The Gods till love them, and they always 

From their tir'd bodies wipe the duſt away, 5 thrive. 7 | 


and, cloth'd anew, the following games ſurvey. | Ye ſee, to Ajax I mult yield the prize: 


And now ſucceed the gifts ordain'd to grace He to Ulyſſes, ſtill more ag'd and wiſe 
The youths contending in the rapid race, (A greewold-age, unconſcious of decays, 
A ſilver urn that full ſix meaſures held, 865 | That prove the hero born in better days!) 939 
By none in weight or werkmanſhip excell'd ; Behold his vigour in this active race! 3 
Sidonian artiſts taught the frame to ſhine, Achilles only boaſts a ſwifter pace; a 
Elaborate, with artifice divine; For who can match Achilles! He who can, 
: Whence Tyrian ſailors did the prize tranſport, Muſt yet be more than hero, more than man. 


And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port : 870| Th' effect ſucceeds the ſpeech: Pelides cries,g 3 5 | 
From him deſcended, good Eunzus heir'd Thy artful praiſe deſerves a better prize. 
The glorious gift; and, for Lycaon ſpar'd. 5 Nor Greece in vain ſhall hear thy friend extoll'd: 


0 brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. Receive a talent of the pureſt old. 


aw, the ſame hero's funeral rites to grace, The youth departs content. T ie hoſt admire 
it ſtands the prize of ſwiſtneſs in the race, 875 The ſon of Neſtor, worthy of is fire. 
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Rude from the furnace, and but ſhap'd by fire. 
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Next} theſe; = buckler, ſpear, and helm, he 
brings, 
Caſt on the plain, the brazen burthen rings: 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedon wore, 
nd great Patroclus in ſhort triumph bore. 
Stand forth the braveſt of our hoſt! (he cries)g45 
Whoever dares deſerve fo rich a prize, N 
Now grace the liſt before our army's ſight, 
And, ſheath'd in ſteel, provoke his foe to fight. 
Who firſt the jointed armour ſhall explore, 
And ſtain his rival's mail with iſſuing gore; 950 
The ſword Aſteropeus poſſeſt of old 0 
(A Thracian blade, diſtin& with ſtads of gold) 
Shall pay the ſtroke, and grace the ſtriker's ſide: 
"Theſe arms in common let the chiefs divide ; 
For each brave champion, when the combat ends, 
A ſumptuous banquet at our tent attends. . 956 
Fierce at the word, up-roſe great Tydeus' ſon, 
And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon. | 
Clad in refulgent ſteel, on either hand, 
The dreadful chiefs amid the circle ſtand: 960 
Lowering they meet, tremendous to the ſight, 
Zach Argive boſom beats with ficrce delight. 
Oppos'd in arms not long they idly ſtood, 


But thrice they clos's, and thrice the charge re- 


A furious paſs the ſpear of Ajax made {new'd. 
Through the broad ſhield, but at the corſelet 
ſtay'd : : 966 
Not thus the foe : his javelin aim'd above 
The buckler's margin, at the neck he drove, 
But Greece now'trembling for her hero's life, 
Bade ſhare the honours, and ſurceaſe the ſtrife. 970 
Vet til] the victor's due Tydides gains, 
With him the ſword and ſtudded belt remains. 
Then hurl'd the hero thundering on the ground 
A maſs of iron (an enormous round) [975 
Whoſe weight and ſize the circling Greeks admire, 


This mighty quoit AEcion wont to rear, 
And from his whirling arm diſmiſs 1n air ; 


The giant by Achilles ſlain, he ſtow'd 


Among his ſpoils this memorable load. 980 
For this, he bids thoſe nervous artiſts vie, 
That teach the diſk to ſound along the ſky. 


Let him whoſe might can hurl this bowl, ariſe 


Who fartheſt hurls it, takes it as his prize: 

If he be one, enrich'd with Jarge domain 985 
Of downs for fleck:, and arable lor grain, 

Small ſtock of iron needs that man provide ; 


His hinds and ſwains whole years ſhall be ſupply'd 


From hence: nor aſk the neighbouring city's aid, 
For ploughſhares, wheels, and all the rural trade. 


Stern Polypetes ſtept before the throng, 991 


And great Leonteus, more than mortal ſtrong ; 
Whoſe force with rival forces to oppoſe, 

Up roſe great Ajax; up Epèus roſe. 

Each ſtood in order: firſt Epeus threw ; 995 
High o'er the wondering crowds the whirling 
Leontes next a little ſpace ſurpaſt, [circle flew, 
And third, the ſtrength of godlike Ajax caſt, ' 
O'er both their marks it flew ; till fiercely flung 
From Polypete's arm, the diſcus's ſung: - 1000 
Far as a ſwain his whirling ſheephook throws, . 


That diſtant falls among the grazing cows, 


So paſt them all the rapid circle flies: 7 155 
His 7 (while loud applauſes ſhake the 
ties) | ns 
With force conjoin'd heaveoff the weighty prize. 
Thoſe who in ſkilfularchery contend, 1006 
He next invites the twanging bow to bend: 
And twice ten axes caſt amidſt the round 


0 


| (Ten double-edg'd, and ten that ſingly wound). 


The maſt, which late a firſt- rate galley bore, lor 

The hero fixes in the ſandy ſhore; 8 

To the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, 

The trembling mark at which their arrows fly. 

Whoſe air ſtrikes yon flattering bird, ſhall 
car | 

Theſe two-edg'd axes, terrible in war > 101 

The ſingle, he, whoſe ſhaft divides the cord. 

He faid ; 'experienc'd Merion took the word; 

And ſkilful Teucer : in the helm they threw 

Their lots inſcrib'd, and forth the latter flew. 1020 

Swift from the ſtring the ſounding arrow flies, 

But flies unbieſt F No grateful ſacrifice, + 

No firſtling lambs, unheedful ! didſt thou vow 

To Phœbus, patron of the ſhaft and bow. 

For this, thy wgl-aim'd arrow, turn'd aſide. 1025 

Err'd from the/dove, yet cut the card that ty'd; 

A-down the main-maſt fell the parting ſtring, 

And the tree bird to heaven diſplays her wing: 

Seas, ſhofes, and ſkies, with loud applauſe reſound, 

And Merion eager meditates the wound : 

He takes the bow, directs the ſhaft above, 1030 

And, following with his eye the ſoaring dove, 

Implores the God to ſpeed it through the ſkies, 

With vows of firſtling lambs, and grateful ſacrifice. 

The dove, in airy circles as ſhe wheels, 

Amid the clouds, the piercing arrow feels; 1035 

Quite through and through the point its paſſage 


found, 


And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 


The wounded bird, ere yet ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
With flagging wings alighted on the maſt; 
A moment hung, and ſpread her pinions there,1040 
Then ſudden dropt, and left her life in air. | 
From the pleas'd crowd new peals of thunder riſe, 
And to the ſhips brave Merion bears the prize. 

To cloſe the funeral games Achilles laſt 
A maſſy ſpear amid the circle plac'd, r045 
An ample charger of unſullied frame, flame. 
With flowers high-wrought, not blacken'd yet by 
For theſe he bids the heroes prove their art, 
Whoſe dextrous ſkill dirècts the flying dart. 
Here too Great Merion hopes the noble prize; 1050 
Nor here diſdain'd the king of men to riſe. 
With joy Pelides ſaw the honour paid, 
Roſe to the monarch, and reſpectful ſaid: 

Thee firſt in virtue, as in power ſupreme, 
O king of nations! all thy Greeks proclaim ; 1955 | 
In every martial game thy worth atteſt, _ 
And know thee both their greateſt, and their belt. 
Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy Javelin in thy brother's war. 

Pleas'd from the hero's lips his praiſe to hear, 
The king to Merion gives the brazen ſpear: [1061 
But, ſet apart for ſacred uſe, commands 


The glittering charger to Talthybius hands, 
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Spread o'er the ſacred corpſe his golden ſhield. 
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BOOK XXIV. | 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Redemption of the body of Hector. 


De Gods deliberate about the redemption of He#or's body. Jupiter ſends Tbetis to Achilles, to diſpoſe him for 
the refloring it; ard Tris to Priam, to encourdge him to gu in perfon, and treat for it, The old ling, not- 
tit hſtanding the remonſtrances of bis queen, makes ready for the journey, to which be is encouraged by an omen 
from Japiter. He ſets forth in bis chariot, with a wapggon loaded with preſents, under the charge of Idæus, 
the herald. Mercury deſcends in the ſhape of a young man, and conduct lim to the pavil in of Achilles. 
Their converſation on the way. Priam finds Achi!les at bis table, cafts himſelf at his feet, and Legs for the 
body of bis ſon; Achilles, moved with compaſſion, grants his requeſt, detains bim one night in bis tent, and the 
next morning ſends him home with the body, The Trojans run cut to mect him. The lamentations of Andromache, 
Hecuba, and Helen; with the ſolemnities of the funeral. | ; 


The time of twelve days is employed in this book, while 


the body of Hector lies in the tent of Achilles : and as 


many more are ſpent in the truce allowed for bis interment, Te ſcene is partly in Achilles' camp, and partly. 


in Troy. 


\ Tow from the finiſh'd games the Grecian band 

Seek their black ſhips, and clear the crowded 
ſtrand; 

All ſtretch'd at eaſe the genial banquet ſhare, 

And pleaſing flumbers quiet all their care. 

Not ſo Achilles: he to grief refign'd, 5 

His friend's dear image preſent to his mind, 

Takes his ſad couch, more unobſerv'd to weep ; 

Nor taſtes the gifts of all-compoſing ſleep. j 

Reſtleſs he roll'd around his weary bed, 0 

And all his ſoul on his Patroclus fed: 10 

The form ſo pleaſing, and the heart ſo kind, 

That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 

What toils they ſhar'd, what martial works they 

; wrought, [fought ; 

What ſeas they meaſur'd, and what fields they 

All paſt before him in remembrance dear, 15 

Thought follows thought, and tear ſucceeds to tear. 

And now ſupine, now prone, the hero lay, 

Now ſhifts his fide, impatient for the day: 

Then ſtarting up, diſconſolate he goes 

Wide on the;lonely beach to vent his woes, 20 

There, as the ſolitary mourner raves, 

The ruddy morning riſes o'er the waves : 

Soon as it roſe, his furious ſteeds he join'd: 

The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. | 

And thrice, Patroclus! round thy monument 25 

Was HeQor dragg'd, then hurry'd to the tent. 

There ſleep at laſt o'ercomes the hero's eyes; 

While foul in duſt th' unhoneur'd carcaſe lics, 5 

But not deſerted by the pitying Skies. 

For Phoebus watch'd it with ſuperior care, 30 

Preferv'd from gaping wounds, and tainting air; 

And ignominious as it ſwept the field, 


All Heaven was mov'd, and Hermes will'd to go 

By ſtealth to ſaarch him from th' inſulting foe; 35 

But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies, 

And th* unrelenting Empreſs of the ſkies ; 

Eer ſince that day implacable to Trey, 

What time young Paris, ſimple ſhepherd boy, 

Won by deſtructive luſt (reward obſcene) 40 

Their charms rejected for the Cyprian Queen. 

But when the tenth celeſtial morning broke; 

To Heaven aſſembled, thus Apollo ſpoke ; 
Unpitying Powers l how oft each holy fane 


Still grudge his body to the Trojans? view? 

Deny to conſort, mother, ſon, and fire 

The laſt ſad honours of a funeral fire ? 

I; then the dire Achilles all your care ? 0 
Ihat iron heart, inflexibly ſevere ; 

A lion, not a man, who flaughter's wide 

In ſtrength of rage, and impotence of pride; 
Who haſtes to murder with a ſavage joy, 
Invades around, and breathes but todeſtroy. 55 
Shame is not of his ſoul; nor underſtood, 

Ihe greateſt evil and the greateſt good. 


{ Still for one toſs he rages unreſign'd. 


Repugnant to the lot of all mankind; 

To loſe a friend, a brother, or a ſon, 60 

Heaven dooms each mortal, and its will is done: 

A while they ſorrow, then diſmiſs their care; 

Fate gives the wound, and man is bern to bear. 

But this, inſatiate, the commiſſion given [65 

By Fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of Heaven ; 

Lo! how his rage diſhoneſt drags along 

Hector's dead earth, inſenſible of wrong! 

Brave though he be, yet, by no reaſon aw'd, 

He violates the laws of man and God, | 
If equal honours by the partial Skies 70 

Are doom'd both heroes, (Juno thus replies) 

if Thetis fon muſt no diſtinction know, 

Then hear, ye Gods! the Patron of the Bow. 

But Hector only boaſts a mortal claim, 

His birth deriving from a mortal dame: 75 

Achilles of your own ætherial race 

Springs from a Goddels by a man's embrace 

(A goddeſs by ourſelf to Peleus given, | 

A man divine, and choſen friend of Heaven). « 

To grace thoſe nuptials from the bright abode 2o 

Vourſelves were preſent; where this minſtrel- 

God | 

(Well pleas'd to ſhare the feaſt) amid the quire 

Stood proud to hymn, and tune his youthful lyre, 
Then thus the Thunderer checks th' imperial 

Dame : [$5 

Let not thy wrath the court of Heaven inflame; 

Their merits, not their honours, are the ſame, ) 

But mine, and every God's peculiar gi ace, 

Hector deſerves, of all the Trojan race: 

Still on our ſhrines his gratt ful offering s lay 


Hector ting'd with blood of victims ſlain ! 45 
Vor. VI. 7 — 13 


(The only honours men ta Gods can pay); 90 
2 x 


And, can ve ſtill his cold remains purſue ? 0 
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_ Howe'er by ſtealth to ſnatch the corpſe away, 


As, bearing death in the fallacious buit, 


Nor ever from our ſmoking altar ceas'd 
The pure libation, and the holy feaſt. 


We will not: Thetis guards it night and day. 

But haſte, and ſummon to our courts above 95 

The azure Queen: let her perſuaſion move 

Her furious ſon from Priam to receive 

'The proffer'd ranſom, and the corpſe to leave. 

He added not: and Iris from the ſkics, 

Swift as a whirlwind on the meſſage flies. Ico 

Meteorous the face of Ocean ſweeps, 

Refulgent gliding o'er the ſable deeps, 

Between where Samos wide his foreſt ſpreads, 

And rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed heads. 

Down plung'd the Maid (the parted waves re- 
a 1 

She plung'd, and inſtant ſhot the dark profound. 


From the bent angle ſinks the leaden weight; 
Sa paſs'd the Goddeſs through the cloſing wave, 
Where Thetis ſorrow'd in her ſacred cave: 110 
r here, plac'd amidſt her melancholy train 

(The bluc-hair'd ſiſters of the ſacred main) 
Penſive ſhe ſat, revolving fates to come, 

And wept her godlike ſon's approaching doom. 
Then thus the Goddeſs of the painted bow, 115 
Ariſe ! O Thetis, from thy ſeats below : 

*Tis Jove that calls. And why (the dame replies) 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated ſkies, 
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His friends prepare the victim, and diſpoſe 
Repaſt unheeded, While he vents his woes; 160 
The Goddeſs ſeats her by her penſive ſon, 

She preft his hand, and tender thus begun: 

How long, unhappy ! ſhall thy forrows flow; 
And thy heart waſte with life-conſuming woe: 
Mindlcts of food, or love, whoſe pleaſing reign 165 
soothes weary life, and ſoftens human pain? 

O ſnatch the moments yet within thy power; 

Not long to live, indulge the amorous hour ! 

Lo! Jove himſelf (for Jove's command | bear) 


No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 
Detain the relicks of great Hector dead; 
Nor vent on ſenſeleſs earth thy vengeance vain x 
But yield to ranſom, and reſtore the lain. 
To whom Achilles: Be the ranſom given, 175 
And we fubmit, ſince ſuch the will of Heaven, ; 
While thus they commun'd, from th' Olympiau 
bowers | . 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers: 
Haſte, winged Goddeſs, to the ſacred town, 


And urge her monarch to redeem his ſon; 180 


Alone, the llian ramparts let him leave, 

And bear what ſtern Achilles may receive: 

Alone, for ſo we will: no Trojan near; 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 

Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 18 
May the flow mules and funeral car command. 


Sad object as 1 am for heavenly ſight ? 


Ah, may my ſorrows ever ſhun the light! 120 


Howe'er, be Heaven's almighty Sire obey'd— 
She ſpake, and veil'd her head in fable ſhade, 
Which flowing long, her graceful perſon clad; 
And forth ſhe pac'd, majeſtically ſad. _ 
Then through the world of waters they repair 125 
(The way fair Iris led) to upper air. | 
The deeps dividing, o'er the coaſt they riſe, 
And touch with momentary flight the {kies, 
There in the lightning's blaze the Sire they found, 
And all the Gods in ſhining ſynod round. 150 
Thetis approach'd with anguiſli in her ſace 
(Minerva, riſing, gave the Mourner place;) 
Ev'n Juno ſought her ſorrows to conſole, 
And offer'd from her hand the nectar-bowl: 


The ſacred Sire of Gods and mortal man: 
Thou com'ſt, fair Ihetis, but with grief o'ercaſt ; 
Maternal forrows; long, ah long to laſt ! | 


' Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares: 


But yield to Fate, and hear what Jove declares. 140 
Nine days are paſt, ſince all the court above 

In Hector's cauſe have mov'd the ear of Jove; 
Twas vo:ed, Hermes from his godlike foe 

By ſtealth ſhoula bear him, but we will'd not ſo : 
We will, thy ſon himſelf” the corpſe reſtore, 145 
And to his conqueſt add this glory more, 

Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear; 
Tell him he tempts the wrath of Heaven too far: 
Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 

Vent his mad vengeance an the ſacred dead: 150 
But yield to ranſom and the father's prayer, 

The mournful father, Iris ſhall prepare, 


With gifts to ſue; and offer to his hands 


Whate er his honour aſks, or heart demands. 

His word the ſilver-footed Queen attends, 155 
And from Olympus' ſnowy tops deſcends. 
Arriv'd, ſhe heard the voice of loud lament, 
And echoing groans that ſhook the loſty tent, 


Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread, 

Safe through the foe by our protection led: 

Him Hermes to Achilles ſhall convey, 

Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 190 
Fierce as he is, Achilles' ſelf ſhall ſpare 

His age, nor touch one venerable hair, 

Some thought there muſt be in a ſoul ſo brave, 
Some ſenſe of duty, ſome deſire to ſave. 
Then down her bow the winged Iris drives, 195 
And ſwift at Priam's mournful court arrives; 
Where the ſad ſons beſide their father's throne 
Sate bath'd in tears, andanſwer'd groan with groan, 
And all amidſt them lay the hoaty fire, | 

(Sad ſcene of woe 1) his face, his wrapt attire, 200 
Conceal'd from ſight ; with frantic hands he ſpread 


IA ſhower of aſhes o'er his neck and head. 
She taſted, and reſign'd it: then began I35 


From room to room his penſive daughters roam; 
Whoſe ſhrieks and clamours fill the vaulted dome; 
Mindful of thoſe, who, late their pride and joy, 205 


Before the king Jove's meſſenger appears, 

And thus, in whiſpers, greets his trembling ears: 
Fear not, oh father, no ill news I bear; [310 

From Jove 1 come, Jove makes thee fill his care; 

For Hector's ſake theſe walls he bids thee leave, 

And hear what ſtern Achilles may receive: 

Alone, for ſo he wills: no Trojan near, 

Except, to place the dead with decent care, 1 

Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand, : 5 

May the flow mules and funeral car command. a 

Nor ſhalt thou, death, nor ſhalt thou danger, drea 

Safe through the ſoe by his protection led: 

Thee Hermes to Pelides ſhall convey, 8 

Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way: 2 

Fierce as he is, Achilles' ſelf we" pee 

Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair; 

| e e there muſt be, in a ſoul ſo brave, | 

Some ſenſe of duty, ſome deſire to fave. 5 
She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd. Priam bids Prep af 

| His gentle mules, and harneſs to the car; 


Forbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too far. 174 | 


Lie pale and breathleſs round the fields of Troy! 


226 


. 


There, for the gifts, 2 poliſh'd caſket lay; 

His pious ſons the king's command obey, 

Then paſs'd the monarch to his bridal-room, 
Where cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume, 230 
And where the treaſures of his empire lay ; 


Then call'd his queen, and thus began to ſay ; 


Unhappy conſort ef a king diſtreſt ! 
Partake the troubles of thy huſband's breaſt ; . 
t ſaw deſcend the meſſenger of Jove, 235 
Who bids me try Achilles“ mind to mo ve; | 
Forſake theſe ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corpſe of Hector, at yon navy ſlain, 
Tell me thy thought: my heart impels to go [240 
Through hoſtile camps, and bears me to the foe. 
The hoary monarch thus. Her piercing crizs 
zad Hecuba renews, and then replies: 
Ah! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd mind ? 
And where the prudence now, that aw'd man- 
kind: known; 
Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions 


Now all confus'd, diſtracted, overthrown? 246 


Singly to paſs through hoſts of foes ! to face 

(Oh heart of ſteel) !_the murderer of thy race! 
To view that deathful eye, and wander v'er 

Thoſe hands, yet red with HeQor's noble gore! 
Alas! my Lord! he knows not how to ſpare, 251 
And what his mercy, thy flain ſons declare; 

So brave! ſo many fallen! To calm his rage, 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain. thy age. 
No—pent in this ſad palace, let us give 255 
To grief, the wretched days we have to live. 

still, ſtill for Hector let our ſorrows flow, 
Born to his own and to his parents woe 

Doom'd, from the hour his luckleſs life begun, 


To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus' fon! 260 


Oh! in his deareſt blood might I allay 
My rage, and theſe barbarirics repay | 
For ah | could HeRor merit thus, whoſe breath 
Expir'd not meanly in unaQive death? 
He pour'd his lateſt blood in manly fight, 265 
Aud fell a hero in his country's right. 

Seck not to ſtay me. nor my ſoul affright 
With worde of omen, like a bird of night 
(Reply'd, unmov'd, the venerable man). [270 
"Tis Heaven commands me, and yau urge in vain, 
Had any mortal voice th' injunRion laid, 
Nor augur, prieſt, or ſeer, had been obey'd. 
A preſent Goddeſs brought the high command, 


1Ifaw, I heard her, and the word ſhall ſtand. 


I go, ye Gods! obedient to your call: 275 
if in yon camp your powers have doom'd my 
ail, 

Content—By the ſame hand let me expire! 

Add to the ſlaughter'd ſon the wretched fire ! 

One cold embrace at laſt may be allow'd, {289 

And my laſt tears flow mingled with his blood! 
From forth his open'd ſtores, this ſaid, he drew 

Twelve coſtly carpets of refulgent hue, 

As many veſts, as many mantles told, | 

And twelve fair veils and garments {tiff with gold. 

Two tripods next, and twice two chargers, ſhine, 

With ten pure talents from the richeſt mine : 286 


And laſt a large well-labour'd bowl had place, 


{The pledge of treaties once with friendly Thrace). 
Seem'd all too mean the ſtores he could employ, 
For one laſt look to buy him back to Troy: 299 
Lo! the ſad father, frantic with his pain, 
Around him furious drives his menial train: 


4 
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In vain each flave with duteous care attends, 
Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 
| What make ye here? officious crowds! (he cries) 
Hence! nor obtrude your anguiſh on my eyes. 296 
Have ye no griefs at home to fix you there; 

Am I the ooly object of deſpair ? 


Am I become my people's common ſhow, 


Set up by Jove your ſpectacle of woe ? 300 


No, you mult feel him too; yourſelves muſt fall: 
The ſame ſtern God to ruin gives you all; 

Nor is great HeRor loſt by me alone; 

Your ſole defence, your guardian Power, is gone; 
I ſee your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 303 
I ſee the ruins of your ſmoking town! 

O ſend me, Gods! ere chai ſad day ſhall come, 

A willing ghoſt to Pluto's dreary dome! 

He ſaid, and feebly drives his friends away: 
The forrowing friends his frantic rage obey, 310 
Next on his ſons his erring fury falls, 

Polites, Paris, Axgathon, he calls; 

His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothoüs, Pammen, Helenus the ſeer, 

And generous Antiphon ; for yet theſe nine 315 
Surviv'd, ſad relicks of his numerous line: 

Inglorious ſons, of an unhappy fire! 

Why did not all in Hector's cauſe expire? 
Wretch that I am ! my braveſt offspring ſlain, 
You, the diſgrace of Priam's houſe remain! 320 
Neſtor the brave, renown'd in ranks of war, * 
With Troilus, dreadſul on his ruſhing car, 

And laſt great Hector, more than man divine, 
For ſure he ſeem'd not of terreſtrial line! 

All thoſe relentleſs Mars untimely flew, 325 
And left me theſe, a ſoft and ſervile crew,, 
Whoſe days the feait and wanton dance employ, 
Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Troy! 
Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 

Aud ſpeed my journey to redeem my ſon ? 330 

The ſons th ir father's wretched age revere, 
Forgive his anger, and produce the car, 

High on the feat the cabinet they bind: 

The new made car with ſolid beauty ſhin'd; _ 
Box was the yoke, emboſs'd with coſtly pains, 335 
And hung with ringlets to receive the reins ; 
Nine cubits long, the traces ſwept the ground; 
Theſe to the chariot's poliſh'd pole they bound, 
Then fixt a ring the running reins to guide, 

| And cloſe beneath the gather'd ends were ty'd. 340 
Next with the gift- (the price of Hector flain) 
The ſad attendants load the groaning waits ; 


bring 

(The gift of Myſia to the Trojan king). 
But the fair horſes, long his darling gare, 345 
Himſelf receiv'd, and harneſs'd to his car: 
Griey'd as he was, he not this taik deny'd ; 
The hoary kerald help'd him, at his ſide. 
While careful theſe the gentle courſers join'd, 
Sad Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind; 350 
A golden bowl that foam'd with fragrant wine, 
(Libation deſtin'd to the Power diviue) | 
Held in her right, before the ſtzeds the ſtands, 
And thus conſigns it to the monarch's hands: 

Take this, and pour-to Jove ; that, ſafe from 

harms, 55 

His grace reſtore thee to our roof and arms. 
Since, victor of thy fears, and ſlightin mine, 


| Heaven, or thy ſoul, inſpire this bold deſign: 


Laſt, to the yoke the weli-match'd mules they 
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Pray to that God, who high on Ida's brow 
Surveys thy deſolated realms below, 360 
His winged meſſenger to ſend from high, 

And lead thy way with heavenly augury: 

Let the ſtrong ſovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the right of yon ætherial ſpace. 

That ſign beheld, and ſtrengthen'd from above, 
Foldly purſue the journey mark'd by Jove; 366 
But if the God his augury denies, 

Suppreſs thy impulſe, nor reje& advice. 

Tis juſt (ſaid Priam, to the Sire above) 


*- 


HOMER. 


Now twilight veil'd the glaring face of day, 

And clad the duſky fields in ſober gray; 

What time the herald and the hoary king 

(Their chariots ſtopping at the ſilver ſpring, 430 

That circling llus' ancient marble flows) 8 

Allow'd their mules and ſteeds a ſhort repoſe. 
Through the dim ſhade the herald firſt eſpies 

A man's approach, and thus to Priam cries : 

1 mark ſome foe's advance: O king! beware; 435 

'This hard adventure claims thy utmoſt care ; 

For, much I fear, deſtruction hovers nigh; 


To raiſe our hands; for who ſo good as Jove ? 370 | Our ſtate aſks counſel. Is it beſt to fly ? 


He ſpoke, and bade th' attendant handmaid bring | Or, old and helpleſs, at his feet to fall 


The pureſt water of the living fpring 
(Her ready hands the ewer and baſon held); 
Then took the golden cup his queen had fill'd; 


| . [449 
(Two wretched ſuppliants) and for mercy call ? 


Th' afflicted monarch ſhiver'd with deſpair ; 
Pale grew his face, and upright ſtood his hair; 


On the mid pavement pours the roſy wine, 375 | Sunk was his heart; his colour went and came; 


Uplifts his eyes, and calls the Power divine: 


A ſudden trembling ſhook his aged frame: 44 


Oh firſt, and greateſt ! Heaven's imperial Lord ! | When Hermes, greeting, touch'd his royal hand, 


On lofty Ida's holy hill ador'd ! 
To ſtern Achilles now direct my ways, 


And gently thus accoſts with kind demand: 
Say whither, father! when each mortal ſight 


And teach him mercy when a father prays. 380 Is ſcal'd in ſleep, thou wander'ſt through the 


Tf ſuch thy will, diſpatch from yonder ſky 
Thy facred bird, celeſtial augury ! 

Let the ſtrong ſovereign of the p:umy race 
Tower on the right of yon ætherial ſpace : 


So ſhall thy ſuppliant, ſtrengthen'd from above, 


night? . 
Why roam thy mules and ſteeds the plains along, 
Through Grecian foes, fo numerous and ſo ſtrong ? 


What could'ſt thou hope, ſhould theſe thy trea- 
ſures view; : 451 


Fearleſs purſue the journey mark'd by Jove. 386 | Theſe, who with endleſs hate thy race purſue ? 
; Jove heard his prayer, and from the throne on | For what deſence, alas! could'ſt thou provide; 
Diſpatch'd his bird, celeſtial augury! {high | Thyſelf not young. a weak old man thy guide? 


The ſwift-wing'd chacer of the feather'd game, 


Yet ſuffer not thy ſoul to ſink with dread: 454 


And known to Gods by Percnos” lofty name. 390 | From me no harm ſhall touch thy reverend head; 


Wide as appears ſome palace-gate diſplay'd, 

So broad, his pinions ſtretch'd their ample ſhade 
As ſtooping dexter with reſounding wings 

Th' imperial bird deſcends in airy rings. 


From Greece I'll guard thee too; for in thoſe lines 
„The living image of my father ſhines. 

Thy words, that ſpeak benevolence of mind, 
Are true, my ſon! (the godlike fire rejoin'd) 460 


A dawn of joy in every face appears; 395 | Great are my hazards; but the Gods ſurvey 


The mourning matron dries her timorous tears; 
Swift on his car th* impatient monarch ſprung ; 
The brazen portal in his paſſage rung. 

The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 


My ſteps, and ſend thee, guardian of my way. 
Hail, and be bleſt! for ſcarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, thy fcature, and thy mind. 


Charg'd with the gifts: Idæus holds the rein: 400] (The ſacred meſſenger of Heaven reply'd) ; 


The king himſelf his gentle ſteeds controls, 


But ſay, convey'ſt thou through the lonely plains 


And throvgh ſurrounding friends the chariot rolls. | What yet moſt precious of thy ſtore remains, 


On his tow wheels the following people wait, 
Mourn at each ſtep, and give him up to Fate; 


To lodge in ſafety with ſome friendly hand: 
Prepar d perchance, to leave thy native land! 470 


With hands uplifted, eye him as he paſt, 405 Or fly'ſt thou now ?—What hopes can Troy re- 


And gaz'd upon him as they gaz'd their laſt. tain ; 2 
Now forward fares the father on his way, | Thy matchleſs ſon, her guard and glory, flain? 
Through the lone fields, and back to 1lion they. The king, alarm'd ; Say what, and whence 
Great Jove beheld him as he croſt the plain, thou art, ; 

And felt the woes of miſerable man. 440 Who ſearch the ſorrows of a parent's heart, 


Then thus to Hermes: Thou whoſe conſtant cares] And know ſo well how godlike Hector dy'd ? 475 


Still ſuccour mortals, and attend their prayers; 
Behold an object to thy charge conſign'd: 
If ever pity touch'd thee for mankind, 


Thus Priam ſpoke ; and Hermes thus reply'd: 
You tempt me, father, and with pity touch: 
On this ſad ſubject you enquire roo much. 


Go, guard the fire; th* obſerving foe prevent, 415 Oft have theſe eyes that godlike Hector vie we'd 


And ſafe conduct him to Achilles' tent. 
The God obeys, his golden pinions binds, 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds, 


In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embrued: 


On thouſand ſhips, and wither'd half an hoſt: 


That high, through fields of air, his flight ſuſtain, | I ſaw, but he lp'd not: ſtern Achilles' ire 


O'er the wide earth, and o'er the boundleſs main: 
Then graſps the wand that cauſes ſleep to fly, 421 
Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wakeful eye; ES 
Thus arm'd, ſwift Hermes ſteers his airy way, 
And ſtoops on Helleſpont's reſounding ſea. 

A. beauteous youth, majeſtic and divine, 425 
He ſecm'd; fair offspring of ſome princely line! 


Forbade aſſiſtance, and enjoy d the fire. 

For him I ſerve, of Myrmidonian race; 485 
One ſhip convey ' d us from our native place; 
Polyctor is my fire, an honour'd name, 

Old like thyſelf, and not unknown to fame 

Of ſeven his ſons, by whom the lot was caſt 

To ſerve our prince, it fell on me, the laſt, 490 


Nor true are all thy words, nor erring wide 465 ä 


I ſaw him when, like Jove, his flames he toſt 481 
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POPE'S HOMER, | 181 


To watch this quarter my adventure fall? 
For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls : | 
sleepleſs they ſit, impatient to engage, 
And ſcarce theig rulers check their martial rage. 
If then thou art of ſtern Pelides' train 495 
(The mournful monarch thus rejoin'd again) 
Ah, tell me truly, where, oh! where are laid 
My ſon's dear relicks? what befalls him dead? 
Have dogs diſmember'd (on the naked plains) 
Or yet unmangled reſt his cold remains? 500 
O favour'd of the Skies! thus anſwer'd then 
The Power that mediates between Gods and men) 
Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent, 
But whole he lies, neglected in the tent; 
This the twelfth evening ſince he reſted there, 505" 
Untouch'd by worms, untainted by the air. | 
still as Aurora's ruddy beam is ſpread, 
Round his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead: 
Yet undisfigur'd, or in limb or face, 
All freſh he lies, with every living grace, 510 
Majeſtical in death! No ſtains are found 
O'er all the corpſe, and clos'd is every wound; 
Though many a wound they gave. Some heavenly 
care, 
Some hand divine, preſerves him ever fair: 
Or all the hoſt of heaven, to whom he led 515 
A life ſo grateful, ſtill regard him dead. . 
Thus ſpoke to Priam the celeſtial guide! 
And joyful thus the royal fire reply'd: 
leſt is the man who pays the Gods above 
The conſtant tribute of reſpect and love; 520 
Thoſe who inhabit the Olympian bower 
My ſon forgot not, in exalted power; 
And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mind, 
Ev'n to the aſhes of the juſt, is kind. 


But thou, oh generous youth! this goblet take, 525 


A pledge of gratitude, for Hector's ſake; 

And, while the favouring Gods our ſteps ſurvey, 

Safe to Pelides' tent conduct my way. 

To whom the latent God: O King, forbear 

To tempt my youth, for apt is youth to err: 530 

But can I, abſent from my prince's ſight, 

Take gifts in ſecret, that muſt ſhun the light? 

What from our maſter's jntereſt thus we draw, 

Is but a licens'd theft that *ſcapes the law. 

Reſpecting him, my ſoul abjures th offence; 535 

And, as the crime, I dread the conſequence. 

Thee, far as Argos, plzas'd I could convey ; 

Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way ; 

On thee attend, thy ſafety to maintain, ; 

O'er pathleſs foreſts, or the roaring main. $540 

He ſaid, then took the chariot at the bound, 

And ſnatch'd the reins, and whirl'd the laſharound! 

Before th' inſpiring God, that urg'd them on, 

The courſers fly, with ſpirit not their own. (545 

And now they reach'd the naval walls, and found 

The guards repaſting, while the bowls go round: 

On theſe the virtue of his wand he tries, 

And pour deep flumher on their watchful eyes: 

Then heav'd the maſly gates, remov'd the bars, 

And o'er the trenches led the rolling cars. $550 

Unſeen, through all the hoſtile camp they went, 

And now approach'd Pelides' loſty tent. | 

Of fir the roof was rais'd, and cover'd o'er 
With reeds collected from the marſhy ſhore ; 

And, fenc'd with paliſades, a hall of ſtate, ' 555 

(The work of ſoldiers) where the hero fate. 


Hermes I am, deſcended from above, 565 


Till thus at laſt the kingly ſuppliant ſpoke: 


Large was the door, whoſe well-compaQted ſtrengta 

A ſolid pine-tree barr'd, of wondrous length 

Scarce three ſtrong Greeks could lift its mighty 
weight, f | 4! 

Bat great Achilles ſingly clos'd the gate. 560 — 

This Hermes (ſuch the power of Gods!) ſet wide; 

Then ſwift alighted the celeſtial guide, 

And thus reveal'd— Hear, prince! and under- 

ſtand 

Tho ow'ft thy guidance to no mortal hand: 
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The King of arts, the Meſſenger of Jove. 
Farewell: to ſhun Achilles' fight I ly; 
Uncommon are ſuch favours of the Sky, { 
Nor ſtand conſeſt to frail mortality. 

Now fearleſs enter, and prefer thy prayers; 579 
Adjure him by his father's filver hairs, 
His ſon, his mother! urge him to beſtow 
Whatever pity that ſtern heart can know. 
Thus having ſaid, he vaniſh'd from his eyes, 
And in a moment ſhot into the ſkies: 5756 
The king, confirm'd from Heaven, alighted there, 
And left his aged herald on the car. 

With ſolemn pace through various rooms he went, 
And found Achilles in his inner tent: 

There ſate the hero; Alcimus the brave, 530 
And great Automedon, attendance gave: 

Theſe ſerv'd his perſon at the royal feaſt: 
Around, at awful diſtance, ſtood the reſt. 
Unſeen by theſe, the king his entry made; 
And, proſtrate now before Achilles laid, 535 
Sudden- (a venerable ſight) appears; 

Embrac'd his knees, and bath'd his hands in tears; +! Wt 
Thoſe direful hands his kiſſes preſs'd, embrued «= ü 
Ev'n with the beſt, the deareſt of his blood! 7:8 


- 


As when a wretch (who, conſcious of his crime, 
Purſued for murder, flies his native clime) $59x 
Juſt gains ſome frontier, breathleſs, pale, amaz d! 
All gaze, all wonder: thus Achilles gaz'd : 
Thus ſtood th' attendants ſtupid with ſurpriſe; 
All mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their eyes: 
Each look'd on other, none the ſilence broke, [ 596 


Ah thiak, thou favour'd ef the Powers divine ! 
Think of thy father's age, and pity mine P 
In me, that father's reverend image trace, Goo 
Thoſe ſilver hairs, that venerable face ; i 
His trembling limbs, his helpleſs perſon, ſee! 
In all my equal, but in miſery ! 

Vet now, perhaps, ſome turn of human fate 
Expels him helpleſs from}his peaceful ſtate; 605 
Think, from ſome pow foe thou ſee'ſt him fly, 
And beg protection wich a feeble cry. 

Jet ſtill one comfort in his ſoul may riſe; 
He hears his ſon {till lives to glad his eyes; 
And, hearing, ſtill may hope a better dax 610 
May ſend him thee, to chaſe that foe away, =" 
No comfort to my grieſs, no hopes, remain: f 
Ihe beſt, the braveſt, of my ſons are ſlain! 
Yet what a race! ere Greece to Illion came, 
The pledge of many a loy'd and loving dame! 615 
Nineteen one mother bore—Dead, all are dead! 
How oft, alas! has wretched Priam bled ! 

Still one was left, their Joſs to recompenſe : 
His father's hope, his country's laſt defence. 
Him: too thy rage has ſlain! beneath thy ſteel, 620 


. 


Unhappy, in his country's cauſe tre fell 
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For him, through haſtile camps I bend my way, What ſees the ſan, but hapleſs heroes? falls? 690 \ ny 


0! 
For him, thus proſtrate at thy feet I lay ; War and the blood of men ſurround thy walls! = 
Large gifts proportion'd to thy wrath | bear; What muſt be, muſt be. Bear thy lot, nor ſhed Tho 
O hear the wretched, and the Gods revere! 625 | Theſe unavailing ſorrows o'er thqhlead; ; 80 v 
Think of thy father, and this face behold | Thou canſt not call kim from the Stygian ſhore, Wi 
See him in me, as helpleſs and as old! Bur thou, alas! may'ſt live, to ſuffer more! 693 
Though not ſo wretched : there he yields to me, To whom the king: Oh, favour'd of the Skies“ But 
The firſt of men in ſovereign miſery} - : Here let me grow to earth! fince Hector lies Tho 
Thus forc'd to kneel, thus groveling to embrace 630 | On the bare beach depriv'd of obſequies. Stce 
> The ſcourge and ruin of my realm and race: Oh, give me Hector] to my eyes reſtore Nin 
Suppliant my childrens* murderer to implore, His corpſe, and take the giſts; I aſk no more. 700 Nor 
And kiſs thoſe hands yet recking with their gore! | Thou, as thou may'ſt, theſe boundleſs ſtores enjoy; (Fo 
; Theſe words ſoft pity in the chief inſpire, Safe may'ſt thou ſail, and turn thy wrath from The 
Touch'd with the dear remembrance of his fire, 635 | So ſhall thy pity and forhearance give [Troy ; Thi 
Then with his hand (as proſtrate till he lay) A weak old man to fee the light and live! Her 
The old man's cheek he gently turn'd away. Move me no more! (Achilles thus replies, 705 Th. 
Now each by turns indulg'd the guſh of woe; While kindling anger ſpagkled in his eyes) | Wh 
And now the mingled tides togerher flow : Nor ſeek by tcar5'my ſteady ſoul to bend; _ Th. 
This low on earth, that gently bending o'er, 640 } To yield thee Hecter, I myſelf intend ; | Th. 
A father one, and one a ſon, deplore: For know, from ove my Goddeſs-mother came = 
But great Achilles different paſſions rend, ( old Ocean's daughter, filver-foored dame]; 710 Th 
And now his fire he mourns, and now his friend. Nor oom'ſt thou but by Heaven: nor com'ſt alone, 8 
Th' infeRious ſoftneſs through the heroes ran; Some God impels with courage not thy own : 
One univerſal ſolemn ſhower began; 64 | No human hand the weighty gates unbarr'd 
They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. Nor could the boldeſt of our youth have dar'd 0 
SGaatiate at length with unavailing wocs, To paſs cur out-works, or elude the guard. 7153 
From the high throne divine Achilles roſe ; Ceaſe ; leſt, neglectful of high Jove's command, 
The reverend monarch by the hand he rais'd ; I ſhow thee, king | thou tread'ſt on hoſtile land; 


On his white beard and form majeſtic gaz d, 650 ; Releaſe my knees, thy ſuppliant arts give o'er, 
Not unrelenting ; then ſcrene began | And ſhake the purpoſe of my ſoul no more. [520 
With words to ſoothe the miſerable man: The fire obey'd him, trembling and o'er-aw'd, 
. Alas! what weight of anguiſh haſt thou known, | Achilles, like a lion, ruſh'd abroad; 
_— Unhappy prince! thus guardleſs and alone Automedon and Alcimus attend 
To paſs through foes, and thus undaunted face 655 (Whom moſt he honour'd fince he loft his friend); 
be man whoſe fury has deſtroy'd thy race! Theſe to unyoke the mules and horſes went, 
Heaven ſure has arm'd thee with a heart of ſteel, } And led the hoary herald to the tent; 


1 74S 

. A ſtrength proportion'd to the woes you feel. | Next heap'd on high the numerous preſents bear 
ERiſc hen; let reaſon mitigate our care : (Great HeQtor's ranſom) from the poliſh'd car. 
10 mourn, avails not; man born to bear. 660 Two ſplendid mantles, and a carpet ſpread, — 
5 "3 Such is, alas! the Gods' ſevere decree : They leave, to cover and inwrap the dead. 


| 4 | b They, only they, are bleſt, and only free. Then call the handmaids, with affiſtant toil 730 
oo urns by Jove's high throne have ever ſtood, To waſh the body and anoint with oil, : 
A”, a The ſource of evil one, and one of good; Apart from Priam ; leſt th* unhappy fire, ' 


4 l . From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 665 Provok'd to paſſion, once more rouſe to ire 


Bleſſings to theſe, to thoſe diſtributes ills; The ftern Pelides; and nor facred age, [735. 
To moſt, he mingles both: the wretch decreed | Nor Jove's command, ſhould check the rifing rage. 
=  Toraſte the bad, unmix'd, is curſt indeed; This done, the garments o'er the ' corpſe the) 


_—_ Purſued by wrongs, by meagre famine driven, Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed: (ſpread; 
He wanders, outcaſt both of earth and heaven. 670 Then, while the body on the car they laid, 
The happieſt, taſte not happine is ſincere; | He groans, and calls on lov'd Patroclus' ſhade: =» 
But find the cordial draught is daſh'd with care. If, in that gloom which never light muſt know, 
Wo more than Peleus ſhone in wealth and The deeds of mortals touch the ghoſts below: 741 


13 power! O friend! forgive me, that I thus fulfil 

What ſtars concurring bleſt his natal hour! (Reſtoring Hector) Heaven's unqueſtion'd will. 
A realm, a Goddeſs to his wiſhes given; 675 | The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, ER. 
Grat d by the Gods with all the gifts of Heaven, | To grace thy manes, and adorn thy ſhrine, 745 IN 
-One evil, yet, o'ertakes his lateſt day: He ſaid, and, entering, took his ſeat of ſtate, A 
: No race ſucceeding to imperial ſway : Where full before him reverend Priam fate: 18 
1 An only fon; and he (alas!) ordain'd | To whom, compos'd, the godlike chief begun U 
To fall untimely in a foreign land. 680 | Lo! to thy prayer reſtor'd, thy breathleſs ſon; L 
see bim, in Troy, the pious care decline Extended on the funeral couch he lies; 750 T 
of his weak age, to live the curſe of thine! And, ſoon as morning paints the eaſtern ſkies, c A 
= Thou too, old man, haſt happier days beheid; | The ſight is granted to thy longing eyes. P. 
11g) riches once, in children once excell'd; , But now tlie peaceful hours of ſacred night 81 
= Extended Phrygia own'd thy ample reign, 685) Demand refection, and to reſt invite: | T 
A ad all fair Leſbos' bliſsful feats contain, 5 Nor thou, O father ! thus conſum'd with woe, 755. : B 
And all wide Helleſpont's unmeaſur'd main. The common cares that nouriſh life forego. . R 


| be But fade the God his hand has pleas'd to turn, | Not thus did Niobs, of form divine, 
; 1. Audi thy meaſure from his bitter urn, A parent once, whoſe ſorrows equall'd thine: 
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Six youthful ſons, as many blooming maids, 2 
In one ſad day beheld the Stygian ſhades; 760 
Theſe by Apollo's ſilver bow were lain, I 
Thoſe Cynthia's arrows ſtretch'd upon the plain: 
80 was her pride chaſtis'd by wrath divine, 
Who match'd her own with bright Latona's 
line; 2 [765 
But two the Goddeſs, twelve the queen enjoy d: 
Thoſe boaſted twelve th' avenging two deſtroy d. 
Stcep'd in their blood, and in the duſt outſpread, 
Nine days, neglected, lay expos'd the dead; 
None by to weep them, to inhume them none 
(For Jove had turn'd the nation all to ſtone): 570 
The Gods themſelves at length, relenting, gave 
Th! unhappy race the honours of a grave. 
Herſelf a rock (for ſuch was Heav'n's high will) 
Through deſerts wild now pours a weeping rill; 
Where round the bed, whence Achcloiis ſprings, 
The watery Fairies dance in mazy rings, 776 
There high on Sipylus's ſhaggy brow, 
She ſtands, her own ſad monument of woe; { 
The rock for ever laſts, the tears for ever flow. 
Such griefs, O king ! have other parents known: 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 781 
The care of Heav'n thy Hector has appear'd, 
Nor ſhall he lic unwept and uninterr'd ; 
Soon may thy aged cheeks in tears be drown'd, 
And all the eyes of Illion ſtream around. 785 
He ſaid, and, riſing, choſe the victim ewe 
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| To inter thy Hector? For, ſo long we ſtay 


Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their breaſt, 


HOMER. 


Our ſlaughtering arm, and bid the hoſts obey. 
If then thy will permit (the monareh ſaid) 
To finiſh all due honours to the dead, | 
This, of thy grace accord: ro thee areknown 830 
The fears of Illion clos'd within her town; 
And at what diſtance from our walls aſpire 
The hills of Ide, and foreſts for the fire. 
Nine days to vent our ſorrows I requeſt, | 
"The tenth ſhall ſee the funeral and the feaſt ; 833 
The next, to raiſe his monument be given; 
The tweifth we war, if war be doom'd by 
Heaven! ö | 
This thy requeſt (reply'd the chief) enjoy; 
Till then, our arms ſulpend the fall of Troy. 
Then gave his hand at parting to prevent 840 
The old man's fears, and turn'd within the tent; 
Where fair Briſeis, bright in. blooming charms, 
Expects her hero with deſiring arms. 
But in the porch the king and herald reſt, [843 


Now Gods and men the gift of ſleep partake ; 
Induſtrious Hermes only was awake, 

The king's return revolving in his mind, 

To paſs the ramparts, and the watch to blind, 
The Pow'r deſcending hover'd o'er his head: $50 
And ſleep'ſt thou, father! (thus the viſion ſaid} 
Now doſt thou fleep, when Hector is reſtor d? 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord? 


With ſilver fleece, which his attendants flew. 

The limbs they ſever from the reeking hide, 

With {kill prepare them, and in parts divide ; 

Each on the coals the ſeparate morſels lays, 790 

And, haſty, ſnatches from the riſing blaze. 

With bread the glittering caniſters they load, 

Which round the board Automedon beſtow's : 

The chief himſelf to each his portion plac'd, 

And cach indulging ſhar'd in ſweet repaſt. 795 

When now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 

The wondering hero eyes his royal gueſt ; * 

No leſs the royal gueſt the hero eyes, 

His godlike aſpect and majeſtic fize ; 

Here youthſul grace and noble fire engage: Boo 

And there, the mild benevolence of age, 

Thus gazing long, the filence neither broke, 

(A ſolema ſcene !) at length the father ſpoke ; 
Permit me now, belov'd of Jaye !- to ſteep 

My careful temples in the dew of flzep : 805 

For, ſince the day that number'd with\the dead 

My hapleſs ſon, the duſt has been-my bed ; 

Soft ſleep a ſtranger to my weeping eyes; 

My only food my ſorrows and my fighs! ' _ 

Till now, encourag'd by the grace you givgj 810 

| ſhare thy banquet, and conſent to live. 4 | 
With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed, 

With purple ſoft, and ſhaggy carpet cad x 

Forth, by the flaming lights, they hMtheir way, 

And place the couches, and the coverings lay. 815 

Then he: Now, father, ſleep, but fleep not here; 

Conſult thy ſafety, and forgive my fear; 

Leſt any Argive at this hour awake, 

To aſk cur counſel, or our orders take) 

Approaching ſudden to our open tent, 


820 


Perchance behold thee, and our grace prevent. 
Should ſuch report thy honour'd perſon here, 
The king of men the ranſom might defer ; 

Bat ſay with ſpecd, if aught of thy deſire 


| Thy preſence here ſhould ſtern Atrides fee, 


May offer all thy treaſures yet contain, 


Thy ttill-furviving ſons may ſue for thee, 85 


To ſpare thy age, and offer all in vain, | 
Wak'd with the word, the trembling fire aroſe, 
And rais'd his friend: the God before him goes; 
He joins the mules, directs them with his hand, 
And moves in ſilence through the hoſtile land. 86x 
When now to Xanthus' yellow ſtream they drove 
(Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove) 
The winged Deity forſook their view, ' 
And in a moment to Olympus flew. 865 


Now ſhed Aurora round her ſaffron ray, {day ; 
Sprang through the pate of light, and gave the 
Charg'd with their mournful load, co Illion go 
The fage and king, majeſtically flow. | 
Caſſandra firſt beholds, from llion's ſpire, 80 
The ſad proceſſion of her hoary fire; 
Then, as the penfive pomp advanc'd more near 
(Her breathleſs brother ſtretch'd upon the bier) 

A ſhower of tears ov'erflows her beauteous eyes, 


Alarming thus all Ilion with her cries; $75 
Tyra here your ſteps, and here your eyes em- 
ploy, 


Ye wretched daughters, and ye ſons of Troy / 
If &er ye ruſh d in crowds, with vaſt delight, | 
o hail your hero glorious from the fight, {886 
Now meet him dead, anò let your ſorrows flow? . 
Your common triumph, and your common woe. 
In thronging crowds they iſſue to the plains; 
Nor man, nor woman, in the walls remains: 
lu every face the ſeli-ſame grief is ſuo ww i; 
\nd [roy ſends forth one univerſal groan. 883 
t Scæan's gates they meet the mourning wain, 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the ſlain. 
he wife and mother, frantic with deſpair, 
Kiſs his pale cheek, and rend their ſcatter'd hair: 
Thus «ildly wailing at the gates they lay; 890 


a7, l 


emains unaſk d; what time the rites require 825 


And chere had figh'd and ſorrow'd out the day: 
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But godlike Priam from the chariot roſe; 
Forbear the cry'd) this violence of woes, 

' Firſt to the palace let the car proceed, [895g 
Then pour your boundleſs ſorrows o'er the dead. 
The waves of people at his word divide, 

Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide; 

] Ev'n to the palace the ſad pomp they wait ; 

| They weep, and place him on the bed of ſtate. _ 

A melancholy choir attend around, 900 

— With plaintive ſighs, and muſic's ſolemn ſound : 

Alternately they ſing; alternate flow 
Th' obedient tears, melodious in their woe. 
While deeper ſorrows groan from each full heart, 
p And nature ſpeaks at every pauſe of art. 905 
| Firſt to the corpſe the weeping conſort flew ; 
Around his neck her milk-white arms ſhe threw, 
And, oh, my Hector! oh, my lord! ſhe cries, 
Snatch'd in thy bloom from theſe deſiring eyes! 
Thou to the diſmal realms for ever gone! 910 
And 1 abandon'd, deſolate, alone! N 
An only ſon, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad product now of hapleſs love, remains! 
Never to manly age that ſon ſhall riſe, 
Or with encreaſing graces glad mine eyes; 915 
: For llion now (her great defender ſlain) 
Shall ſink a ſmoking ruin on the plain. 
Who now protects her wives with guardian care? 
Who ſaves her infants from the rage of war? 
New hoſtile fleets muſt waft thoſe infants o'er 920 
(Thoſe wives muſt wait them) to a foreign ſhore ! 
Thou too, my ſon } to barbafous climes ſhalt go, 
The ſad companions of thy mother's woe: 
Driven hence a ſlave before the victor's ſword ; 
Condemn'd to toil for ſome inhuman lord; 925 
Or elſe ſome Greek, whoſe father preſt the plain, 
Or ſon, or brother, by great Hector lain ; 
In Hector's blood his vengeance ſhall enjoy, 
And hurl thee headlong from the towers of Troy. 
For thy ſtern father never ſpar'd a foe : 930 
Thence all theſe tears, and all this ſcene of woe! 
Thence many evils his ſad parents bore, 
His'parents many, but his conſort more. 5 
Why gav'ſt thou not to me thy dying hand? 
And why receiv'd not I thy laſt command? 935 
Some word thou would'ſt have ſpoke, which, ſadly 
My ſoul might keep, or utter with a tear; [dear, 
Which never, never, could be loſt in air, 
Fix'din my heart, and oft repeated there! 
Thus to her weeping maids ſhe makes her 
moan: | 940 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 
I be mournful mother next ſuſtains her part: 
Oh, thou, the beſt, the deareſt to my heart 
Of all my race thou moſt by Heaven approv'd, 
And by th' Immortals ev'n in death belov'd! 945 
While all my other ſons in barbarous bands 
Achilles bound, and fold to foreign lands, 
_ This felt no chains, but went a glorious ghoſt, 
Free and a hero, to the Stygian coaſt. ; 
Sentenc'd, 'tis true, by his inhuman doom, 950 

Thy noble corpſe was dragg'd around the tomb 

(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had ſlain) ; 

Ungenerous ipſult, impotent and vain ! 

Yet glow'ſt thou freſh with every living grace; 

No mark of pain, or vielence of face; 955 
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i Roſy and fair, as Phœbus' ſilver bow 


Diſmiſs'd thee gently to the ſhades below 

Thus ſpoke the dame, and melted into tears. 

Sad Helen next, in pomp, of grief appears: 

Faſt from the ſhining fluices of her eyes 969 

Fall the round cryſtal drops, while thus ſhe cries : 

Ah, deareſt friend! in whom the Gods had 
join'd 

The mildeſt manners with the braveſt mind; 

Now twice ten years (unhappy years i) are o'er 

Since Paris brought me to the Trojan ſhore; 965 

(O had I periſh'd ere that form divine 

Seduc'd this ſoſt, this eaſy heart of mine |) 


A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 

When others curſt the authoreſs of their woe, 970 

Thy pity check'd my ſorrows in their flow ; 

If ſome proud brother ey'd me with diſdain, 3 

Or ſcornful ſiſter with her ſweeping train; 

Thy gentle accents ſoften'd all my pain. 

For thee I mourn ; and mourn myſelf in thee, 973 

The wretched ſource of all this miſery ! 

The fate I caus'd, for ever I bemoan; 

Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone! 

Through Troy's wide ſtreets abandon'd ſhall I 
roam! | | 

In Troy deſerted, as abhorr'd at home! 980 

So ſpoke the fair, with ſorrow- ſtreaming eye: 

Diſtreſsful beauty melts each ſtander-by; 

On all around th' infectious ſorrow grows; 

But Priam check'd the torrent as it roſe ;— 
Perform, ye Trojans! what the rites require, 985 
And fell the foreſts for a funeral pyre; 

Twelve days, nor foe, nor ſecret ambuſh dread; 
Achilles grants theſe honours to the dead. 

He ſpoke ; and, at his word, the Trojan train 
Their mules and oxen harneſs to the wain, 9 
Pour through the gates, and, ſell'd from 1da'd 

crown, 
Rell back the gather'd forefts to the town, 
Theſe toils continue nine ſucceeding days, 
And high in air a ſylvan ſtructure raiſe; 
But when the tenth fair morn began to ſhine, 993 
Forth'to the pile was borne the man divine, 
And plac'd aloft : while all, with ſtreaming eyes, 
Beleld the flames and rolling ſmokes ariſe. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With roſy luſtre ſtreak'd the dewy lawn. 1c00 
Again the mournful crowds ſurround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire. 
The ſnowy bones his friends and brothers place 
| (With tears colleQed) in a golden vaſe; . 
The golden vaſe in purple palls they roll'd, 1005 
Of ſofteſt texture, and inwrought with gold. 
Laſt o'er the urn the ſacred earth they fpread, 
And rais'd the tomb, memorial of the dead. 
done | : 
Watch'd from the riſing to the ſetting ſun). 1010 
All Troy then moves to Priam's court again, 
A ſolemn, filent, melancholy train : 
Aſſembled there, from pious toil they reſt, 
And ſadly ſhar'd the laſt ſepulchral ſeaſt. 
Such honours Ilion to her hero paid, 1015 
and peaceful flept the mighty Hector c ſhade, 


Yet was it ne'er my fate, from thee to find e. 


(Strong guards and ſpies, till all dhe rites were 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Minerva Deſcent to Tthaca, 


The poem opens within forty-eight days of the arrival of Ulyſſes in his dominiont. He had naw remained 
ſeven years iu the iſland of Calypſo, when the Gods aſſembled in council propoſed the method of bis departure 
from thence, and bis return to his native country. For this purpoſe it is concluded to ſend Mercury to Cal pſo, 
and Pallas immediately deſcends to Ithaca, She holds a conference with Telemachus in the ſhape of Mentes, 
ling of the Taphians; in which ſbe adviſes bim to take a journey in queſt of bis father Ulyſſes, to Pylos a 
Sparta, where N:ftor and Menelaus yet reigned : then, after having viſibly diſplayed ber divinity, diſappears. 
The ſuitors of Penelope make great entertainments, and riot in her palace till night, Phemius fangs, to them 


the return of the Grecians, till Penelope puts a flop to the ſons, Some words ariſe between the ſuitors and 
Telemachus, who ſummons the council to meet the day following. | 


ug man, for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 


Long exercis'd in woes, oh Muſe! reſound, | 


Who, when his arms had wrought the deſtin'd fall 
Of ſacred Troy, and raz'd her heaven-built wall. 
Wandering from clime to clime, obſervant ftray'd, 5 
Their manners noted, aAd their ſtates ſurvey'd, 
On ſtormy ſeas unnumber'd toils he bore, 

Safe with his friends to gain his natal ſhore : 
Vain toils! their impious folly dar'd to prey 
On herds devoted to the God of day; 
he God vindictive doom'd them never more 
(Ah, men unblefs'd!) to touch that natal ſhore. 
Oh, ſnatch ſome portion of theſe acts from Fate, 
Celeſtial Muſe! and to our world relate. [15 
Now at their native realms the Greeks arriv'd; 
ll who the war of ten long years ſurviv'd, 
And 'ſcap'd the perils of the gulfy main. 
Ulyſſes, ſole of all the victor train, 
Au exile from his dear paternal coaſt, 
Veplor'd his abſent queen, and empire loſt, 
Calypſo in her caves conffrain'd his ſtay, 
With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay: 
In vain—for now the circling years diſcloſe 
\ The day predeſtin'd to reward his woes. 
Atlength his Ithaca is given by fate, 25 
Where yet new labours his arrival wait; | 
At length their rage the hoſtile power reſtrain, 
All but the ruthleſs monarch of the main, | 
Bur now the God, remote, a heavenly gueſt, 
In Ethiopia grac's the general ſcaſt 
{A race divided, whom with floping rays 
The riſing and deſcending ſun ſurveys); 
There on the world's extremeſt verge, rever'd 
With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr'd, 
Diſtant he lay: while in the bright abodes _ 35 
Of high Olympus, Jove conven'd the Gods: 
Tt aflembly thus the Sire ſupreme addreſt, 
4yyithus' fate revolving in his breaſt, 
Whom young Oreſtes to the dreary coaſt 
Of Pluto ſent, a Llood- polluted ghoſt. 
Vor, VI : 


10 


20 


30 


15 


Perverſe mankind ! whoſe wills, created ſree, 
Charge all their woes on abſolute decree ;, 
All to the dooming Gods their guilr tranſlate, 
And follies are miſcall'd the crimes of fate, 
When to his luſt Egyſthus gave the rein, 
Did Fate, or we, th' adulterous ad conſtrain ? 
Did Fate, or we, when great Atrides dy'd, 
Urge the bold traitor to the regicide? 
Hermes I ſent, while yet his ſoul remain'd | 
Sincere from royal blood, and faith profan'd; 50 
To warn the wretch, that young Oreſtes, grown 
To manly years, ſhould re- aſſert the throne. 
Yet, impotent of mind, and uncontrol'd, | 
He plung'd into the gulf which heaven foretold. 
Here paus'd the God; and penſive thus replies 
Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes; 56 
O thou ! from whom the whole creation ſprings, 
The ſource of power on earth deriv'd to kings 
His death was equal to the direful deed; 
So may the man of blood be doom'd to bleed! 60 
But grief and rage alternate wound my breaſt, 
For brave Ulyſſes, ſtill by Fate oppreſt. 
Amidſt an ifle, around whoſe rocky ſhore 
The foreſts murmur, and the ſurges roar, 
The blameleſs hero from his wiſh'd-ſor home 65 
A goddeſs guards in her inchanted dome ; 
(Atlas her fire, to whoſe far-piercing eye 
The wonders of the deep expanded lie; 
Th' eternal columns which on earth he rears 
End in the ſtarry vault, and prop the ſpheres.) 70 
By his fair daughter is the chief confin d. 
Who ſoothes to dear delight his anxious mind: 
Succeſsleſs all her ſoft careſſes prove, | 
To baniſh from his breaſt his country's love; 
To ſee the ſmoke from his lov'd palace riſe, 75 
While the dear ifle in diſtant proſpect lies, 
With what contentment would he cloſe his 
eyes ? 
And will Omnipctence neglect to fave 
The ſuffering virtue of the wiſe aud brave? 
Aa f 
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Muſt he, whoſe altars on the Phrygian ſhore 80 
With frequent rites, and pure, avow'd thy power, 
Be doom d the worſt of human ills to prove, 
Unblefs'd abandon'd to the wrath of Jove ? 
Daughter ! what words have paſs'd thy lips un- 
weigh'd ? 


Deem not unjuſiiy by my doom oppreſt 
Of human race the wiſeſt and the belt. 
Neptune, by prayer repentant rarely won, 


„ 
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Divining of their loves. Attending nigh By 
A menial train the flowing bowl ſupply: 
Others, apart, the ſpacious hall prepare, 


And from the coſtly feaſt with buſy care. 


There young Telemachus, his bloomy face 


4 Glowing celeſtial ſweet, with godlike grace 
(Reply'd the Thunderer to the martial maid) 85 Amid the circle ſhines ; but hope and fear 


150 


in peace and joy, the people's rightful lord; 


Afflicts the chief, t' avenge his giant-ſon, The proud oppreſſors fly the vengeful ſword: 
Whoſe viſual orb Ulyffes robb'd of light ! 90 | While his fond ſoul, theſe fancied triumphs fwell'd; 


Great Polypheme, of more than mortal might ! 
Him young Thooſa bore (the bright iucreaſe 
Of Phorcys, dreaded in the ſounds and ſeas : 
Whom Neptune ey'd with bloom of beauty bleſt, 
And in his cave the yielding nymph compreſt. 95 
For this, the God conſtrains the Greek to roam, 
A hopeleſs exile from his native home, 
From death alone exempt—but ceafe to mourn ! 
Let all combine t'-achieve his wiſh'd return: 
Neptune aton'd, his wrath ſhall now refrain, 100 
Or thwart the ſynod of the Gods in vain. 
Father and king ador'd! Minerva cry'd, l 
Since all who in th' Olympian bower reſide 
Now make the wandering Greek their public care, 
Let Hermes to th' Atlantic “ ifle repair; 105 
Bid him, arriv'd in bright Calypſo's court, 
The ſanction of th' aſſembled powers report: 
That wiſe Ulyſſes to his native land 
Muſt ſpeed, obedient to their high command. 
Mean time Telemachus, the blooming heir 110 
Of ſea-girt Ithaca, demands my care: : 
Tis mine to form his green unpractis'd years, 
In ſage debates; ſurrounded with his peers, 
To ſave the ſtate; and timely to reſtrain 
The bold intruſion of the ſuitor-train: 115 
Who crowd his palace, and with lawleſs power 
His herds and flocks in feaftful rites devour. 
To diſtant Sparta, and the ſpacious waſte 
Of ſandy Pyle, the royal youth ſhall kaſte. 
There, warm with filial love, the cauſe inquire 120 
That from his realm retards his god-like fire: 
Delivering early to the voice of fame 
Ihe promiſe of a great, immortal name. 
She ſaid ; the ſandals of ce leſtial mould, 
Fledg'd with ambroſial plumes, and rich with 
gold, 3 125 
Surround her feet; with theſe ſublime ſhe ſails 
ITh' ztherial ſpace, and mounts the winged gales ; 
O'er earth and ocean wide prepar'd to ſoar, 
Her dreaded arm a beamy javelin bore, [130 
Ponderous and vaſt; which, when her fury burns, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hoſts o'erturns. 
trom high Olympus prone her flight the bends, 
And in the realm of Ithaca deſcends. 
Her lineaments divine, the grave difguiſe 
Of Mentes' form conceal'd ſrom human eyes 135 
(Mentes, the monarch of the 'Vaphian land): 
A glittering ſpear wav'd awful in her hand. 
There in the portal plac'd, the heaven- bern maid 
Enormous riot and mis-rule ſurvey'd. . 
On hides of beeves, before the palace gate, 140 
(Sad ſpoils of luxury) the ſuitors ſate. | 
With rival art, and ardour in their mein, 


The ſtranger gueſt, the royal youth beheld; 156 
Griev'd that a viſitant fo long ſhould wait 


Iuſtant he flew with hoſpitable haſte, 

And the new friend with courteous air embrac'd. 
Stranger! whoc'er thou art, ſecurely reſt, 161 
Affianc'd in my faith, a friendly gueſt ; 
Approach the dome, the ſocial banquet ſhare, 
And then the purpoſe of thy ſoul declare. 

Thus affable and mild, the prince precedes, 165 
And to the dome th” unknown Celeſtial leads, 
The ſpeat receiving ſrom ber hand he plac'd 
Againſt a column. fair with ſculpture grac'd; 
Where ſecmly rang'd, in peaceful order ſtood 
Ulyiſcs” arms, now long diſus'd to blood. 

Hs led the Goddels to the ſovereign ſeat, 
Her feet ſupported with a ſtool of ſtate 

(A purple carpet fpread the pavement wide); 
Then drew his feat, familiar to her ſide ; 

Far from the ſuitor-train, a brutal crowd, 17; 
With inſolence, and wine, elate and loud: | 
Where the ſree gueſt, unnotic'd, might relate, 


170 


| If haply conſcious, of his father's fate. 


The golden ewer a maid obſcquious brings, 
Repleniſh from the cool, tranſlucent fprings; 180 
With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplics 
A filver laver, of capacious ſize ; : 
They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 
They heap the glittering caniſlers with bread. 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 185 
Of choicelt fort and ſa vour, rich repaſt ! 
Delicious wines th” attending herald brought ; 
The gold gave luſtre to the purple draught. 
Lur'd with the vapour of the fragrant feaſt, 
In ruſh'd the ſuitors with voracious haſte: 
Marſhall'd in order due, to each a ſewer 
Preſents, to bathe his hands, a radiant ewer. 
Luxuriant then they feaſt. Obſervant round 
Gay ftripling youths the brimming goblets 
crown'd. 
The rage of hunger quell'd, they all advance, 195 
And form to meaſur'd airs the mazy dance: 
To Phemius was conſign'd the chorded Iyre, 
Whoſe hand reluctant touch'd the warbling 
wire : 
Phemius, whoſe voice divine could ſweeteſt ſing 
High trains, reſponſive to the vocal ſtring. 209 
Mean while, in whiſpers to his heavenly gueſt 
His indignation thus the prince expreſt: 
Indulge my riſing grief, whilſt theſe (my friend) 
With ſong and dance the pompous revel end. 
Light is the dance, and doubly ſweet the lays, 205% 
Whe ſor the dear delight another pays, 


190 


At cheſs they vie, to captivate the queen; 
* Ortygia. 


His treaſur'd ſtores theſe cormorants conſume, 
Wheſe bones, defrauded of a regal tomb 


(Painful viciſlitude 1) his boſom tear. — 
Now, imag' d in his mind, he ſees reſtor'd N 


Unmark'd. unhonour'd, at a monarch's gate; — 


* 


— 


\ 


* 


* 


* 


And common turf, lie naked on the plain, 


Or doom's to welter in the whelming main. 210 


Should he return, that troop ſo blithe and bold, 


With purple robes inwrought, and ſtiff with gold, 


Precipitant in fear would wing their flight, 

And curſe their cumbrous pride's unwieidy weight. 

But, ah, I dream !—th' appointed hour is fled !. 

And hope, too long with vain deluſion fed, 216 

Deaf to the rumour of fallacious fame, 

Gives to the roll of death his glorious name! 

With venial freedom let me now demand 

Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land: 220 

Sincere, from whence began thy courſe, recite, 

And to what ſhip I owe the friendly freight? 

Now firſt to me this viſit doſt thou deign, 

Or number'd in my father's ſocial train ? 

All who deſerv'd his choice he made his own, 225 

And, curious much to know, he far was known, 
My birth I boaſt (the blue-ey'd virgin cries) 

From great Anchialus, renown'd and wiſe: 

Mentes my name; I rule the Taphian race, 

Whoſe bounds the deep circumfluent waves em- 

brace: .* | 230 

A duteous people, and induſtrious iſle, 

To naval arts inur'd, and ſtormy toil. 

Freighted with iron from my native land, 

I ſteer my voyage to the Brutian ſtrand; 

To gain by commerce for the labour'd maſs, 

A juſt proportion of refulgent braſs. 

Far from your capital my ſhip reſides 

At Reithrus, and ſecure at anchor rides; 

Where waving groves on airy Neion grow, 

Supremely tall, and ſhade the deeps below, 

Thence to reviſit your imperial dome, 

An old hereditary gueſt 1 come : 

Your father's friend. Laertes can relate | 

Our faith-unſpotred, and its early date; {245 

Who, preſt with heart-corroding grief and years, 

To the gay court a rural ſhade prefers, 

Where, ſole of all his train, a matron ſage 

Supports with 1:omely ſaod his drooping age, 

With feeble ſteps from marſhalling his vines 

Returning ſad, when toilſome day declines. 250 

With friendly ſpecd, induc'd by erring fame, 

To hail Ulyſtes' ſafe return, j came; , 

But ill the frown of ſome celeſtial Power 

With envious joy retards the bliſsful hour. 

Let not your foul be ſunk in ſad deſpair : 

He lives, he breathes this heavenly vital air 

Among a ſavage race, whoſe ſhelfy bounds 

With ceaſeleſs roar the ſoaming deep ſurrounds. 

The e which roll within my raviſh'd 

reaſt, 

To me, no ſeer, th* inſpiring Gods ſuggeſt; 460 

Nor ſkill'd, nor ſtudious, with prophetic eye 

Lo judge the winged omens of the ſky, | 

Yet hear this certffin ſpeech, nor deem it vain ; 

Though adamantine bonds the chief reſtrain, 

The dire reſtraint his wiſdom will defeat, 

And ſoon reſtore him to his regal ſeat. 

But, generous youth ! ſincere and free declare, 

Are you, of manly growth, his royal heir ? 

For ſure Ulyſſes in your look appears, | 

The ſame his features, if the ſame his years. 270 

825 was that face, on which I dwelt with joy 
te Greece aſſembled Nemm'd the tides to 

Troy ; 
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But, parting then for that deteſted ſhore, 

Our eyes, unhappy ! never greeted more. [275 

To prove a genuine birth (the prince replies) 

On female truth aſſenting faith relies; 

Thus mani eſt of right, 1 build my claim 

Sure- founded on a fair maternal fame, 

Ulyſſes' ſon : but happier he, whom fate 

Hath plac'd beneath the ſtorms which toſs the 
great! | 3 3 

Happier the fon, whoſe hoary fire is bleſt 

With humble affluence, and domeſtic reſt ! 

Happier than I, to future empire born, 


To whom, with aſpe& mild, the gueſt divine: 
Oh true deſcendant of a ſcepter'd line! 286 
The Gods a glorious fate from anguiſh fre: 
To chaſte Penelope's increaſe decree. 

But ſay, yon joyfal troop ſo gaily dreſt, 


Is this a bridal or a friendly feaſt ! 290 


| Or from their deed I rightlier may divine, 


Unſeemly flown with inſolence and wine; 
Unwelcome revellers, whoſe lawleſs joy 
Pains the ſage ear, and hurts the ſober eye! 
Magnificence of old (the prince replied) 
Peneath our roof with virtue could reſide; 
Unblim'd abundance crown'd the royal board, 
What time this dome rever'd her prudent lord; 
Who now (ſo heayen decrees) is doom'd to mourn, 
Bitter conſtraint! erroneous aud ſorlorn. 300 
Better the chief, on lion's hoſtile plain, | 
Had fall'n ſurrounded with his warlike train ; 
Or ſafe return'd, the race of glory paſt, - 
New fo his friend's embrace, had breath'd his 
laſt! | : 
Then grateful Grezce with ſtreaming eyes would 
Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe; 306 
His praiſe, cternal on the faithful ſtone, 
Had with tranſmiſſive honour grac'd his ſon. 
Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt ; 310 
Vaniſh'd at ence! unheard - of and uuknown ! 


295 


And | his heir in miſery alone. 


Nor far a dear, loſt father only flow 
The filial tears, but woe ſucceeds to woe : 
To tempt the ſpouſeleſs queen with amorous 
wiles, | 31s 
Reſort the nobles from the neighbouring iſles; 
From Samos, circled with the lönian main, 
Dulichium, and Zacynthus' ſylvan reign : 


* 


| Ev'n with preſumptuous hope her bed t'aſcend, 


The lords of Ithaca their right pretend. 
She ſeems attentive to their pleaded vow 
Her heart deteſting what her car allows, 
They, vain expectants of the bridal hour, 
My ſtores in riotous expence devour, 


329 


In feaſt and dance the mirthful months employ, . 


And meditate my doom, to crown their joy. 326 
With tender pity touch'd, the Goddefs cried : 

' Soon may kind heaven a fure relief provide! 
Soon may your fire giſcharge the vengeance due, 
And all your wrongs the proud oppreſſors rue 
Oh! in that portal ſhould the chief appear, 331 
Each hand tremendous with a brazen ſpear, 
In radiant panoply his limbs incas'd, 

(For ſo of old my father's court he grac'd, 

When ſocial mirth unbent his ſerions ſoul, 3379 


O'er the full banquet, and che fprightly bowl); 


280 


But doom'd a father's wretched fate to mourn! 


Craiſe 


He then ſrom Epyre, the fair domain 
Of Ilus, ſprung from Jaſon's royal ftrain, | 
Meaſur'd a length of ſeas, a toilſome length, in 
Vain, . 

For voyaging to learn the direful art 340 
To taint with deadly drugs dhe barbed dart; 
Obſervant of the Gods, and ſternly juſt, 

Ius refus'd t' impart the baneful truſt: | 
With friendlier zeal my father's ſoul was fir'd, 
The drugs he knew, and gave the boon deſir d. 345 
Appear'd he now with ſuch heroic port, 

As then conſpicuous at the Taphian court; 

Soon ſhould yon boaſters ceaſe their haughty ſtrife, 
Or cach atone his guilty love. with life. 

But of his wiſh'd return the care reſign, 350 
Bg future vengeance to the powers divine. 
"My ſentence 8 : with ſtern diſtaſte avow d, 
To their own diſtricts drive the ſuitor- crowd: 
When next the morning warms the purple eaſt, 
Convoke the peerage, and the Gods atteſt; 355 
The forrows of your inmoſt ſoul relate, : 
And form ſure plans to ſave the ſinking ſtate. 
Should ſecond love a pleaſing flame inſpire, 
And the chaſte queen connubial rites require; 
Diſmiſs'd with honour, let her hence repair 360 
To great Icarius, whoſe paternal .care 
Will guide her paſſion, and reward the. choice 
With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. 
Then let this dictate of my love prevail: 

Inſtant, to foreign realms prepare to ſail, 36 
To learn your father's fortunes: Fame may prove, 
Or omen'd voice, (the meſſenger of .Jove) 
Propitious to the ſearch. Direct your toil 
Through the wide ocean firſt to ſandy Pyle ; 
Of Neitor, hoary ſage, his doom demand: 370 
Thence ſpeed your voyage to the Spartan itrand; 
For young Atrides to th' Achaian coaſt 
Arriv'd the laſt of all the victor hoſt. 
If yet Ulyſſes views the light; forbear, | 
Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year. 375 
But if his ſoul hath wing'd the deſtin'd flight, 
Inhabitant of deep diſaſtrous night: 

Homeward with pious ſpeed repaſs the main, 

To the pale ſhade funercal rites ordain, 

Plant the fair column o'er the vacant grave, 380 
A hero's honours let the hero have, 

With decent grief the royal dead deplor'd, 

For the chaſte queen ſelect an equal lord. 

Then let revenge your daring mind employ, 

By fraud or force the ſuitor-train deſtroy, 38 0 
Aud, ſtarting into manhood, ſcorn the boy, 

Haſt thou not heard how young Oreſtes, ſir'd 
With great revenge, immortal praiſe acquir'd ? 
His virgin-ſword Ægyſthus' veins imbrucd ; 

The murderer fell, and blood aton'd for blood. 

O greatly blefs'd with every blooming grace | 391 
With equal ſteps the paths of glory trace; 
Join to that royal youth's your rival name, 

And ſhine eternal in the ſphere of Fame, 

But my aſſociates now my ſtay deplore, 395 
Impatient on the hoarſe-reſounding ſhore, * 
Thou, heedfu] of advice, ſecure proceed: 

My praiſe the precept is, be thine the deed, 

The counfel of my friend {the youth rcjoin'd) 
Imprints conviction on my grateful mind. 400 
go fathers ſpeak (perſuaſive ſpeech and mild) * * 
I heir ſage £xperience to the Na child. 
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But, fince to part, for ſweet reſection due 


| The genial viands let my train renew; 
And the rich pledge of plighted faith receive, 405 
Worthy the heir of Ithaca to giye. | 
Defer the promis'd boon, {the Goddeſs cries, 
Celeſtial azure brightening in her eyes) | 
And let me now regain the Reithrian port ; 
From Temeie return'd, your royal court 410 
I ſhall reviſit; and that pledge receive; | 
And gifts, memorial of our ſriendſhip, leave. 
Abrupt, with eagle-ſpeed ſhe cut the ſky; 
Inſtant inviſible to mortal ee. 1 | 
Then firſt he recogniz'd th' ætherial gueſt ; 415 
Wonder and joy alternate fire his breaſt : 
Heroic thoughts, infus'd, his heart dilate 
Revolving much his father's doubtful fate, 
At length, compos'd, he join'd the ſuitor-throng ; 
Huſh'd in attention to the warbled ſong, 420 
His tender theme the charming lyriſt choſe, 
Minerva's anger, and the diretul woes, 
Which voyaging from Troy the victors bore, 
While ſtorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 
he ſhrilling airs the vaulted roof rebounds, 423 
Reflecting to the queen the ſilver ſounds. 
With grief renew'd the weeping fair deſcends; 
j Their ſovereign's ſtep a virgin train, attends : 
A veil, of richeſt texture wrought, ſhe wears, 
And ſilent to the joyous hall repairs. 433 
There from the portal, with her mild command, 


4 


Phemius ! let acts of Gods, and heroes old, 


What ancient bards in hall and bower have told, 
Attemper'd to the lyre, your voice employ; 435 


Such the pleas'd car will drink with fitent joy. 
But, oh! forbear that dear diſaſtrous name, 
| To ſorrow ſacred, and ſecure of fame. 
My bleeding boſom ſickens at the found, . 
And every piercing note inflias a wound, 449 
Why. deareſt object of my duteous love, 
(Reply'd the prince) will you the bard reprove? 
| Ott, Jove's zthereal rays (reſiſtleſs fire) 
The chagter's ſoul and raptur'd ſong inſpire: 
| Inſtinct divine | nor blame ſevere his choice, 445 
Warbling the Grecian woes with harp and voicc ; 
For novel Jays attract our raviſh'd ears; 
But old, the mind with inattention hears ; 
Patient permit the ſadly-pleaſing ſtrain; 
Familiar now with grief, your tears refrain, 450 
And in the public woe forget your own ; 
You weep not for a periſh'd lord, alone. . 
What Greeks now wandering in the Styglan 
p gloom, | 1 
With your Ulyſſes ſhar'd an equal doom! 
Your widow'd hours, apart, with female toil 455 
And various lahours of the loom, beguile ; 
There rule, from palace-cares remote and free; 
That care to man 8 and maſt to ine. 
Mature beyond his years the queen admires 
His lage reply, and with her train retires. 460 
Then ſwelling ſorrows burſt their former bounds, 


With echoing grief afreſh the dome reſounds; * 


Till Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, 
In ſlumber cios'd her ſilver- ſtreaming eyes. 


Mean time, rekindled at the royal charms, 465 


Tumultuous love each beating boſom warms; 
lnte nperate rage a wordy war began; 
Eut bold Telemachus aſſum'd the man. 


* 


Thus gently checks the minſtrel's tuneful hand- 
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t (he cry*d} your female diſcord end Your private right ſhould impious power invade, £1 
fan Os NR and the ſong attend . 1 The 5 of Mars would 2 in J [ 115 4 7 
Obey that ſweet Lig AG nor profane . Þ But tay, that ſtranger gueſt who late withdrew, \ ay 
With diſſonance the {mooth melodious ſtrain, What and from whence? his name and lineage 41 
Pacific now prolong the jovial feaſt; I His grave demeanour and majeſtic grace I ſhew. WW 
But when the dawn reveals the roſy caſt, | Speak him deſcended of no vulgar race: „ 
I, to the peers aſſembled, ſhall propoſe 475 Did he ſome loan of ancient right require, 
The firm reſolve, I here in few diſcloſe : Or came foregrunner of your ſcepter'd fire? 520 ö 
No longer live the cankers of my court; Oh, ſon of Polybus! che prince replies, a 
All ta your ſeveral ſtates with ſpeed reſort; No more my fire wilt glad theſe longing eyes; a 
Waſte in wild riot what your land allows, The queen's fond hope inventive rumour cheers, \ 
There ply the early feaſt, and late carouſe. 48e | Or vain diyiners' dreams divert her fears. _ | 
\ But if, to honour loſt, tis ſtill decreed a That ſtranger-gueſt the Taphian realm abeys, 528 1 
For you my bowl ſhall flow, my flocks ſhall bleed; | A realm defended with encircling ſeas, „ 
udge and revenge my right, impartial Jove!— | Mentes, an ever-honour'd name of old 1 
15 him, and all th' immortal thrones above, High in Ulyſſes' ſocial liſt enroll'd. | [ 3 
(A ſacred oath) each proud oppreſſor „ ſlain, 483] Thus he, chough conſcious of th* etherial gueſt, | | "PE 
Fd Shall with inglorious gore this marble ſtain. Anſwer'd evalive of the fly requeſt, 535 ms 
7 | Aw'd by the prince, and haughty, bold, and | Mean time the lyre rejoins the ſprightly layz 1 
young, | { tongue. | Love-dittied airs, and dance, conclude the day- Io 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, and wonder chain'd the But when the ſtar of eye with golden light BMI 
Silence at length the gay Antinaus broke, Adorn'd the matron-brow of ſable night; * n 
Conftrain'd a ſmile, and thus ambiguous ſpoke: 90 The mirthful train diſperſing quit the court, 530 _ 
What God to your untutor'd youth affords And to their ſeveral domes to reſt reſort. 1 
This headlong torrents of amazing words? A towering ſtructure to the palace join'd ; l 
May Jove delay thy reign, and cumber late To this his ſteps the thoughtful prince inclin'd ; wW 
\ So bright a genius with the toils of ſtate! In his pavilion there, to {leep repairs ; = 
| Thoſe toils (Telemachus ſerene replies) 495 The lighted torch, the ſage aa as bears; 3540 MN we 
Have charms, with all their weight, t* allyre ths | (Daughter of Ops, the juſt Piſenor's ſon, . == 
«+... 14 For twenty hee ves by great Laertes won; 1 
Taſt by the throne obſequious Fame reſides, In roſy prime with charms attractive grac'd, _— 
And wealth inceſſant rolls her golden tides. Honour'd by him, a gentle lord and chaſte, | Ws: 
Nor let Antinoũs rage, if ſtrong deſire With dear eſteem : too wiſe, with jealous ſtriſe 545 7. 18 | 
Of wealth and fame a youthful baſom fire ; 5009 | To taint the joys of ſweet. connubial life, a 
1 Elect by Jove his delegate of ſway, Sole with Telemachus her ſervice ends, 1 
Fo With joyous pride the ſummons I'd obey. A child ſhe nurs'd him, and a man attends.) ma 
Whene'er Ulyſſes roams the realm of night, Whilſt to his couch the prince himſelf addreft,. | By 
Should faQious power diſpute my lineal right, The duteousdame receiv'd the purple veſt: $59 { 
Some other Greeks a fairer claim may plead; 50% The purple veſt with decent care diſpos'd, | 
o your pretence their title would precede. The ſilver ring ſhe pull'd, the door reclos'd ; | 
At leaſt, the ſceptre loſt, 1 ſtill ſhould reign | The bolt, obedient to the filken cord, | | 
Sole o'er my vaſſals, and domeſtic train. | To the ſtrong ſlaple's inmoſt depth reſtor d, II SSS 1 
To this Eurymachus: To heaven alone Secur'd the valves. There wrapt in ſilent ſhade, 1 
\ Refer the choice to fill the vacant throne, 510 Penſive, the rules the Goddeſs gave, he weigh'd; | 1 
Your patrimonial ſtores. in peace poſſeſs; Stretch'd on the downy fleece, no reſt he knows, | 
Undoubted, all your filial claim confeſs ; And in his raptur'd ſoul the viſion glows, | 
TIE — —— b : — 
BOOK II. 
THE ARGUMENT. 
) The Council of Ithaca. RR: | 4 8 | 
7 Telemachus, in the aſſembly of the lordt of Ithaca, complains of the injuflice done bim by the ſuitors, and 22 


upon their departure from bis palace; appealing to the princes, and exciling the people to declare againſt them. 

The ſuitors endeavour to juſtify their flay, at leaft till be ſboll ſend the queen to the court of Tearius ber father ;; =o 

; which be refuſes, There appears a Prodigy of two eagles in the ſoy, which an Augur expounds to be the * i i 1 585 
ruin of the ſuitors, Telemachus then demands a vęſſel to carry bim to Pylos and Sparta, there to inquire | 

of bis father's fortunes. Pallas, in the ſbape of Mentor ( an ancient friend of Ulyſſes }, helps bim to a ſhip, | r 
eſ/iſts bim in preparing neceſſaries for the voyage, and embarks with him that night; which conched:s the _ fa 
ſecond day from the opening of the poem. ; Des ' 1 
The ſcene continues in the palace of Ulyſſes in Tthaca, 
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No” reddening from the dawn, the morning- | But come it will, the time when manhood grant 
ray | ; More powerful advocates than vain complaints, 4 
Glow'din the front of heaven, and gave the day. Approach that hour! inſufferable wrong [79 in v 
The yonthful hero, with returning light, ] | Eries to the Gods, and vengeance fleeps tdo long. Ane 
Roſe anxious from th* inquietudes of night. Riſe then, ye Peers! with virtuous anger riſe! | 
A royal robe he wore with graceful pride, 5 | Your fame revere, but moſt th'avenging ſkies, The 
A two-ede'd faulchion threaten'd by his fide, By all the deathleſs powers that reign above, Not 
Embroider'd ſandals glitter'd as he trod, | By righteous Themis, and by thundering Jove, Yet 
And forth he mov'd majeſtic as a God. (Themis, who gives to councils, or denies, 75 She 
Then by his heralds, reſtleſs of delay, Succeſs ; and humbles, or confirms the wiſe.) Wii 
To council calls his peers: the peers obey. 10 Riſe in my aid! ſuffice the tears that flow ' —_—_ 
Soon as in ſolemn form th' aſſembly fate, For my loſt fire, nor add new woe to woe. Wh 
From his high dome himſelf deſcends in ſtate. If c'er he bore the ſword to ftrengthen ill, Th 
Bright in his hand a ponderous javelin ſhin'd; Or, having power to wrong, betray'd the will, 80 For 
Two dogs, a faithful guard, attend behind; Jon me, on me your kindled wrath aſſuage, Th 
Pallas with grace divine his form improves, 15 | And bid the voice of lawleſs riot rage. 1 
And gazing crowds admire him as he moves. If ruin to our royal race ye doom, Ew 
His father's throne he fill'd: while diſtant ſtood ] Be you the ſpoilers, and our wealth conſume. Th 
The hoary peers, and aged wifdom bow'd. Then might we hope redreſs from juſter laws, 83 WI 
Twas ſilence all. At laſt Zgyptius ſpoke; ] And raiſe all Ithaca to aid our cauſe : f WI 
gyptius, by his age and ſorrows broke: 20 | But while your ſons commit th* unpuniſh'd wrong, Or 
A length of days his ſoul with prudence crown'd, Nou make the arm of violence too ſtrong. Ho 
A length of days had bent him to the ground. | While thus he ſpoke, with rage and grief he Sb 
His eldeſt f hope in arms to Ilion came. frown'd, ; g | Ho 
By great Ulyſſes taught the path to fame; And daſ d the imperial ſceptre to the ground. 90 Ho 
But (hapleſs youth) the hideous Cyclops tore 25 The big round tear hung trembling in his eye, An 
His quivering limbs, and quaff*d his ſpouting gore. The ſynod griev'd, and gaye a pitying figh, Ho 
Three ſons remain'd ; to climb wich haughty fires | Then ſilent fate—at length Antinoũs burns Ab 
The royal bed. Eurynomus aſpires; | Wich haughty rage, and ſternly thus returns: Th 
The reſt with duteous love his griefs aſſuage, j © inſolence of youth! whoſe tongue affords 95 If + 
And eaſe the fire of half the cares of age. - 30 Such rafting eloquenee, and war of words. Ha 
Yet {till his Antiphus he loves, he mourns, Studious thy country 's worthies to defame, W. 
And, as he ſtood, he ſpoke and wept by turns: | Thy erring voice diſplays thy mother's ſhame, Th 
Since great Ulyſſes ſought the Phrygian plains, | Elulive of the bridal day, ſhe gives —_ Bu 
Within theſe walls inglorious filence reigns. [35 Fond hope to all, and all with hopes deceives. 100 Fol 
Say then, ye peers, by whoſe commands we meet !| Did not the ſun, through Heaven's wide azure Jus 
Why here once more in folemn council ſit? i roll'd, By 
Ye young, ye old, the weighty cauſe diſcloſe; ¶ For three long years the royal fraud behold ? (A 
Arrives ſome meſſage of invading foes? 1 While ſhe, laborious in deluſion ſpread Ve 
Or ſay, does high neceſſity of ſtate - | [he ſpacious loom, and mix'd the various thread; | 
Infpire ſome patriot, and demand debate? 40 Where as to life the wonderous figures riſe, 105 By 
\ The preſent ſynod ſpeaks its author wiſe ; Thus poke th' inventive queen, with artful ſighs: "Sa 
Aſſiſt him, Jove, thou regent of the ſkies! | © Though cold in death Ulyſſes breathes no Str 
He ſpoke. Telemachus with tranſport glows, * more, 5 4 
Embrac'd the omen. and majeſtic roſe © Ceaſe yet a while, to urge the bridal Hour; Al 
(His royal hand, th' imperial ſceptre ſway'd) ; 45 | © Ceaſe, tili to great Lagrtes I bequeath Ar 
"Then thus, addreſſing to Egyptius, ſaid: „A taſk of grief, her ornaments of death; I19 W. 
Reverend old man! lo here confeſt he ſtands S Leſt when the Fates his royal aſhes claim, Ar 
By whom ye meet; my grief your care demands. The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotleſs fame; | Th 
No ftory I unfold of public woes, When he, whom living mighty realms obey d, 
Nor bear advices of impending foes : 50“ Shall want in death a ſhroud to grace his ſhade. PP 
Peace the bleſt land, and joys inceſſant crown ; Thus the; at once the generous train complies, 1] 
Of all this happy realm, I grieve alone. Nor fraud miſtruſts in Virtue's fair diſguiſe, 116 i ru 
8 For my loſt ſire continual ſorrows ſpring, The work ſhe ply 'd ; but, ſtudious of delay, 
* The great, the good; your father, and your king. | By night revers'd the labours of the day. Ar 
43 Yet more; our houſe from its foundation bows, 55 | While thrice the ſun his annual journey made, Ti 
1 Our foes are powerful, and your ſons the foes; | The conſcious lamp the midnight fraud ſur I 
x 'Hither, unwelcome to the queen, they come ; vey'd;. : * Pr 
"5 Why ſeek they not the rich Icarian dome! Unheard, unſeen, three years her arts prevail; A 
1 If ſhe muſt wed, from other bands require The fourth her maid unfoldsth* amazing tale. 
t The dowry : is Telemachus her fire? - 60 | We ſaw, as ypperceiy'd we took our ſtand, H 
181 Vet through my court the noiſe of revel rings, The backward labours of her faithleſs hand. | WW 
4.44Þ And waſte the wiſe frugality of kings, Then urg'd, ſhe perfects her illuſtrious toes tas. U 
be, Scarce all my herds their luxury ſuffice ; A wonderous monument of ſemale ies 15 | N 
(64 Ecarce all my wine their midnight hours ſupplies. | But you, oh peers! and thou, oh prince : Gee 8 V 
$4fe in my youth, in riot ſtill they grow, 65 | (I ſpeak aloud, that every Greek may hear): 
_— Nor ip the helpleſs orphan dread a foe. Diſmiſs che queen: and if her fire approves, 125 
+ Antiphus, Let him eſpouſe her to the peer ſhe loves; 13 
* 


1 


- Swilt they deſcend, with wing to wing conjoin'd, 
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id inftant to prepare the bridal train, 
Nor let a race of princes wait in vain, 
Though with a grace divine her ſoul is bleſt, - 
And all Minerva breathes within her breaft, 135 
in wonderous arts than woman more renown'd, 
And more than woman with deep wiſdom 
crown'd; : | 
Though Tyro nor Mycene match her name, 
Nor great Alcmena (the proud boaſt of Fame) 
Yet, thus by heaven adorn'd, by heaven's decree, 
che ſhines with fatal excellence to thee: 140 
With thee, the bowl we drain, indulge the feaſt, 
Till righteous heaven reclaim heryſtubborn breaſt. 
What tho' from pole to pole reſounds her name, 
The ſon's deſtruction waits the mother's fame : 
For, till ſhe leaves thy court, it is decreed, 145 
Thy bowl to empty, and thy flock to bleed. 
While yet he ſpeaks, Telemachus replies: 
Ev'n nature ſtarts, and what ye afk denies. 
Thus, ſhall I thus repay a mother's cares, 
Who gave me life, and nurs'd my infant years? 
While ſad on foreign ſhores Ulyſſes treads, 151 
Or glides a ghoſt with unapparent ſhades z 
How to Icarius in the bridal hour 
Shall I, by waſte undone, refund the dower ? 
How from my father ſhould I vengeance dread?i55 
How would my mother curſe my hated head ? 
And while in wrath to vengeful fiends ſhe cries, 
How from their hell would vengeful fiends ariſe ? 
Abhorr'd by all, accurs'd my name would grow, 
The earth's diſgrace, and human-kind my foe. 160 
If this diſpleaſe, why urge ye here your ſtay ] 
Haſte from the court, ye ſpoilers, haſte away: 
Waſte in wild riot, what your land allows, 
There ply the early feaſt, and late carouſe. 
But if, ro honour loſt, *tis ſtill decreed 16 
For you my bowls ſhall flow, my flocks ſhall bleed; 
Judge and aſſert my right, impartial Jove ! 
By him, and all th' immortal hoit above, 
(A facred oath) if heaven the power ſupply, [270 
Vengeance I vow, and for your wrongs ye die. 
With that, two eagles from a mountain's height 
By Jove's command direct their rapid flight; 


Stretch their broad plumes, and float upon the 
wind, 
Above th' aſſembled peers they wheel on high175 
And clang their wings, and hovering beat the ſky; 
With ardent eyes the rival train they threat, 
And, ſhrieking loud, denounce approaching Fate, 
They cuff, they tear; their cheeks and neck they 
rend, [ſcend ; 180 

And from their piumes huge drops of blood de- 
Then, failing o'er the domes and towers, they fly 
Tull tow'rd the eaſt, and mount into the ſky. 

The wondering rivals gaze with care oppreſt, 
And chilling herrors freeze in every breaſt. 
Till, big with knowledge of approaching woes, 
The prince of augurs, Halitherſes, roſe; 186 
Preſcient he view'd th' atrial tracks, and drew 
A ſure preſage from every wing that flew. 

Ye ſons (he cry'd) of Ithaca, give ear, 
Hear all! but chiefly you, oh rivals! hear. 190 
Deſtruction ſure o'er all your heads impends; 
Ulyſſes comes, and death his ſteps attends, 
Nor to the great alone is.death decreed ; 


5 | Move not the brave, or only move their hate. 230 


We and our guilty Ithaca muſt bleed. 


191 
Why ceaſe we then the wrath of heaven to ftay ? 
Be humbled all, and lead, ye Great ! the way. 196 
For, lo! my words no fancy'd woes relate; 
| ſpeak from ſcience, and the voice is fate. 
When great Ulyſſes ſought the Phrygian ſhore 1 
To ſhake with war proud llion's lofty towers, 200 
Deeds then undone my faithful tongue foretold : 
Heaven ſeal'd my words, and you thoſe deeds be- 
I ſee (1 cry'd) his woes, a countleſs train; (hold. 
I ſee his friends o'erwhelm'd beneath the main; 
How twice ten years from ſhore to ſhore he roams : 
Now twice ten years are paſt, and now he comes: 
To whom Eurymachus—Fly, dotard, fly ! 
With thy wiſe dreams, and fables of the ſky. 
Go prophecy at home; thy ſons adviſe ; {ſſkies. 
Here thou art ſage in vain—l better read the 
Unnumber'd birds glide through th” aerial way, 211 
Vagrants of air, and unforeboding ſtray. 
Cold in the tomb, or in the deeps below, 
Ulyſſes lies: oh, wert thou laid as low 
Then would that buſy head no broils ſuggeſt, 215 
Nor fire to rage Telemachus's breaſt. | 
From him ſome bribe thy venal tongue requires, 
And intereſt, not the God, thy voice inſpires. 
His guideleſs youth, if thy experienc'd age 
Miſled fallacious into idle rage, 
Vengeance deſerv'd thy malice ſhall repreſs, 
And but augment the wrongs thou would re- 
Telemachus may bid che queen repair [drefs. 
To great Icarius, whoſe paternal care 
Will guide her paſſion, and reward her choice, 225 
With wealthy eee and bridal gifts of price. 
Till ſhe retires, determip'd we remain, 
And both the prince and augur threat in vain: 
His pride of words, and thy wild dream of fate, 
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Threat on, O Prince! elude the bridal day, 
Threat on, till all thy ſtores in waſte decay. 
True, Greece affords a train of lovely dames, 
In wealth and beauty worthy of our flames : 
But never from this nobler ſuit we ceaſe ; 235 . 
For wealth and beauty lefs than virtue pleaſe. 

To whom the youth: Since then in vain I tell 
My numerous woes, in filence let them dwell. 
But Heaven, and all the Greeks, have heard my 

wrongs: 
To Heaven, and all the Greeks, redreſs belongs, 
Yet this 1 aik, (nor be it aſk'd in vain) 241 
A bark to waſt me o'er the rolling main; 
The realms of Pyle and Sparta to explore, 
And ſeek my royal fire from ſhore to ſhore : 
If, or to Fame his doubtfal Fate be known, 
Or to be learn'd from oracles alone ? 
If yet he lives; with patience I forbcar, 
Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year: 
But if already wandering in the train 
Of empty ſhades; I meaſure back the main, 2350 
Plant the fair column o'er the mighty dead, 
And yield his conſort to the nuptial bed. 

He ceas'd; and while the peers abaſh'd attend, 
Mentor aroſe, Ulyſſe-' faithful friend: [255 
When fierce in arms he ſought the ſcenes of war, 
« My friend, (he cry'd) my palace be thy care; 
« Years roll'd on years my godlike fire decay, 
« Guard thou his age, and his beheſts obey.” ) 
Stern as he roſe, he caſt his eyes around, | frown'e, 
That flaſh's wits rage; and as he ſpoke, lic 


245 


* 


* 
» 
"%; . 


192 


7 8 


af, 


O never, never more! let king be juſt, 261 
Be mild in power, or faithful to his truſt ! 
Let tyrants govern with an iron rod, 
Oppreſs, deſtroy, and be the ſcourge of God: 
Since he who like a father held his reign, 265 
So foon forgot, as juſt and mild in vain! 
True, while my friend is griev'd, his griefs I ſhare; 
Yet now the rivals are my fmalleſt care : 
They, for the mighty miſchiefs they devife, [270 
Ere long ſhall pay—their forſeit lives the price. 
But againſt you, ye Greeks! ye coward train, 
Gods! how my ſon] is mov'd with juſt diſdain! 
Dumb ye all ſtand, and not one tongue affords 
His injur'd prince the little aid of words. 
While yet he ſpoke, Leocritus rejoin'd ; 275 
O pride of words, and arrogance of mind! : 
Would'f thou to rife in arms, the Grecks, adviſe? 
Join all your powers! in arms, ye Greeks, ariſe ! 


pole ! ; 


Should great Ulyſſes ſtern appear in arms, 


fties, : 
Torn from her breaſt, that hour, Ulyſſes dies. 


To arm the veſſel, Mentor! be thy care, 
And, Halitherſes! thine : be each his friend; 
Ye lov'd the father: go, the fon attend. | 
Bur yet, I truſt, the boaſter means to ſtay 


The royal dome; while ſad the prince explores 
ſhores. 


The royal ſuppliant ro Minerva pray'd : 

O Goddeſs! who deſcending from the ſkics 
Vouchſaf'd thy preſence to my wondering eyes, 
By whoſe commands the raging deeps l trace, 


Deſcend once more propitious to my aid. 
Without thy preſence, vain is thy command : 
Greece, and the rival train, thy voice withſtand. 


O prince, in early youth divinely wiſe, 
Born, the Ulyſſes of thy age to riſe! 


O'er the wide waves ſucceſs thy ways attends : 
To tread the walks of death he ſtood prepar'd ; 
And what he greatly thought, he nobly dar'd. 
Were not wiſe ſons deſcendents of the wit, 


Vain were my hopes: few fons attain the praiſe 
But ſince thy veins paternal virtue fires, 


And all Penclope thy foul inſpires : 
Go, and ſucceed ! the rivals aims deſpiſe; 


And lo, with ſpeed we plough the watery way, 
My power {ta!l guard thee, and my hand convey : 
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Yet would your powers in vain our ſtrength op- 
The valiant few o'ermatch an hoſt of ſoes. 280 
While the bowl circles, and the banquet warms ; | 


Though to his breaſt his ſpouſe with tranſport 


But hence retreating to your domes repair; 285 


Safe in the court, nor tempt the watery way. 290 
Then, with a ruſhing ſound, th' aſſembly bend, 

Diverſe their ſteps : the rival rout aſcend 

The neighbouring main, and ſorrowing treads the 


There, as the waters o'er his hands he ſhed, 295 


And ſeek my fire thro ſtorms and rolling ſeas ! 300 
Hear from thy heavens above, oh, warrior-maid ! 


Indulgent to his prayer the Goddeſs took 305 
Sage Mentor's form, and thus like Mentor ſpoke. 


If to the ſon the father's worth deſcends, [310 


And did not heroes from brave heroes riſe: 315 


Of their great ſires, and moſt their fires diſgrace, 


For never, never, wicked man was wiſe. 320 
Blind they rejoice, though now, ev'n now they fall, 
Death haſtes amain : 6ne hour o'erwhelms them all! 


The winged veſſel ſtudious I prepare, 


Through ſeas and realms companions of thy. It 
Thou to the cout: aſcend : and to the ſhores 


(When night advances) beat the naval ſtores; | 
Bread, that decaying man with ſtrength ſupplies, 
And generous wine, which thoughtful foro flies, 


Shall ſpeed abroad, a valiant choſen band. 
Wide o'er the bay, by veſſel veſſel rides; 
The beſt I chooſe to waft thee o'er the tides. 

She ſpoke : to his high dome the prince returns, 
And, as he moves, with royal anguiſh mourns, 336 
"T'was riot all, among the lawlels train; | 
Boar bled by boar, and goat by goat lay flain, 
Arriv'd, his hand the gay Antinous preſt, 

And, thus deriding, with a ſmile addreſt: 340 


Ill ſuits gay youth the ſtern heroic part; 


| Indulge the genial hour, unbend thy ſou], 


Leave thought to age, and drain the flowing bowl. 
Studious to eaſe thy grief, our care provides 345 
The bark, to waft thee o'er the ſwelling tides. 

Is this, returns the prince, for mirth a time? 
When lawleſs gluttons riot, mirth's a crime; 
The luſcious wines, diſhonour'd loſe their taſte; 
The ſong is noiſe, and impious is the feaſt, 350 
Suffice it to have ſpent with ſwift decay 


But now the wiſe inſtructions of the ſage, 

And manly thoughts inſpir'd by manly age, 

Teach me to ſeek redreſs for all my woe, 3:55 

Here, or in Pyle.—in Pyle, or here, your foe. 

Deny your veſſels, ye deny in vain ; 

A private voyager I paſs the main. 

Free breathe the winds, and free the billows 

| flow : ES 

And where on earth I live, I live your foe. 360 
He ſpoke and frown'd, nor longer deign'd to ſtay, 

Sternly his hand withdrew, and ſtrode away. 

Mean time, o'er all the dome, they quaff, they 

feaſt, | 

Deriſive taunts were ſpread from gueſt to gueſt, 

And each in jovial mood his mate addreſt: 
Tremble ye not, oh friends! and coward fly, 306 

Doom'd by the ſtern Telemachus to die ? 

To Pyle or Sparta to demand ſupplies, 

Big with revenge, the mighty warrior flies : 

Or comes from Ephyre with poiſons fraught, 379 

And kills us all in one tremendous draught ? 
Or, who can ſay (his gameſome mate replies) 

But, while the danyers of the deeps he tries, 

He, like his ſire, may ſink depriv'd of breath, 

And puniſh us unkindly by his death ? 375 

What mighty labours would he then create, 

To ſeize his treaſures, and divide his ſtate, 

The royal palace to the queen convey, 

Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal day | 

Meantime the lofty rooms the prince ſurveys, 359 

Where lay the treaſures of th' Ithacian race; 

Here ruddy braſs and gold refulgent blaz'd; | 

There poliſh'd cheſts embroider'd veſtures grac d; 

Here jars of oil breath'd forth a rich perfume ; 

There caſks of wine in rows adorn'd the dome385 

(Pure flavorous wine, by Gods in bounty given, 

And worthy to exalt the feaſts of heaven). 

Untouch'd they ſtood, till, his long labours o'er, 

The great Uiyfes reach'd his native ſhore. 


Mean while the mariners, by my command, 331 


_ Grieve not, oh, daring prince! that noble heart: 


The wealth of kings, and made my youth a prey. 
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A double length of bars ſecur'd the gates: 390 She bids the mariners, prepar'd, to ſtand, | | 
Faſt by the door the wiſe Euryclea waits: When night deſcends, embody'd on the ſtrand. 


Euryclea, who, great Ops! ! thy lineage ſhar'd, "Then to Notmon ſwift ſhe runs, ſhe flies, 
And watch'd all night, all day; a faithful guard. And aſks-a bark: the chief a bark ſupplies. 4335 

o whom the prince: O tho, whoſe guardian And now declining with his ſloping wheels, 

7 (air: | Down ſunk the ſun behind the weſtern hills F 
Nurs'd the moſt. wretched king that hreathes the The Goddeſs ſhov'd the veſſels from the ſhores, 
Untouch'd and ſacred may theſe veſſels ſtand, 396. And ſtow'd within its womb the naval ſtores. 

ill great Ulyſſes views his native land. Full in the openings of the ſpacious main 440 
But by thy care twelve urns of wine be fill'd; It rides; and now deſcends the ſailor-train. N 
Nex't theſe in worth, and firm thoſe urns be Next, to the court, impatient of delay, 
ſcal'd; With rapid ſtep the Goddeſs urg'd her way! 
Andtwice ten meaſures of the held flour 400 There every eye with flumberous chains the 
Prepar d, ere yet deſcends the evening hour. bound, 
For when the favouring ſhades of night ariſe, And daſh'd the flowing goblet to the ground, 445: 
And peaceful llumbers cloſe my mother's eyes, þ Drowſy they roſe, with heavy fumes oppreſt, 
Me from our coaſts ſhall ſpreading ſails convey, | Reel'd from the palace, and retir'd to reſt. 
To ſeek Ulyſſes through the watery way. 405 Then thus, in Mentor's reverend form array'd, 
While yet he ſpoke, ſhe fill'd the walls with Spoke to Telemachus the martial maid. 


N 


cries, | Lo! on the ſcas, prepar'd the veſſel ſtands, 450 
And tears ran trickling from her aged eyes, 'Fh' impatient mariner thy {peed demands. 

Oh whither, whither Aies my ſon ? ihe cry'd, Swilt as ſhe ſpoke, with rapid pace ſhe leads; 

To realms that rocks and roaring feas divide ? The footſteps of the Deity he treads. 

ln foreign lands thy father's days decay'd, 410 Swift to the ſhore they move: along the ſtrand _ 
And foreign lands contain the mighty dead. The ready veſſel rides, the ſailors ready ſtand: 455 


The watery way ill-fated if thou try, He bids them bring their ſtores; th OC 
All, ail muſt periſh, and by fraud you die ! [mainz | train 
Then ſtay, my child! ſtorms beat, and rolls the Load the tall bark, and launch i into the main. 
Oh, beat thoſe ſtorms, and roll the ſeas in vain! |'DThe Prince and Goddeſs to the ſtern aſcend; 

Far hence (reply'd the prince} thy fears be | To the ſtrong ſtroke at once the rowers bend. 

driven: (ven. Full from the weſt ſhe bids treſh breezes blow; 460 

Heaven calls me forth! theſe counſels are of Hea- The ſable billows foam and roar below. 
But, by the powers that hate the perjur'd, ſwear, | The chief his orders gives; th' obedient band 
To ⁊ecp my voyage from the royal ear, With due obſervance wait the chief's command ! 
Nor uucompell'd the dangerous truth betray, 420 With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbind- 


Till twice fix times deſcends the lamp of day; } The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 465 
Leſt the ſad tale a mother's life impair, - - High o'er the roaring waves the ſpreading ſails 

and grief deſtroy what time a while would ſpare. | Bow the tall maſt, and ſwell before the gales; 

| Thus he, The matron with uplifted eyes | The crooked keel the parting ſurge divides, , 

a Atteſis th' all-ſeeing Sovereign of the ſkies, 425 | And to the ſtern retreating roll the tides. | 
Then ſtudious ſhe prepares the choiceſt flour, Andnow they ſhip their oars, and crown with wine 

| The ſtrength of wheat, and wines an ample ſtore. | The holy goblet to the powers divine ; 475 
While to the rival train the prince returns, [mploring all the Gods that reign above, 

| The martial Goddeſs with impatience. burns; But chief the blue-ey'd progeny of Jove. 

6 Like thee, Telemachus, in voice and ſize, 430 Thus all the night they ſtem the liquid way, 


Wit ſpeed divine from ſtreet to ſtreet the flies, And end their voyage with the moruing ray. 475 
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ur ſacred ſun, above the waters rais'd, = To ſee the preference due to facred age 
Through heav'ns eternal brazen portals Regarded ever by the juſt and ſage. 1 


blaz dj; A | Of Ocean's king ſhe then implores the grace; 
And. wide o'er earth diffus d his cheering rar, Oh, thou! whoſe arms this ample globe embrace, T 
To Gods and men to give the golden day. | Fulfil our wiſh, and let thy glory ſhine * T 
Now on the coaſt of Pyle the veſſel falls, 54 On Neſtor firſt, and Neſtor's royal line: T 
Before old Neleus? venerable walls. | Next grant the Pylian ſtates their-juſt deſires, 0 
There, ſuppliant to the monarch of the flood, | Pleas'd with their hecatomb's aſcending fires; Jr 
At nine green theatres the Pylians ſtood, ' | Laſt deign Telemachus and me to bleſs, LM 
Each held five hundred (a deputed train), And crown our voyage with defir'd ſueceſs. 95 A 
At each, nine oxen on the ſand lay ſlain. 10] I hus ſhe; and, having paid the rite divine, = 
C They take the entrails, and the altars load | Gave to Ulyſſes fon the roſy wine. N 
With tmoking-thighs, an offering to the God. Suppliant he pray'd. And, now the victims dreſt, 1 
Full for the port the Ithacenſians ftand, They draw, divide, and celebrate the feaſt. B 
And furl their ſails; and iſſue on the land. The banquet done, the narrative old man, 80 A 
Telemachus already preſt the ſhore; 15 Thus mild, the pleafing conference began ; - N 
Not firſt, the Power of Wiſdom march'd before, Now, gentle gueſts ! the genial banquet o'er, U 
And, ere the ſacrificing throng he join'd, Ilt fits to aſk you, what your native ſhore, $t 
Admoniſh'd thus his well-attending mind? [And whence your race? on what adventure, ſay, G 
Proceed, my fon! this youthful ſhame expel; Thus far ye wander through the watery way ? 85 F. 
An honeſt buſineſs never bluſh to tell. 20 |'Relate (if buſineſs, or the thirſt of gain, In 
To learn what fates thy wretched fire detaiti, Engage your journey o'er the pathleſs main: A 
We paſs'd the wide -imnieaſurable main [Where ſavage pirates ſeek through ſcas unknown V 
Meet then the fenior far renown'd for ſenſe, ' [The lives of others, venturous of their own. 80 
Wich reverend awe, but decent confidence: =» Urg'd by the precepts by the Goddeſs given, 96 U 
\ Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies; 25 | And fill'd with confidence infus'd from heaven, T 
And ſure he will: for Wiſdom never lies. The youth, whom Pallas deſtin'd to be wiſe In 
Oh, tell me, Mentor! tell me, faithful guide, | And fam'd among the ſons of men, replies: A 
(The youth with prudent modeſty reply'd) Inquir'ſt thou, father ! from what coaſt we came? V 
How hall meet, or how accoſt the ſage, (Oh, grace and glory of the Grecian name!) 95 B 
Uniſkill'd in ſpeech, nor yet mature of age? 30 From where high Ithaca, o'erlooks the floods, A 


Awful th* approach, and hard the taſk appears, | Brown with o'erarching ſhades and ' pendent 
To queſtion wiſely men of riper years, F: woods, | 
To whom the martial Goddeſs thus rejoin'd : Us to theſe ſhores our filial duty draws, 

Search, for ' ſome thoughts, thy own ſuggeſting | A private ſorrow, not a public cauſe. _ 

5 mind; 155 1 My fire 1 ſeek, where-e'er the voice of Fame 100 

And others, didtated by heavenly power, 35 | Has told the glories of his noble name, \ 
Shall riſe ſpontanedus in the needful hour. | The great Ulyfſes: fam'd from ſhore to ſhore 
For nought unproſperous ſhall thy ways attend. For valour much, for hardy ſuffering more. 

Born with govd omens, and with heaven thy fritnd. | Long time with thee before proud lion's wall, 

She ſpoke, and led the way with ſwifteſt ſpeed: [In arms he fought ; with thee beheld her fall, 105 

As ſwift, the youth purſued the way ſhe led; 40 [Of all the chiefs, this hero's fate alone 


* 


And join'd the band before the ſacred fire, Has Jove reſerv'd, unheard of, and unknown; 
Where ſate, encompaſt with his ſons, the ſire. | Whether in fields by hoſtile fury ſlain, 
The ycuth of Pylos; ſome on pointed wood Or ſunk by tempeſts in the gulfy main ? 


Transfix'd-the fragments, ſome prepar'd the food. Of this to learn, oppreſt with tender fears, 110 
In friendly throngs they gather to embrace 45 |Lo! at thy knee his ſuppliant ſon appears. 
Their unknown gueſts, and at the banquet Place. | If or thy certain eye, or curious ear, 


Piſiſtratus was firſt, to graſp their hands, Have learnt his fate, the whole dark ſtory clear: 
And ſpread (oft hides upon the yellow ſands; And, oh! whate'er heaven deſlin'd to betide, 
Along the ſhore th' illuſtrious pair he led, Let neither flattery ſmooth, nor pity hide. IIß \ 
Where Neſtor ſate with youthful Thraſymed. 50 Prepar'd I ſtand ; he was but born to try 
To each a portion of the feaſt he bor, The lot of man; to ſuffer and to die. 
And held the golden goblet foaming o'er; oh then, if ever through the ten years war 
Then firſt aproaching to the elder gueſt, The wiſe, the good Ulyſſes claim'd thy care ; f 
The latent Goddeſs in theſe words addreſt: [SS | If e'er-hejoin'd thy council, or thy ſword, 129 \ 
Whoe'er thou art, whom Fortune brings to keep | True in his deed, and conſtant to his word : 
The rites of Neptune, monarch of the-deep, © Far as thy mind through backward time can ſee, 
The firſt it fits, oh ſtranger! to prepare Search all thy ſtores of ſaithful memory: 
These due libation-andothe ſolemn prayer © *Þ*'Tis ſacred Truth I aſk, and aſk of thee. 


Then give thy friend to ſhed the ſacred wine: To him experienc'd Neſtor thus rejoin'd: 175 
Though much thy younger, and his years 550 O friend | what forrows doft thou bring: to mind: 
5 mine. 0 (shall I che long laborious ſeene reviews, 
He too, Ideem, implores the Powers divine: And open all the wounds of Greece auew? 4 
Tor all menkind alike require their grace, - | What toils by ſea | where dark in queſt of pre 


All born ta want: a miſerable race! A Dauntleſs we rov'd, Achilles led the way!: 730 
He ſpake, and to her hand preferr'd the bowl: | What toils by land! where mix'd in fata! fight 
A ſecret plcalure touch'd Athena's ſoul, 65 Such numbers fell, ſuch heroes funk to night? : ) 
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There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, 
There wiſe Patroclus, fill an early grave: 
There too my ſon—an, once my beſt delight, 135 
Once ſwift of foot, and terrible in fight ; 
In whom ſtern courage with ſoft virtue juin'd, 
A faultleſs body, and a blameleſs mind: 
Antilochus—what more can I relate? 
How trace the tedious ſeries of our fate ? 
Not added years on years my taſk could cloſe, 
The long hiſterian of my country's woes: 
Back to thy native iſland might'ſt thou ſail, 
Aud leave halt-hcard the melancholy tale. 
Nine painful years on that deteſted ſhore, 145 
What ſtratagems we form' d, what toils we bore! 
Still labouring on, till ſcarce at laſt we found 
Great Jove propitious, and our conqueſt crown'd. 
Far o'er the reſt thy mighty father ſhin'd, 
In wit, in prudence, and in force of mind. 150 
Art thou the ſon of that illuſtrious ſire *. 
With joy I graſp thee, and with love admire, + 
So like your voices, and your words ſo wile, 
Who finds thee younger muſt conſult his eyes. 
Thy fire and 1 were one; nor vary'd ought 
In public ſentence, or in private thought; 
Alike to council or th* aſſembly came, 
With equal ſouls, and ſentiments the ſame. - 
But when (by Wiſdom won) proud lon burn'd, | 
And in their ſhips the conquering Greeks re. 
turn'd; e „ 2:01 
'Twas God's high will the victors to divide, 
And turn th' event, confounding human pride: 
Some he deſtroy'd, fome ſcatrer'd as the duſt, 
(Not all were prudent, and not all were juſt). 
Then Diſcord, ſent by Pallas from above, 165 
Stern daughter of the great avenger Jove, 
The brother-kings inſpir'd with fell debate; 
Who call'd to council all th' Achaian ſtate, 
But call'd untimely (not the ſacred rite 
Obſery'd, nor heedful of the ſetting light, 
Nor herald ſworn the ſeſſion to proclaim). 
Sour with debauch 2 reeling tribe they came. 
To theſe the cauſe of meeting they explain, 
And Menelaüs moves to croſs the main; f 
Not ſo the king of men: he will'd to ſtay: 173 
Theſe ſacred rites and hecatombs to pay, 1 
And calm Minerva's wrath. Oh, 
Fate 
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Till in loud tumult all the Greeks aroſe. 
Now different counſels every breaſt divide, 
Each burns with rancour to the adverſe ſide :- 
Th' unquiet night ſtrange projects entertain'd 
(So Jove, that urg'd us to our fate, ordain'd).. 
We with the riſing morn. our ſhips unmoor'd, 185 
And brought our captives and our ſtores aboard ; 
But half the people with reſpect obey'd, 
The king of men, and at his bidding ſtay'd. | 
Now on the wings of winds our courſe we keep 
(For God had ſmooth' d the waters of che deep; 
For Tenedos we ſpread our eager oars, 191 
There land; and pay due victims to the Powers: 
To bleſs our ſafe return we join in prayer; 

But angry Jove diſpers'd our vows in air, 
And rais d new diſcord. Then (ſo Heaven de- 


I He join'd our veſſels in the Leſbian: bay, 


he ſafer road) befide the Plyrian iſle; 
{4 Or the ſtraight courſe to rocley Chios plough, 
' 4 And anchor under Mima's ſnaggy brow ? 


And reach Gereſlus at the point of day. 


High- flaming pleaſe the monarch of the main. 


O er, 5 
rydides' veſſels touch'd the wiſn'd- for ſhore: 220 


And aſk'd each voyager each hero's fate; 


rhoſe, whom the heir of great Apollo's art, 230 
Brave Philoctetes, taught to wing the dart: 


and how the murderer paid his forfeit breath; - 
I What lands ſo diſtant from that ſcene of death 
J But trembling heard the fanie; and, heard, ad- 


How well the ſon appeas d the flaughter'd fire! 
blind to 


The Gods nor lightly change their love, or hate. 
With ireful taunts each other they oppoſe, | 
180 
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Wiſe as he was, by varicus counſels ſway'd, 
He there, though late; to pleaſe the monarch, 
But 1, determin'd, ſtent the foamy floods, {fay'd. 
Warn'd of the coming fury of the Gods. 200 
With us, Tydides fear d, and urg d his haſle; 
And Menelaiis came, but came the laſt. 


195 


While yet we doubted of our watery Way; 


If to the right to urge the pilot's toil, 203 


We ſought direction of the Power' divine: 
The God propitious gave the guiding ſign ; 
Through the mild feas he bid our navy fteer; 
And in Eubœa ſhun the woes we fear. | 
| Phe whiſthng winds already wak'd the ſky ; 
Before the whiſtling winds the veſl-ls fly, 
With rapid ſwiftnefs cut the liquid way, 215 
There hecatombs of bulls, to Neptune ſlain, @ 


The fourth day ſhone, when all their labours 


But I to Pylos ſcud before the pales, | 
inne Gods ftill breathing on my (welling fails; 
Separate from all, I ſafely landed here 
Their fates or fortunes never reach'd my ear. 
Vet what I Jearn'd, attend: as here I ſate, 225) 


Curious to know; and willing to relate. \ 
Safe reach'd the Myrmidons their native land, 
Beneath Achilles' warlike ſon's command. 


And thoſe whom Idomen from Ilion's plain 
Had led, {:curely croſt the dreadful main. Sa 
How Agamemnon touch'd his Aryive coaſt, 
And how his life by fraud and force he loft, 235 


mire 


Ev'n to th' unhappy, that unjuſtly bleed, 240 
Heaven gives poſterity, t' avenge the dee. 
So fell Egyſthus; and may'ſt thou, my friend, 
on whom the virtues of thy fire deſcend) /) 
Make future time thy equal act adore, : 
And be what brave Oreſtes was beſore! 243 - 
The prudent youth reply'd: O thou the grace 
And laſting glory of the Grecian race! 45 
Juſt was the vengeance, and to lateſt days 
Shall long poſterity reſound the praiſmdGQ. 
Some God this arm with' &ual.proweſs bleſs! 250 
And the proud ſuitors ſhall its force confeſ: 
Injurious men! who while my ſou] is fore 
Of freſh affronts, are meditating more. 
But Heaven denies this honour to my hand, 
Nor: ſhall my father repoſſeſs the land: , 255 
The father's fortune neyer to return, 8 
And the ſad ſon's to ſuffer and to mourn/ 
Thus he; and Neſtor took the word: My ( 
Is it then true, as diſtant rumours run, ; 
That crowds of rivals for thy mother's charm 265 


— 


— 


onthe EDS Gets chores, * 2 


1 928 K Ty 
* mn 
— * of £4 
— 1 
_ 85 1 


p ana, 
n 
— — RN 
= = -— 
- — nes - 


* — 2 33 aa "Y K . - 7 3 — - 5 
11 — == —— ; : 2 — - p p : ep _ 2 
— ee SOL ORE 0 : : Wo go 5 COS nn bf 4 8 = 5 x 2 So. 
\ --& 2 5 N - E By N = 9 E ers _ g 7 2 4 _— ——_—— SY 
- ago ECT EEE - In - : — x — 2 : ERC 0 
hs \ = = £> * - \ 7 e N 7 l 
a — L ' 


| 8 
* TR * 
IE” om. 0 


— vu). eethtuta þ «me onde 


24 


2... 


creed) 195 
Viyiſes firſt and Neſtor diſagreed: 


| | Thy palace fill with infults and alarm? 


— \Fortune or Fate will croſs the will of Heaven. 


\ (Whoſe fame and ſafcty was her conſtant care 
In every danger, and in every war; 4 
Never on man did heavenly favour ſhine + 

Wi h rays ſo ſtrong, diſtinguiſh'd, and divine, 


And long oblivion of the bridal bed. 5 


Can touch my breaſt; that bleſſing Heaven de- 


\ (Thus interpos'd the martial Maid divine) 


For much he knows, and juſt concluſions draws, - 


POPE'S H 


Say, is the fault throngh tame ſubmiſſion thine? 
Or, ſeagued againſt thee, do thy people join, { 
Mov'd by ſotne oracle, or voice divine? 3 
And yet who knows, but ripening lies in fate: 205 
An hour of vengeance for th' afflicted ſtate; * - 
When great Ulyſſes thall ſuppreſs theſe harms, - 
Ulyſſes fingly, or all Greece in arms. 
But if Athena, war's triumphant maid,  ' 
The happy ſon will, as the father, aid, 


196 


270 


As thoſe with which Minerva mark'd thy fire) 275 
So might ſhe love thee, ſo thy ſoul inſpire! 
Soon ſhould their hopes in humble duſt be laid, 


Ah! no ſuch hope (the prince with ſighs re- 
plies) . 2 (nies. 
Ev'n by celeſtial favour were it given, 281 


What words are thets, and what imprudence 
thine? 


Forgetful youth! but know, the Power above 285 
With eaſe can ſave. each object of his love; 
Wide as his will extends his bpundleſs grace: 
Nor loſt in time, nor circumſcrib'd by place, 
Happier his lot, who, many ſorraws paſt, 


OMER. 


He, ftretch'd at eaſe in Argos calm receſs, 

Whoſe ſtately ſteeds luxuriant paſtures bleſs) . 
With flattery's inſinuating art We DOPE SHA 
Sooth'd the frail queen, and poiſon'd all her heart. 
At firſt, with worthy ſhame and decent pride, 330 


- 


'I The roy l dame his lawlefs ſvit deny'd. 
For virtue's image yet poſſeſt her mind, 
Taught by a maſter of the tuneful king ; 


Atrides, parting from rhe Trojan war, 


| Conſign'd the youthfu} conſort to his care. 335 


True to his charge, the bard preſerv'd her long 


In honour's limits; ſuch the power of ſong. 
But when the Gods theſe objects of their hate 


Dragg'd to deſtruction, by the links of fate; 


And left all heipleſs-in a deſert ifle: 

here he, the ſweeteſt of the ſacred train, 

Sung dying to the rocks, but ſung in vain. - 
Then Virtue was no more; her guard away, 


She fell, to luſt a voluntary prey. 345 
Ev'n to the temple ſtalk d th' adulterons fpouſe, 


With impious thanks, and mockery of vows, 


Ihe bard they baniſh'd from his/natiye ſoil, -340 


With images, with garments, and with gold; -Þ* 


And odorous fumes from loaded altars roll'd. 
Mean time from flaming Troy we cut the way, 
With Menelaus, through the curling ſea. 5351 


But when to Sunium's ſacred point we came, 
| Crown'd with the temple of the Athenian dame; 
Atrides“ pilot, Phrontes, there expir'd 


(Phrontes, of all the fons of men admir'd 355 


Long labouring gains his natal ſhore at laſt : 
Than who, too ſpeedy, haſtes to end his lite 
By ſome. ſtern ruffian, or adulterous wiſe. ; 
Death only is the lot which none can miſs, : 
And all is poſſible. to Heaven, but this. 
The beſt, the deareſt fayourite of the ſky 295 
Muſt taſte that cup, for man is born to die. 
Thus check'd, reply'd Ulyſſes“ prudent heir: 
Mentor, no more — the mournful thought forbear; 
For he no more muſt draw his country's breath, | 
Already ſnatch'd by fate, and the black dopm of 
death] | e 2808 
_Paſs we to other ſubjects; and engage 5 
On themes remote the venerable ſage 
(Who thrice has ſeen the periſhable kind 0 | 


Of men decay, and through three ages ſhin'd 
Like Gods majeſtic, and like Gods in mind'. 395 


I 


From various precedents, and various laws. 
O ſon of Neleus! awful Neſtor, tell 
How he, the mighty Agamemnon, fell? {316 
or what ſtrange fraud Ayyſthus wrovght, relate 
(By force he could not) ſuch a hero's fate? 
Liv'd Menelaũs not in Greece] or where 
Was then the martial brother's pious care? 
Condemn'd perhaps ſome foreign ſhore to tread; 
Or ſure Zgyſthus had not dar d the deed. 325 
To whom the full of days : Illuſtrious youth ! 
Attend (though partly thou baſt gueſt) the truth. 
or had 8 8 Menelaiis found eg 
The ruthan breathing yet on Argive gr 99 75 
Nor earth had hid his es — de Ke, 3 
Nor Grecian virgins ſhriek'd his obſequies. 
ut fowls obſcene diſmember'd bis remains, 
d dogs had torn him on the naked plains. 
While us the work of bloody Mars employ'd, 


To ſteer the bounding' bark with ſteady toil, 
When the ſtorm thickens, and the billows boil) : . 
While yet he exercis'd the ſteerman's art, 
Apollo touch'd him with his gentle dart; 
Even with the rudder in his hand he fell. 
To pay whole honours to the ſhades of hell, 


360 


We check'd our haſte, by pious office bound, 


And laid our old companion in the ground. 

And now, the rites diſcharg'd, our courſe we keep 
Far on the gloomy bofom of the deep ; 365 
Soon-as Malæa's miſty tops ariſe, 


Sudden the I hunderer blackens all the ſkies, 
And the winds whiſtle, and the ſurges roll 
Mountains on mountains, and obſcure the pole. 


The tempeſt ſcatters and divides our fleet: 
Part. the ſtorm urges on the coaſt of Crete, 
Where, winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 
The ſtreams of Jardan iſſue to the main. 
There ſtands a rock, high eminent and ſteep, 
Whoſe ſhaggy brow o'erhangs the ſhady deep. 375 
And views Gortyna on the weſtern fide, 
On this rough Auſter drove th' impetuous tide ; 
With broken force the billows roll'd away, 
And heav'd the fleet into the neighbouring bay; 
Thus ſav'd from death, they gain'd the Phaſtan 
- ſhores, | 2380 
With ſhatter'd veſſels, and diſabled oars: 
But five tall barks the winds and waters toſt, 
Far from their fellows on the Ægyptian coaſt. 
There wander'd Menelaus through foreign ſhores, 
Amaſling gold, and gathering naval ſtores; 
While curſt Ægyſthus the deteſled deed 
By fraud fulfill'd, and his great brother bled. X 
Seven years the traitor rich Mycenæ ſway'd, 
And his ſtern rule the groaning land obey d; 


370 


The eighth, from Athens, to his realm reſtor'd, 399 


The wanton youth inglorious peace enjoy d; 325 ! Oreſles brandiſh d the e verging ſword, 


385 


— 
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gew the dire pair, and gave to funeral flame 

'The vile aſſaſſin, and adultcraus dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumphs ceaſe, 

Return'd Atrides to the coaſt of Greece. 365 
And ſafe to Argos“ port his navy brought 

With gifts of price and ponderous treaſure fraught. 

Hence warn'd, my ſon, beware! nor idly ſtand 

Joo long a ſtranger to thy native land; 

Leſt heedleſs abſence wear thy wealth away, 400 

While lawleſs feaſters in thy palace ſway ; 

Perhaps may ſeize thy realm, and ſhare the' 

Aud thou return with diſappointed toil, {ipoil 0 

From thy vain journey, to a rifled iſle. 

Howe' er my friend, indulge one labour more, 405 

And ſeek Atrides on che Spartan ſhore. 

He, wandering long, a wider circle made, 

And many-languag' d nations has ſurvey'd 

And meaſur'd tracts unknown to other ihips - 

Amid the monſtrous wonders of, the deeps; 410 

(A length of ocean and unbounded iky, 

Which ſcarce the ſea-fowl in a year o erfly). 

Go then; to Sparta take the watery way, 

Thy ſhip and ſailors but for orders ſtay; ; 

Or, if by land thou chooſe thy courſe to bend, 415 

My ſteeds, my chariots, and my ſons attend: 

Thee to Atrides they ſhall ſafe convey, 

Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 

Urge him with truth to frame his free replies, 


And ſure he will; for Menelaus is wiſe. 420 


Thus while he ſpeaks, the ruddy ſun deſcends, 


And twilight grey her evening ſhade extends. 
Then thus the blue-ey d Maid: O full of days! 
Wiſe are thy words, and jult are all thy ways. 
Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 
Sacred to Neptune and the Powers divine. 426 
The lamp of day is quench'd bencath the deep, 
And ſoit approach the balmy hours of fleep ; 
Nor fits it to prolong tae heavenly feaſt, 
Timeleſs, indecent, but retire to reſt. 4 
So ſpake Jove's daughter, the celeſtial Maid. 
The ſober train attended and obey d. 
The ſacred heralds on their hands around | 
Peur'd the full urns; the youths the goblets 
crown'd : ' - 

From bowl to bowl the holy beverage flows: 435 
While to the final ſacrifice they roſe. 

The tongues they caſt upon the fragrant flame, 
And pour, above, the couſecrateditream, 


O 


The youthful hero and th' Athenian Maid, 440 

Propoſe departure from the fiuiſh'd rite, 

Aud in their hollow bark to paſs the night; 

But this the hoſpitable ſage deny d. 

Forbid it, Jove l and all the Gods ! he cry'd, [445 

Thus from my walls the much-lov'd fon to ſcud 

Of ſuch a hero, and of ſuch a friend! 

Me, as ſome needy peaſant, would ye leave, 
Whom Heaven d-nics the bleſſing to relieve ? 


* Me would you leave, who boaſt imperial ſway, 


When beds of royal {tate invite your ſtay ? 
No—long as life this mortal ſhall inſpire, 
Or as my children imitate their ſire, 

Here ſhall the wandering firanger find his home, 
And hoſpitable cites adorn the dome. 

Well haſt thou ſpoke, (the bluc-cy'd Maid re- 
„ plies) ASS 
Bclov' old man! benevolent as wile, 


450 
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But chief the reverend ſage admir'd; he took 


| With ample forehead, and yet tender horns, 


30 His holy vows- the favouring Goddeſs heard. 495 
Precedes the father, follow'd by his race, 


- 


And now, their thirſt by copious draughes allay'd, 


Be the kind dictates of thy heart obey d, 
And let thy words Telemathus perſuade ; 
He to thy palace ſhall thy ſteps purſue; 

I to the ſhip to give the orders due. 
Preſcribe directions, and confirm the crevy, 
For | alone ſuſtain their naval cares, | 
Who boaſt experience from theſe ſilver hairs; 
All youths the reſt, whoni to this journey move 
Like years, like tempers, and their prince's love. 
There in the veſſel ſhall I paſs the night; 466 


Igo to challenge from the Caucons bold, 

A debt, contracted in the days of old. 

But this thy gueſt, receiv'd with friendly care, 470 
Let thy ſtrong courſers ſwift to Sparta bear; 
Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 

Aud be thy ſon companion of his way. 

Then turning with the word, Minerva flies, 
And ſoars an eagle through the liquid fries. 475 
Viſion divine! the throng'd ſpectators gaze 
In holy wonder fix'd, and ftill amaze, 


The hand of young Telemachus, and ſpoke : 
Oh, happy youth! and favour'd of the flies, 
Diſtinguiſh'd care of guardian Deities! 481 
Whofe early years for future worth engage, 

No vulgar manhood, no ignoble age. 

For lo! none other of the court above 
Than ſhe, the daughter of Almighty Jove, 
Pallas herſelf, the war-triumphant maid, 
Confeſt is thit:e, as once thy ſather's aid. 
So guide me, Goddeſs! ſo propitious ſhine 
On me, my conſort, and my royal line! 

A yearling bullock to thy name ſhall ſmoke, 490 
Untam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 


485 


Whoſe budding honours ductile gold adorns. 
Submiſſi ve thus the hoary fire preferr'd 


Then, flowiy' rifing, o'er the ſandy ſpace 


(A long proceſſion) timely marching home 
In comely order to the regal dome. [500 
There when urciv'd, on thrones around him plac'd, 
His ſons and grandſons the wide circle grac'd. 
To theſe the hoſpitable ſage, in ſign 
Of ſocial welcome, mix'd the racy wine 
(Late from the mellow ing caſk reſtor'd to light, 
By ten long years refin'd, and roſy-bright). 505 
To Pailas high the foaming bowl he crown'd, 
And ſprinkled large libations on the ground. 
Lach drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gifts of balmy fleep repairs, . 
Deep in a rich alcove the prince was laid, 
And ſlept beneath the pompous colonnade; 

Faſt by his ſide Piſiſtratus lay ſpread, 
1a age his equal) on a ſplendid bed: 


But in an inner court, ſecurely clos'd, 


510 


When now Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With roſy luſtre pur pled o'er the lawn; 
The old man early roſe, walk'd forth, and ſate 
On poliih'd ſtone beſore his palace-gate : | 
Wich unguents ſ:nooth the lucid marble ſhone, 520 
Where ancient Neleus ſate, a ruitic throne; - 
But he deſcending to th' infernal hade, 
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And ſoon as morning paints the fields of light, 


The reverend Neſtor and his queen repos d. 515 
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His ſons areund him mild obeiſance pay, 
And duteous take the orders of the day. 
Firſt Echephron and Stratius quit their bed: 
Then Perſeus, Aretus, and Thraſymed; 
The laſt, Piſiſtratus aroſe from reſt; _ ? 
They came, and near him plac'd the ſtranger- 
To theſe the ſenior thus declar'd his will: {[gueſt. 
My ſons! the dictates of your fire fulfil $31 
To Pallas, firſt of Gods, prepare the feaſt, 
Who grac'd our rites, a more than mortal gueſt. 
Let one, diſpatchful, bid ſome ſwain to lead 
A wellefed bullock from the graſſy mead ; 
One ſeek the harbour where the veſſels moor, 
And bring thy friends, Telemachus ! aſhore _ 
(Leave only two the galley to attend); 
Another to Laerceus muſt we ſend, 
Artiſt divine, whoſe ſkilful hands infold 
The victim's horn with circumfuſile gold. 
The reſt may here the pious duty ſhare, | 
And bid the handmaids for the feaſt prepare, 
The ſeats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 
And limpid waters from the living ſpring. 545 
He ſaid, and buſy each his care beſtow'd; 
Already at the gates the bullock low'd, 
Already came the Ithacenſian crew, 
The dextrous ſmith the tools already drew: 
His ponderous hammer, and his anvil ſound, 5350 
And the ſtrong tongs to turn the metal round, 
Nor was Minerva abſent from therite, 
She view'd her honours, and enjoy'd the fight. 
With revercnd hand the king preſ. -its the gold, ) 
Which round th' intorted horns the gilder 
roll'd, . $5 
So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. 
Yeung Aretus from forth his bridal bower 
Brought the full laver, o'er their hands to pour, 
And caniſters of conſecrated flour. 
Stratius and Echephron the victim led; 
The axe was held by warlike Thraſymed, 
In a&t to ſtrike : before him Perſeus ſtood, 
The vaſe extending to receive the blood. 
The king himſelf initiates to the Power, 
Scatters with quivering hand the ſacred flour, 565 
And the ſtream ſprinkles : from the curling brows 
The hair collected in the fire he throws. 
Soon as due vows on every part were paid, 
And facred wheat upon the victim laid, [570 
Strong Thraſymed diſcharg'd the ſpeeding blow 
Full on his neck, and cut the nerves in two. 
Down ſunk the heavy beaſt : the females round, , 
Maids, wives, and matrons, mix a ſhrilling ſound, 
Nor ſcorn'd the queen the holy choir to join, 
(The firſt-born ſhe, of old Clymenus' line; 
In youth by Neſtor lov'd, of ſpotleſs fame, 
And lov'd in age, Eurydice her name). 
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And pours the wine, and bids the flames aſpire; 


All plac'd at eaſe the holy banquet join, 


| The ſmoath-hair'd horſes, and the: 
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From earth they rear him, ſtruggling now with 
death; | i | 
And Neſtor's yvungeſt ſtops the vents of breath; 
The ſoul for ever flies; on all ſides round 580 
Streams the black blood, and ſmokes upon the 
| ground, „ 
The beaſt they then divide, and diſunite 
The ribs and limbs, obſervant of the rite: 
On theſe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from every part, 58g 
The ſacred ſage before his altar ſtands, } 
Turns the burnt-effering with his holy hands, 


1 


The youth with inſtruments ſurround the fire, 

The thighs now facrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 590 
' aſſiſtants part, transfix, and broil the reſt. 
While theſe officious tend the rites; divine, 
The laſt fair branch of the Neſtorean line, 
Sweet Polycaſte, took the pleaſing toil, [595 
To bathe che prince, and pour the fragrant oil, 
O'er his fair limbs a flowery veſt he threw, 

And iſſued, like a God, to mortal view. 

His former feat behind the king he found 

(His people's father with his peers around); 


60 
And in the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 

The rage of thirſt and hunger no ſuppreſt, 
The monarch turns him to:his royal gueſt; 
And for the promised journey bids prepare 
id car, 605 | 
Obſervant of his word; the word ſcarce ſpoke, | 
The ſons obey, and join them to the yoke. 
Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 
And preſents, ſuch as ſuit the ſtate of kings. 
The glittering ſeat Telemachus aſcends ; 
His faithful' guide Piſiſtratus attends; 
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610 

With haſty hand the ruling reins he drew: 

He laſh'd the courſers, and the courſers flew. 

Beneath the bounding yoke alike they heid 

Their equal pace, and ſmok'd along the field. 615 

The towers of Pylos ſink, its views decay, } 

Fields after fields fly back, till cloſe of. day ; 

Then ſunk the ſun, and darken'd all the way. 
To Pherz now, Diocleus' ftately feat 

(Of Alpheus' race), the weary youths retreat. 620 

His houſe affords the hoſpitable rite, | $6 

And pleas'd they ſleep the bleſſing of the night). 

But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With roſy luſtre purpled o'er the lawn; 

Again, they mount, their journey to renew, 625 

And from. the ſounding portico they flew. 


| Along the waving fields their-way they hold, 
575; 


The fields receding as the chariot roll'd ; 


| Then flowly ſunk the ruddy globe of light, 


And o'er the ſhaded landſcaperuſh'd the night.630 


: * —— 
— 


BOO 


THE ARGUMENT. 
The Conference with Menelaus, 


7elemachus with Piſiſtratu: arriving at Sparta, is beſpitably received by ATenelaus, to tobom be relate the 
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cauſe of his coming, and learns from bim many particulars of what befel the Greeks ſince the d fliuftion of 
Trey. He dwells more at large upen the prophecies of Proteus to bim in bis return; from which be 
acquaints Telemachus, that Ulsſſcs is detained in the NMand of Calypſo. 


Tn the mean time the ſuitors conſult to defiroy Telemachus in bis voyage bome, 
comforted in a dream by Pallas, in the ſpape of ber ſifter Ipthima. 


ND now proud Sparta with their wheels 
reſounds: | 
Sparta, whoſe walls a range of hills ſurrounds ; . 
At the fair dome the rapid Jabour ends; X 
Where {ate Atrides, midſt his bridal friends, 
With double. vows invoking Hymen's power, 5 
To bleſs his ſons and daughters nuptial Hour. 
That day, to great Achilles”. ſon reſign'd, 
Hermione the faireſt of the kind, _ 
Was ſent to crown the long-protraQted joy; 
Eſpous'd before the final doom of Troy: Io 
With ſteeds and gilded cars, a gorgeous train 
Attend the nymph to Phthia's diſtant reign. 
Mean while at home, to Megapenthes' bed 
The virgin-choir Alector's aq 5 gd led. 
Brave Megapenthes, from a ſton amour Is 
To great Atrides' age his handmaid bore; _. 
To Helen's bed the Gods alone aſſign 
Hermione, t' extend the regal line; 
On whom a radiant pomp of Graces wait, 
Reſembling Venus in attractive ſtate. "00 
| While this gay friendly troop the king ſurround, 
With feſtival and mirth the roofs refound : 
A bard amid the joyous circle ſings 
High airs, attemper'd to the vocal ſtrings; _ 
Whilſt, warbling to the varied ſtrain, advance 25 
Two ſprightly youths to form the bounding dance. 
Twas then, that, iſſuing through the palace gate, 
The ſplendid car roll'd flow. in regal ſtate ; 
On the bright eminence young Neſtor ſhone, 
And faſt beſide him great Ulyſſes' ſon : 30 
Srave Eteoneus ſaw the pomp appear, 
And, ſpeeding, thus addreſt the royal ear: | 
Two youths approach, whoſe ſemblant features 
rove 
Their blood devolving from the ſource of Jove. 
V due reception deign'd, or muſt they bend 35 
Their doubtful courle to ſeek a diſtant friend? 
Inſenſate! (with a ſigh the king replies) | 
Too loug, misjudging, have I thought thee wile ; 
- But ſure relentleſs folly ſteels thy breaſt, _ 
Obdurate to reje& the Dranger-gack RICHES © 
To thoſe dear hoſpitable rites a foe, 
Which in my wanderings oft reliev'd my woe: 
Fed by the bounty of 1 oat OT TRE 
Till pitying Jove my native rea reſtor d „ 
Straight be the cout ſers from the car releaſt, 5 
Conduct the.youths to grace the genial feaſt. 
The ſeneſchal rebuk d in haſte: withdrew ; 
With equal halle a menial train purſue ; 


Penelope is appriſed of this ;, but 


Part led the courſers, from the car enlarg'd, 


Fach to a crib with choiceſt grain ſurcharg'd; 56 


Part in a portico, profuſely grac'd 


With rich magnificence, the chariot plac'd : 
Then to the dome the friendly pair invite, 


Who eye the dazzling roofs with vaſt delight; 
Reſplendent as the blaze of ſummer-noon, «x55 


Or the pale radiancg of the midnight moon. 


From room to room heir eager view they bend: 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, deſcend ; 
Where a bright damſel-train attend the gueſts _ 
With liquid odours, and embroider'd veſts. be 


_ | Refreſh'd, they wait them to the bower of ſtate, 

| Where circled with his peers Atrides ſate: 

| Thron'd next the king, a fair attendant brings 
The pureſt product of the cryſtal ſprings; | 
High on a maſſy vaſe of filver mold, 6s 
| The burniſh'd laver flames with ſolid gold; 


In ſolid gold the purple vintage flows, 

And on the board a ſecond banquet roſe. 

When thus the king with hoſpitable port ;— 
Accept this welcome to the Spartan court; 70 
The waſte of nature let the feaſt repair, - 


— 
* 


Then your high lineage and your names declare ;, 


Say from whatſcepter'd anceſtry ye claim, 


Recorded eminent in deathleſs fame? | 
For vulgar parents cannot ſtamp their race #75 
With ſignatures of ſuch majeſtic grace. 
Cealing, benevolent he ſtraight aſligns 
The royal portion of the choiceſt chines 
To each accepted friend; with grateful haſte 
They ſhare the honours of the rich repaſt. 8s 
Suffic'd, foft-whiſpering thus to Neſtor 's ſon, 
His head reclin'd, young Ithacus begun: 
View'ſt thou unmov'd, O ever-honour'd molt ! 


-| Theſe prodigies of art, and wondrous coſt l 


Above, beneath, around the palace ſhines 85 
The ſumleſs treaſure of exhauſted mines: | 
The ſpoils of elephants the roofs inlay, 
And ſtudded amber darts a golden ray: 


Such, and not nobler, in the realms above, 


My wonder dictates, is the dome of Jove. 90 
The monarch took the word, and grave reply d: 


Of man, who dares in pomp with Jove conteſt, 
Unchang'd, immortal, and ſupremely bleſt ! 


I x Envy will own the purchaſe dearly paid. 90 
For eight ſlow-circling years by tempeſt toſt, 


With all my affluence, when my woes are weigh d, 


From Cyprus to the far Phœnician coaſt. 


* 


Preſumptuous are the vaunts, and vain the pride 


he ia Y 
. 
* 


200 PP O'PE'S HOMER. 


(Sidon the capital), I firetch'd my toil 


Through regions fatten'd with the flows of Nile. In her ſoft hands the beauteous Phylo brought 


Next, Athiopia's utmoſt bound explore, 101 
And the parch'd borders of th* Arabian ore: 
Then warp my voyage on the ſouthern gales, 
O'er the warm Lybian wave to ſpread my fails : 
That happy clime | where each revolving year 105 
The teeming ewes a triple offspring bear; 
And two fair creſcents of tranſlucent horn 
The brows of all their young increaſe adorn : 
The ſhepherd ſwains, with ſure abundance bleſt, 
On the fat flock and rural dainties feaſt; 110 
Nor want of herbage makes the dairy fail, 
But every ſeaſon fills the foaming pail. 
Whilſt, heaping unwiſh'd wealth I diſtant roam; 
The beſt of brothers, at his natal home, 
By the dire fury of a traitreſs wife, 115 
Ends the ſad evening of a ſtormy life: 
Whence with inceſſant grief my foul annoy'd, 
Theſe riches are poſſeſs'd, but not enjoy d! 
My wars, the copious theme of every tongue, 
To you, your fathers have recorded long; 120 
How favouring Heaven repaid my glorious toils 
With a fack'd palace, and barbaric ſpoils, 
Oh! had the Gods ſo large a boon deny'd, 
And life, the juſt equivalent, ſupply'd 
To thoſe brave warriors, who, with glory fir d, I25 
Far from their country in my cauſe expir'd } 
Still in ſhort intervals of pleaſing woe, 
Regardful of the friendly dues I owe, 
I to the glorious dead for ever dear | A 
Indulge the tribute of a grateful tear. 130 
But, oh! Ulyſſes - deeper than the reſt 
That ſad idea wounds my anxious breaſt ! 
My heart bleeds freſh with agonizing pain; 
The bowl and taſteful viands tempt in vain, 
Nor fleep's ſoft power can cloſe niy ſtreaming eyes, 
When imag'd to'my ſoul his ſorrows riſe. 136 
No peril in my cauſe he ceas'd to prove, 
His labours equaPd only by my love: 
And both alike to bitter fortune born, 
For him to ſuffer, and for me to mourn ! 140 
W hether he wanders on ſome friendleſs coaſt, 
Or glides in Stygian gloom a penſive ghoſt, 
No fame reveals; but, doubtful of his doom, 
His good old fire with ſorrow to the tomb 
Declines his trembling ſteps; untimely care 145 
Withers the blooming vigour of his heir; | 
And the chaſte partner of his bed and throne 
Waſtes all her widow'd hours in tender moan, _ 
While thus pathetic to the prince he ſpoke, 
From the brave youth the ftreaming paſſion 
broke; WE oy et or i On 
Studious to veil the grief, in vain repreſt, h 
His face he ſhrouded with his purple veſt: 
The conſcious monarch pierc'd the coy diſguiſe, 
And view'd his filial love with vaſt furprize'; 
Dubious to preſs the tender theme, or wait 55 
To hear the youth inquire his father's fate. 
In this ſuſpenſe bright Helen grac'd the room; 
Before her breath'd a gale of rich perfume. 
so moves, adorn'd with each attractive grace, | 
The filver-ſhafted 'Goddefs of the chace! 160 
The ſeat of majeſty Adraſte brings, oh 
With art illuſtrious, for the pomp of kings; 
To ſpread the pall (beneath the regal chair) 
Of ſofteſt woot, is bright Alcippe's care. 


* 


wo? 


A filver caniſter, divinely wrought, * 166 
To Sparta's queen of old the radiant vaſe 
Alcandra gave, a pledge of royal grace: 


For Polybus her lord {whoſe ſovereign ſwa 
The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obey), 170 


When to that court Atrides came, careſt 

With vaſt munificence th' imperial gueſt ; 

Two lavers from the richeſt ore refin'd, 

With ſilver tripods, the kind hoſt aſſign'd : 

And bounteous from the royal treaſure told 175 
Ten equal talents of refulgent gold. © 
Alcandra, conſort of his high command, 

A golden diſtaff gave to Helen's hand; 


Which heap'd with wool the beauteous Phylo 
brought: 1 IE 
The ſilken fleece impurpled for the loom, 
Rival'd the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 
The ſovereign ſeat then Jove-born Helen preſs'd, 
And pleaſing thus her ſcepter'd lord addreſs'd : 
Who grace our palace now, that friendly pair, 


Speak they their lineage, or their names declare? 
| Uncertain of the truth, yet uncontrol'd, 187 
| Hear me the bodings of my breaft unfold, 


With wonder wrapt, on yonder cheek I trace 
The features of the Ulyſſean race: 190 
Diffus'd o'er each reſembling line appear, 
la juſt imilitude,'the grace and air 
Of young Telemachus ! the lovely boy, 
Who bleſt Ulyſſes with a father's joy, [195 
What time the Greeks combin'd their ſocial arms, 
T' avenge the ſtain of my ill-fated charms !' © 
Juſt is thy thought, the king aſſenting cries, 
Methinks Ulyſſes ſtrikes my wondering eyes : 
Full ſhines the father in the filial frame, 63. 
His port, his features, and his ſbape, the ſame : 200 
Such quick regards his ſparkling eyes beſtow W,: 
Such wavy ringlets o'er his ſhoulders flow 


And when he heard the long diſaſtrous ſtore 


Of cares, which in my cauſe Ulyſſes bore; 


Cautious to let the guſhing grief appear, 


| His purple garment veil'd the falling tear. 


See there confeſt, Piſiſtratus replies, 


Of that heroic fire the youth is ſprung, + 


* 


But modeſt awe hath chain'd his timorous tongue 


Is like the dictates of a God rever'd. * 
With him at Neſtor's high command I came, 215 
Whoſe age I honour with a parent's hamm. 
By adverſe deſtiny conftrain'd to ſue | 

For counſel and redreſs he ſues'to you. 
Whatever ill the friendleſs orphan bears, 


** | Bereay'd of parents in his infant year, 220 


still muſt the wrong d Telemachus ſuſtain, 
If. hopeful of your aid, he hopes in vain: 
Affianc'd in your friendly power alone, 


| The youth would vindicate the vacant throne. 
1s Sparta bleſt, and theſe deſiring eyes 225 
View my friend's fon ? (the king exulting cries) 


Son of my friend, by glorious tolls approv'd,” | 


* 


Mirror of conſtant faith, rever'd, and mourn'd 
| When Troy was ruiu'd, had the chief return'd, 230 


A 


And that rich vaſe, with living ſculpture wrought, 


180 


Diſmay'd, heart - wounded with paternal woes, 205 
Above reſtraint the tide of ſorrow roſe: 


The genuine worth of Ithacus the wiſe ! 210 


Thy voice, O king! with pleas'd attention heard, 


Whoſe ſword was fatred to the man he lod: 
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No Greek an equal ſpace had e' er poſſeſt, 

ol dear affection in my grateful breaſt, 

, to confirm the mutual joys we ſhar d, 

For his abode a capital prepar'd ; 

Argos the ſeat, of ſovereign. rule I choſe ; 235 
Fair in the plan the future palace roſe, 

Where my Ulyſſes and his race might reiga, 

And portion to his tribes the wide domain, 

To them my vaſſals had reſign'd a ſoil, 

With teeming plenty to reward their toil. 2.40 
There with commutual zeal we both had ſtrove 

Ip acts of dear benevolenceand love: : 
Brothers in peace, not rivals in command, 

And death alone diſſolv'd the friendly band 

Some envious Power the bliſsful ſcene deſtroys; - 
Vaniſh'd are all the viſionary joys : 2446 
The ſoul of friendſhip to my hope is loſt, 

Fated to wander from this natal coaſt ! - 
He ceas'd; a guſt of grief began to riſe, 

Faſt ſtreams a tide from beauteous Helen's eyes; 
Faſt from the fire the filial forrows flow; 251 
The weeping monarch ſwells the mighty woe: 
Thy cheeks, Piſiſtratus, the tears bedew, 
While pictur'd to thy mind appear 'd in view 
Thy martial brother: on the Phrygian plain 
Extended pale, by ſwarthy Memnon flain! 256 
But ſilence from the ſon of Neſtor broke, 

And, melting with fraternal pity, ſpoke : 
Frequent, O king, was Neſtor wont to raiſe 
And charm attention with thy copious praiſe : 260 

To crown thy various gifts, the ſage aſſign'd 
The glory of a firm capacious mind: 
With that ſuperior attribute control 
This unavailing impotence of ſoul, X 
Let not your roof with echoing grief reſound, 265 
Now for the feaſt the friendly bowl is crown'd; 
But when, from dewy ſhade emerging bright, 
Aurora ſtreaks the ſky with orient light, 
Let each deplore his deed: the rites of woe 
Are all, alas] the living can beſtow : 270 
Ver the congeuial duſt injoin'd to ſhear 
The graceful curl, and drop the tender tear, 
Then, mingling in the mournful pomp with you, 
I'll pay Wy ghoſt a warrior's due, 
And mourn the brave Antilochus, a name ., 275 
Not unrecorded in the rolls of Fame ; 
With ſtrength and ſpeed ſuperior form'd in fight 
fo face the foe, or intercept his flight: 
Teo early ſnatsh'd by Fate, ere known to me 
I boaſt a witneſs of his worth in thee, 280 

Young and mature! (the monarch thus rejoins,) 
iu thee renew d the foul of Neſtor ſhines : 
Form'd by tlie care of that conſummate ſage, 
In early bloom an oracle of age. [285 
Whene'er his influence Jove vouchſafes to ſhower 
To bleſs the natal, and the nuptial hour; 
From the great fire tranſmiſſive to the race, 
The boon devolving gives diſtinguiſh'd grace, 
duch, happy Neſtor! was thy glorious doom, 
Around thee, full of years, thy offspring bloom, 
Expert of arms, and prudent in debate ; 290 
The gitts of heaven to guard thy hoary ſtate. 
But now let each becalm his troubled breaſt, 
Waſh, and partake ſerene the friendly feaſt. 
To move thy ſuit, Telemachus, delay, 295 
Till Heaven's revolving lamp reſtores the day. 

I Antilecbas, a 
Vor. VI. 


All ſenſe of woe delivers to the wind. 


[of vegetable venom taints the plain; 


- He faid, Aſphalion ſwift the laver brings; 
Alternate all partake the grateful ſprings : 
Then from the rites of purity repa r, 

And with keen guſt the ſavoury viands ſhare. 300 
Mean time, with genial joy to warm the ſoul, 


| Bright Helen mix'd a mirth- inſpiring bowl: 


Temper'd with drugs of ſovereign uſe, t' aſſuage 
The boiling boſom of tumultuous rage; 
To clear the cloudy front of wrinkled Care, 305 
And dry the tearful ſluices of Deſpair : 
Charm'd with that virtuous draught, th' exalted 


Though on the blazing pile his parent lay, 
Or a loy'd brother groan'd his life away, 310 
Or darling ſon, oppreſs'd by ruffian force, 
Fell breathleſs at his feet, a mangled corſe; 
From morn to eve, impaſſive and ſerene, 
The man entranc'd would view the deathful ſcene. 
Theſe drugs, ſo friendly to the joys of life, 315 
Bright Helen learn'd from Thone's imperial wife ; 
Who ſway'd the ſceptre, where prolific Nile 
With various ſimples clothes the fatten'd ſoil, 
With wholeſome herbage mix'd, the direful bane 
320 
From Pæon ſprung, their patron- god 2 
To all the Pharian race his healing arts. | 
The beverage now prepar'd t* inſpire the feaſt, 
The circle thus the beauteous queen addreſt : 
Thron'd in omnipotence, ſupremeſt Jove 325 
Tempers the fates of human race above; 
By the firm ſanction of his ſovereign will, 


Alternate are decreed our good and ill 


To feaſtful mirth be this white hour aflign'd; 

And ſwcet diſcourſe, the banquet of the mind. 330 

Myſelf, aſſiſting in the ſocial joy, 4 

Wilt tell Ulyſſes“ bold exploit in Troy: 

Sole witneſs of the deed | now declare 

Speak you (who ſaw) his wonders in the war. 
Seam'd o'er with wounds, which his own fabre 

. ave, 

In the vile habit of a village-ſlave, | 

The foe-deceiv'd, he paſs'd the tented plain, 335 

In Troy to mingle with the hoſtile train. 

In this attire ſecure from ſearching eyes, 1 

Till haply piercing through the dark diſguiſe 340 

The chief I challeng'd ; he, whoſe practis'd wit 

Knew all the ſerpent mazes of deceit, 

Eludes my ſearch : but when his form I view'd 

Freſh'from the bath with fragrant oils renew'd, 

His limbs in military purple dreſs d; 345 

Each brightening gracethe genuine Greek confels'd. 

A previous pledge of ſacred faith obtain'd, 

Till he the lines and Argive fleet regain'd, 

To keep his ſtaf*conceal'd; the chief declar'd 

The plans of war againſt the town prepar'd. 359 

Exploring then the ſecrets of the ſtate, 

He learn'd what beſt might urge the Dardan fate : 

And, ſafe returning to the Grecian hoſt, 

Sent many a ſhade to Pluto's dreary coaſt. * 

Loud grief reſounded through the towers of Troy 

But my pleas'd boſom glow'd with ſecret joy: 356 

For then, with dire remorſe and conſcious ſhame, 

{ view'd th* effects of that diſaſtrous flame, 

Which, kindled by th' imperious queen of love, 

\Conſtrain'd me trom my native realm to rove: 360 

And of't in bitterneſs of ſoul deplor'd 


My abſent daughter, 8 my deꝰ rer lord; 
a c 
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At Helen's beck prepare the room of ſtare ; 
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Admir'd ameng the firſt of human race, 

For every gift of mind, and manly grace. 
Right well, reply'd the king, your ſpeech diſ- 

plays | . 

7 he matchleſs merit of the chief you praiſe: 
Heroes in various climes myſelf have found, 

For martial deeds, and depth of thought renown'd: 
But Ithacus unrival'd, in his claim, 

May boaſt a title to the loudeſt fame: 370 
In battle calm, he guides the rapid ſtorm, 

Wiſe to reſolve, and patient to perform. 

What wondrous conduct in the chief appear'd, 
When the vaſt fabric of the ſteed werear'd ! 
Some Dæmon, anxious for the Trojan doom, 375 
Urg'd you with great Deiphobus to come, 

I' explore the fraud; with guile oppos'd to guite, 
Slow-pacing thrice around th” inlidious pile: 
Each noted leader's name you thrice invoke, 


Your accent varying as their ſpouſes ſpoke ; 380 
The pleaſing ſounds each latent warrior warm'd 


But moſt Tydides' and my heart alarm'd: 

To quit the ſteed we both impatient preſs, 

Threatening to anſwer from the dark recefs. 

Unmov'd the mind of Ithacus remain'd: 385 

And the vain ardours of our love reftrain'd ; 

But Anticlus, unable to control, 

Spoke loud the language of his yearning ſcul : 

Ulyfles ſtraight, with indignation fir'd, 

(For ſo the common care of Greece requir*d) 390 

Firm to his lips his forceful hands apply'd, 

Till on his tongue the fluttering murmurs dy'd. 

Mean: time Minerva, from the fraudful horſe, 

Back to the court of Priam bent your courſe, 
Inclement Fate ! Telemachus replics, 395 

Frail is the bo1ſted attribute of wiſe ; | 


The leader, mingling with the vulgar hoſt, 


Is in the common maſs of matter loſt ! 
But now let fleep the painful waſte repair 


Of ſad reflection, and corroding care. 400 


He ceas' d: the menial fair that round her wait, 


Beneath an ample portico, they ſpread | 
The downy fleece to form the ſlumberovs bed; 
And o'er ſoft palls of purple grain, unfold 405 
Rich tapeſtry, ſtiff with inteywoven gold : 

Then, through th' illumin'd dome, to balmy reſt 


Th' obfequious herald guides each princely gueſt ; 


While to his regal bower the king aſcends, 
And beauteous Helen on her lord artends. 410 
Soon as the morn, in orient purple dreſt, 

Unbarr'd the portal of the roſeate eaſt, 

The monarch roſe; magnificent to view, 
Th' imperial mantle o' er his veſt he threw : 

The glittering zone athwart his ſhoulder catt, 415 
A ſtarry faulchion low-depending grac'd ; 
Claſp'd on his feet th' embroicer'd ſandals ſhine ; 
And forth he moves, majeſtic and divine: 
Inſtant ts young Telemachus he preſs'd, 

And thus benevolent his ſpeech addrefs*d: 420 

Say, royal youth, ſincere of ſoul, report 

What cauſe hath led you to the Spartau court ? 
Do public or domeltic cares conſtrain 

This toilfome voyage o'er the ſurgy main? 

O highly-favourcd delegate of Jove ! 425 
(Replies the prince) inflam'd with filial love, 
Ant anxious hope, to hear my parent's doom, 

A {uppliant to your royal court 1 come. 
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| Our ſovereign ſeat a lewd uſurping race 

With lawleſs riot and miſrule diſgrace; 449 
To pamper'd infolence devoted fall 

Prime of the flock, and choiceſt of rhe ſtall : 
For wild ambition wings their bold deſire, 

And all to mount th' imperial bed aſpire. 

But proſtrate I implore, oh king! relate 435 
The mournful ſeries of my father's fate : 

Each known diſaſter of the man diſcloſe, 

Born by his mother to a world of woes! 

Recite them! nor in erring pity fear 

To wound with ſtoried grief the filial ear: 440 
If e'er Ulyſſes, to reclaim your right, 

Avow'd his zeał in council or in fight, 


If Phrygian camps the friendly tcils atteſt, 


To the ſire's merit give the ſon's requeſt. 

Deep from his inmoſt ſoul Atrides figh'd, 445 
And thus indignant to the prince reply'd : 
Heavens! would a ſoft, inglorious daſtard train 
An abſent hero's nuprial joys profane! 

So with her young, amid the woodland ſhades, 

A timorons hind the lion's court invades, 450 
Leaves in that fatal lair the tender fawns, | 
Climbs the green cliff, or feeds che flowery lawns. 
Mean time return'd, with dire remorſeleſs ſway 
The monarch ſavage rends the trembling prey. 
With equal fury, and with equal fame, 453 
Ulyſſes ſoon ſhall re- aſſert his claim, 
O Jove, fupreme, whom Gods and men revere ! 
And thou* to whom 'tis given to gild the ſphere ! 
With power congenial join'd, propitious aid 


Such to our wifh the warrior ſoon reſtore, 

As when contending on the Lefbian ſhore 

His proweſs Philomelidus confeſs'd, 

And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor blets'd : 
Then ſoon th' invaders of his bed and throne 465 
Their love preſumptuous ſhall with life atone. 
With patient ear, O royal youth! attend 

The ſtoried labours of thy father's. friend: 


"4 Fruitful of deeds, the copious tale is long, 


But truth ſevere ſhall dictate to my tongue: 470 
Learn what heard the ſea-born ſeer relate, 
Whoſe eye can pierce the dark receſs of Fate. 
Long on th* Egyptian coaſt by calms confin'd, 
Heaven ta my fleet refus'd a proſperous win4: 
No vows had we preferr'd, nor victim flain! 475 
For this the Gods each favouring gale reſtrain ; 
Jeakous, to ſee their high beheſts obey'd 3 
Severe, if men th* eternal rights invade. 
High o'er a gulfy ſea, the Pharian iſle _ 
Fronts the deep roar of diſemboguiag Nile: 480 
Her diſtance from the ſhore, the courſe begun 
At dawn, and ending with the ſetting fun, 
A galley meafures : when the ſtiffer gales 
Riſe on the poop, and fully ſtretch the ſails. 
There, anchor'd veſſels ſafe in harbour lie, 485 
Whilft limpid ſprings the failing caſk ſupply. 
And now the twentieth ſun, deſcending lave 


His glowing axle in the weſtern waves; 


Still with expanded ſails we court in vain 
Propitious winds, to waft us o*er the main: 490 
And the pale mariner at once deplores 

His drooping vigour, and exhauſted ſtores, 
When,.lo! a bright cœrulean form appcars, 
The fair Eidothea ! to diſpel my fears; 
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Proteus her ſire divine. With pity preſs'd, 495 

Me ſole the daughter of the deep addreſs d; 

What-time, with hunger pin'd, my abſent mates 

Roam the wild iſle in ſearch of rural cates, 

Bait the barb'd ſteel, and from the fiſhy flood 

Appeaſe th* afflictive fierce deſires of food. 500 
'Whoe'er thou art (the azure Goddeſs cries) 

Thy conduct ill deſerves the praiſe of wiſe: 

Is death thy choice, or miſery thy boaſt, 

That here inglorious on a barrcn coaſt 

Jay brave aſſociates droop, a meagre train Sor 

With famine pale, and aſk thy care in vain? 
Struck with the kind reproach, I ſtraight reply 

Whate'er thy title in thy native iky, 

A Goddeſs:ſure ! for more than mortal grace 

Speaks the deſcendant of ætherlal race: 510 

Deem not, that here of choice my fleet remains; 

Some heavenly power averſe my ſlay conſtrains: 

O, piteous of my fate, vouchſafe to ſhew 

For what's ſequeſter'd from celeſtial view ?) 

What power becalms th' innavigable ſeas? 513 

What guilt provokeshim, and what vows appeaſe ? 
I ceas'd, when affable the Goddeſs cry'd ; 

Obſerve, and in the truths I ſpeak conſide: 

Th' oraculous ſeer ſrequents the Pharian coaſt, 

From whoſe high bed my birth divine I boaſt: 520 

Proteus, a name tremendous o'er the main, 

The delegate of Neptune's watery reign. 

Watch with inſidious care, his known abode; 

There faſt in chains conſtrain the various God: 


Who bound, obedient to ſuperior force, 525 


Unerring will preſcribe your deſtin'd courſe, 

If ſtudious of your realms, you then demand 

Their ſtate, ſince laſt you leſt, your natal land; 

Inſtant the God obſequious will diſcloſe 

Bright tracks of glory, or a cloud of woes. 530 
She ceas'd, and ſuppliant thus I made reply: 


O Goddeſs ! on thy aid my hopes rely; 


Dictate propitious to my duteous ear, 

What arts can captivate the changeful ſeer ? 

For perilous th? ailay, unheard the toil, 535 

T' elude the preſcience of a God by guile. 

Thus to the Goddeſs mild my ſuit 1 end. 

Then ſhe ; Obedient to my rule, attend: 

When through the zone of heaven the mounted 
ſun ; 

Hath journey'd half, and half remains to run; 540 

The ſeer, while zephyrs curl the ſwelling deep, 

Baſks on the breezy ſhore, in grateful flecp, 

His oozy limbs. Emerging from the wave, 

The Phocæ ſwift ſurround his rocky cave, 

Frequent and full; the conſecrated train 545 

Of® her, whoſe azure trident awes the main: 

There wWallowing warm, th' enormous herd ex- 
hales 

An oily ſtream, and taints the noon-tide gales. 

To that receſs, commodious for ſurpriſe, 

When purple light ſhall next ſuffuſe the ſkies,'550 

With me repair; and from thy warrior band 

Three choſen chiefs of dauntlefs ſoul command : 

Let their auxiliar force befriend the toi] : 

For ſtrong the God, and perfected in guile. 

Stretch'd on the ſhelly ſhore, he firſt ſurveys 555 

The flouncing herd aſcending from the ſeas ; 

Their number \.n:m'd, repos'd in fleep profound 

Thy ſcaly charge their guardian God ſurround : , 
* Ampbitrits, 
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So with his battering flocks the careſul ſwain 


| Abides, pavllion'd on the graſſy plain. 560 


of 


With powers united, obſtinately bold 
[Invade him, couch'd amid the ſcaly fold: 
Inſtant he wears, eluſive of the rape, 
The mimic force of every ſavage ſhape : 


Or glides with liquid Japſe a murmuring ſtream, 


Or, wrapt ia flame, he glows at every limb. 566 
Yet (till retentive, with redoubled might, 


Þ Uhrough each vain paſſive form conſtrains his flight. 


But when, his native ſhape reſum'd, he ſtands + 


Patient of conqueſt, and your cauſe demands, 570 


The cauſe that urg'd the bold attempt declare, 
And ſoothe the vanquiſh'd with a victor's prayer. 
The bands relax'd, implore the ſeer to ſay | 


What godhead interdicts the watery way: 


Who ſtraight, propitious, in prophetic ſtrain 575 

Will teach you to repaſs th' unmeaſur d main. 

She ceas'd, and, bounding from the ſhelfy ſhore, 

Round the deſcending nymph the waves reſound- 
ing roar. 

High wrapt in wonder of the future deed, 
With joy impetudus, to the port I ſpeed: 380 
The wants of nature with repaſt ſuffice, 

Till night with grateful ſhade involv'd the ſkies, 
And ſhed anibroſial dews. Faſt by the deep, 
Along the tented ſhore, in balmy ſleep, 

Our cares were loſt. When o'er the eaſtern lawn; 


In ſaffron robes, the daughter of the dawn 586 


Advanc'd her roſy ſteps, before the bay, 

Due ritual honours to the Gods I pay; 

Then ſeek the place the fea-born nymph aſſign'd. 

With three aſſociates of undaunted mind, 5 

Arriv'd, to form along th' appointed ſtrand 

For each a bed, ſhe ſcoops the hilly ſand : 

Then, from her azure car, the finny ſpoils 

Of four vaſt Phocz takes, to veil her wiles: 

Beneath her finny ſpoils, extended prone, 595 

Hard toil! the prophets piercing eye to ſhun 

New ſrom the corſe the ſcaly frauds diffuſe 

Unſavory ſtench of oil, and brackifh ooze; 

But the bright ſea-maid's gentle power implor d, 

With nectar'd drops the ſickening ſenſe reſtor d. 
Thus till the ſun had travell'd half the ſkies, 601 

Ambuſh'd we lie, and wait the bold empriſe : 

When, thronging thick to baſk in open air, ; 

The flocks of Ocean to the ſtrand repair: [605 

Couch'd on the ſunny ſand, the monſters ſleep; 

Then, Proteus, mounting from the hoary deep, 

Surveys his charge, unknowing of deceit 

(In order told, we make the ſum complete}. 

Pleas'd with the falſe review, fecure he lies 


And leaden ſlumbers preſs his drooping eyes. 610 


Ruſhing impetubus forth, we ſtraight prepare 
A furious onſet with the ſound of war, 


And ſhouting ſeize the God: our force t' evade, 


His various arts he ſoon refumes in aid : 

A lion now he cur's a ſurgy mane; 615 

Sudden, our hands a ſpotted pard reſtrain ; | 

Then, arm'd with tuſks, and lightning in his eyes, 

A boar's obſcener ſhape the God belies: 

On ſpiry votumes, there, a dragon rides; [620 

Here, from our ſtrict embrace a ſtream he glides : 
nd laſt, ſublime his ſtately growth he rears, 

A tree, and well-diſſembled foliage wears. 

Vain efforts! with ſuperior power 'compreſs'd,. 


| 


Me with reluctance thus the ſeer acdrchs'd : 
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Say, fon of Atreus, fay what God inſpir'd 625 
This daring fraud, and what the boon deſir'd ? 

I thus; O thou whoſe certain eye ſoreſees 

The fix'd event of Fate's remote decrees ; 

Aſter long woes, and various toil endur'd, 

Still on this deſert iſle my fleet is moor d; 630 
Unfriended of the gales. All-knowing ! ſay, 
What Godhead interdicts the watery way? 

What vows repentant will the power appeaſe, 
To ſpeed a proſperous voyage o'er the ſeas? 

To Jove (with ſtern regard the chief replies) 
And all th' offended ſynod of the ſkies, 636 

uſt hecatombs with due devotion ſlain, 

y guilt abſolv'd, a proſperous voyage gain. 

To the firm ſanction of thy fate attend! 

An exile thou, nor cheering face of friend, 640 
Nor ſight of natal ſhore, nor regal dome | 
Shalt yet enjoy, but flill art doom'd to roam. 
Once more the Nile, who from the ſecret ſource 
Of 1 high ſeat deſcends with ſweepy force, 
Mult view his billows white beneath thy oar, 645 
And altars blaze along his ſanguine ſhore. 

Then will the Gods, with holy pomp ador'd, 

To thy long vows a ſafe return accord. 

He ceas'd : heart-wounded with afflictive pain, 
(Doom'd to repeat the perils of the main, 650 
A ſhelfy tract and long !) O ſeer, I cry, 

To the ſtern ſanction of th' offended ſky 
My prompt obedience bows. But deign to ſay, 
What fate propitious, op what dire diſmay, 
Suſtain thoſe peers, the reliques of our hoſt, 655 
Whom I with Neſtor on the Phrygian coaſt | 
Embracing left? Muſt I the warriors weep, 
Whelm'd in the bottom of the monſtrous deep? 
Or did the kind domeſtic friend deplore 
The breathleſs heroes on their native ſhore? 660 
| Preſs not too far, reply d the God]; but ceaſe 
To know, what known will violate thy peace : 
Too curious of their doom ! with friendly woe 
Thy breaſt will heave, and tears eternal flow. 
Part live ! the reſt, a lamentable train ! 665 
Range the dark bounds of Pluto's dreary reign. 
Two, foremoſt in the roll of Mars renown'd, 
Whoſe arms with conqueſt in thy cauſe were 


4 


crown d, 
Fell by diſaſtrous fate; by tempeſts toſt, 
A third lives wretched on a diſtant coaſt. 670 


By Neptune reſcued from Minerva's hate, 
On Gyrz, ſafe Oilean Ajax ſate, 
His ſhip o'erwheim'd; but frowning on the floods, 
Impious he'roar'd defiance to. the Gods; 
'To his own proweſs all the glory gave, 675 
The power defrauding who vouchſaf d to fave. 
This heard the raging Ruler of the main; 
His ſpear, indignant, for ſuch high diſdain, 
He launch'd ; dividing with his forky mace _ 
Thꝰ' aerial ſummit from the marble baſe ;. 680 
The rock ruſh'd fea-ward with impetuous roar 
ingulf'd, and to th' abyſs the boaiter bore. 

By Juno's guardian aid, the watery vaſt, _ 
Secure of ſtorms, your royal brother paſt : 
Till coaſting nigh the cape, where Malea ſhrouds 
Her ſpiry cliffs amid ſurrounding cloùds; 686 
A whirling guſt tumultuous from the ſhore - | 
Acroſs the deep his labouring veſſel bore. _ 1 
In an ill-fated hour the coaſt he gain d, 
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But, when his hoary honours bow'd to Fate, 
Agyſthus govern'd in paternal ſtate. | 
The ſurges now ſubſide, the tempeſt ends; 


From his tall ſhip the King of Men deſcends : 
There fondly thinks the Gods conclude his toil ! 


Far from his own domain ſalutes the foil: 996 


With rapture oft' the verge of Greece reviews, 
And the dear turf with tears of joy bedews. 
Him thus exulting on the diſtant ſtrand 


To bribe whoſe vigilance, Ægyſthus told 

A mighty ſum of . boy's gold: 

There watch'd this guardian of his guilty fear, 

Till the twelfth moon had wheel'd her pale ca- 
reer; 


With terror wing' d conveys the dread report. 

Of deathful arts expert, his lord employs 

The miniſters of blood in dark ſurprize: 

And twenty youths in radiant mail incas'd, 

Cloſe ambuſh'd nigh the ſpacious hall he plac'd. 
Then bids prepare the hoſpitable treat : 711 
Vain ſhowsof love to veil his felon-hate ! 

To grace the victor's welcome from the wars, 

A train of courſers and triumphal cars N 
Magnificent he leads! the royal gueſt, 715 


| Thoughtleſs of ill, accepts che fraudful feaſt. 
The troop, forth iſſuing from the dark receſs, 


With homicidal rage the king oppreſs ! 


So, whilſt he feeds luxurious in the ſtall, 


The ſovereign of, the herd is doom'd to fall. 720 
The partners of his fame and toils at Troy, 
Around their lord, a mighty ruin! lie: 


| Mix'd with the brave, the baſe invaders bleed; 


gyſthus ſole ſurvives to boaſt the deed. 


And hate, in madneſs of extreme deſpair, 

To view the ſun, or breathe the vital air. 

But when, ſuperior to the rage of woe, 

I ſtood reſtor'd, and tears had ceas'd to flow; 730 
Lenient of grief, the pitying God began— 
Forget the brother, and reſume the man: 

To Fate's ſupreme diſpoſe the dead reſign, 

That care be Fate's, a ſpeedy paſſage thine. 


deplor'd, 
But lives a victim for thy vengeful ſword: 
Unleſs with filial rage Oreſtes glow, 
And ſwift prevent the meditared blow ; 
You timely will return a welcome gueſt, 
With him to ſhare the ſad funereal feaſt, 74 
He ſaid : new thoughts my beating heart em- 
loy, | 
My 3 ſoul receives a gleam of joy. 
Fair hope revives ; and eager I addreſt 
The preſcient Godhead to reveal the reft. 


„The doom decreed of thoſe diſaftrous two 745 
| I've heard with pain, but, oh! the tale purſue; 

| What third brave ſon of Mars the Fates conſtrain 

| To roam the hoavling deſart of the main 


Or, in eternal ſhade if cold he lies, 
Provokenew ſorrow from theſe gratefol eyes. 750 


| - That chief (rejoin'd the God) his race derives 


From Ithaca, and wondrous woes . rvives f 
Laertes“ ſon: girt with circumfluous tides, 


Where late in regal pomp Thyeſtes reign'd ; 690 


He ſtill calamitous conſtraint abides. 


A ſpy diſtinguiſh'd from his airy ſtand, 709 


And now, admoniſh'd by his eye, to court 7056 


He faid ; chill horrors ſhook my ſhivering ſoul, 
Rack'd with convulſive pangs in duſt I roll; 726 


Still lives the wretch who wrought the death 


POPE'S HOMER 


60 


The courſers, for the champain ſports, retain ; 
That gift our barren rocks will render vain; 
Horrid with cliffs our meagre land allows 
Thin herbage for the mountain goat to browze, - 
But neither mead nor plain ſupplies, to feed 825 
The ſprightly courſer, or indulge his ſpeed : 
To ſea-ſurrounding realms the Gods aſſign 
Small tract of fertile lawn, the leaſt to mine. 


| 


im in Calypſe's cave of late I view'd, 755 
— ſtreaming grief his faded cheek: bedew d. 
But vain his prayer, his arts are vain, to move | 
'Th' enamour d Goddeſs, or elude her love: 

His veſſel ſunk, and dear companions loſt, 

He lives reluctant on a r tcoaſt. 7 
But oh, belov'd by Heaven ! reſerv'd to thee 

A bappier lot the ſmiling Fates decree : 

Free from that law, beneath whoſe mortal ſway 
Matter is chang'd, and varying forms decay; 
Elyſium ſhall be thine ; the bliſsful plains 765 
Of utmoſt earth, where Rhadamanthus reigns. 

Joys ever young, unmix'd with pain or fear, J 
Fill the wide circle of th* eternal year: 

Stern winter ſmiles on that auſpicious clime z | 
The fields are florid with unfading prime; #70 
From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 
Mould the round hail, or flake the fleecy ſnow ; | 
But from the breezy deep the bleft inhale 

The fragrant murmurs of the weſtern gale. 

This grace peculiar will the Gods afford 


775 


To thee the ſon of Jove, and beauteous Helen's R 


lorxd. | 

He ceas'd, and, plunging in the vaſt profound, 

Beneath the God the whirling billows bound. 

Then ſpeeding back, involv'd in various thought, 
My friends attending at the ſhore 1 ſought. 780 
Arriv'd, the rage of hunger we control, | 
Till night, with filent ſhade inveſts the pole; 

Then loſe the,cares of life in pleaſing reſt, — 
Soon as the morn reveals the roſeate eaſt, _ 
With ſails we wing the mafts, our anchors weigh, 
Unmoor the fleet, and ruſh into the ſea. - 786 
Rang'd on the banks, beneath our equal oars 
White curl the waves, and the vex'd ocean roags. 
Then, ſteering backward from the Pharian le, 
We gain the ſtream of Jove-deſcending Nile: 790 
There quit the ſhips, and on the deſtin'd ſhore 
With ritual hecatombs the Gods adore: 

Their wrath aton'd, to Agamemnon's name 
A cenotaph I raiſe of deathleſs fame. _ 

Theſe rites to piety and grief diſcharg'd, 

The friendly Gods a ſpringing gale enlarg'd : 
The fleet ſwift tilting o'er the ſurges flew, 
Till Grecian cliffs appear'd, a bliſsful view 

Thy patient, ear hath heard me long relate 
A itory, fruitful of diſaſtrons fate: 800 
And now, young prince, indulge my fond requeſt ; 
Be Sparta honour i with his royal gueſt, 

Till, from his gaſtern goal, the joyous ſun 

His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. 

Mean time my train the ſriendly gifts prepare, 
Three ſprightly courſers and a poliſh'd.car : . 806 
With theſe, a goblet of capacious mould, | 
Figur'd with art to dignify the gold, 

(Form'd for libation to the Gods) ſhall prove 
A pledge and monument of ſacred love. 

My quick return, young Ithacus rejoin'd, 
Damps the warm wiſhes of my raptur'd mind: 
Vid not my fate my needful haſte conſtrain, 
Charm'd by your ſpeech, Io raceful and humane, 
Loſt in delight the circling year would roll, 815 
While deep attention fix'd n:y liſtening ſoul. 
But now to Pyle permit ny deſtin'd way, 
My lov'd affaciates chide my long delay: 


In dear remembrance of your royal grace, 
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Proclaims you from the ſage Ulyſſes ſprung, 
Selected from my ſtores, of matchleſs price 


4 Aſide, ſequeſter'd from the vaſt reſort, 


| New to the plough, unpractis'd-in the trace. 86 


The prince in rural bower they fondly thought, 


Safe from the ſecret rock and adverſe ſtorm, - 


I The ſuitors quit, and all to council came. 


+ His hand the king with tender paſſion preſs d, 
And, ſmiling, thus the royal youth addrefs'd : 83 
'O early worth! a ſoul ſo wiſe, and young, 


An urn ſhall recompence your prudent choice 

Not mean, the maſſy mould of ſilver, gfac'd 835 

By Vulcan's art, the verge with gold enchas'd; 

A pledge the ſcepter'd power of Sidon gave; 

When to his realm I plough'd the orient wave. 
Thus they alternate ; while with artful care 

The menial train the regal feaſt prepare: 340 

The firſtlings of the flock are doom'd to die; 
ich fragrant wines the cheering bowls ſupply ; 

A female band the giſt of Ceres bring; 

And the gilt roofs with genial triumph ring. 

| Mean while, in Ithaca, the ſuitor- powers 

In active game divide their jovial hours: 

In areas vary'd with moſaic art, 

Some whirl the diſk, and ſome the Javelin dart. 


— 


Antinous ſate ſpectator of the ſport; 87 
With great Eurymachus of worth conſeſt, 

And high deſcent, ſuperior to the reſt: 5 
Whom young Nomon lowly thus addreft:  YJ 
| My ſhip <quipp'd withio the neighbouring port, 
The prince, departing from the Pylian court, 855 
Requeſted for his ſpeed ; but, courteous, fay , , 
When ſteers he home, or why this dong delay ? 

For Elis I ſhould fail with utmoſt ſpeed, [feed. 
T' import twelve mares which there luxurious 
And twelve young mules, a ftrong laborious race, 
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Unknowing of the courſe to Pyle deſign'd, 
A ſudden horror ſeiz'd on either mind: 


Numbering his flocks and herds, not far remote. 
Relate, Antinous cries, devoid of guile, | 866 
When ſpread the prince his ſail for diſtant Pyle ? 
Did choſen chiefs acroſs the gulfy main 
Attend his voyage, or domeſtic train? | 
Spontaneous did you ſpeed his ſacred courſe, 870 
Or was the veſſel ſeiz'd by fraud or force? 
With willing duty, not reluctant mind, 
(Noemon cry'd) the veſſel was reſignd. 
Who, in the balance, with the great affairs [875 
Of courts, preſume to weigh their private cares? 
With him, the peerage next in power to you: 
And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, 
Or ſome celeſtial in his reverend form; 


Pilots the courſe : for when the ghmmering ray 
Of yeſter dawn diſelos d the tender day, 
Mentor himſelf i ſaw, and much admir\do—  - 
Then ceas d tbe youth, and from the court retir d. 
Coniounded and appall'd, th' unfinih'd game 
. 885 
Antinous fir{t-th' aſſembled peers addreſt, ¶ breaſt. 


L take the preſent of the promis d vaſe; 


Rage ſparkling in his cyes, and burning in his 
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O ſhame to manhood ! ſhall one daring boy 
The ſcheme of all our happineſs deſtroy? 7 

Fly unperceiv'd, ſeducing half the lower 890 
Of nobles, and invite a foreign power? 

The ponderous engine rais'd to cruſh us all, 
Recoiling, on his head is ſure to fall. , | 
Inſtant prepare me, on the neighbouring ſtrand, 
With twenty choſen mates a veſſel mann'd; 895 
For ambuſhcloſe beneath the Samian ſhore 

His ſhip returning ſhall my ſpies explore : 

He ſoon his raſhneſs ſhall with life atone, 

Seek for his father's fate, but find his own. + 
With vaſt applauſe the ſentence all approve; goo 
Then rife, and to the feaſtful hall remove; 

Swift to the queen the herald Medon ran, 

Who heard the conſult of the dire divan: 

Before her dome the royal matron ſtands, - 

And thus the meſſage of his haſte demands: "gc 5 
What will the ſuitors? muſt my ſervant-train 
Th' allotted labours of the day refrain, 

For them to form ſome exquiſite repaſt ? 4 
Heaven grant this ſeſtival may prove their laſt! 
Or, if they ſtill muſt live, from me remove 910 
The double plague of luxury and love? 
Forbear, ye ſons of Inſolence! forbear, 

In riot to conſume a wretched heir. 

In the young ſoul illuſtrious thought to raiſe, 
Were ye not tutor'd with Ulyſſes' praiſe? 915 
Have not your fathersoft my lord defin'd, 

Gentle of ſpeech, beneficent of mind ? 

Some kings with arbitrary rage devour, 

Or intheir tyrant minions veſt the power : 
Ulyſſes let no partial favours fall, 920 
The people's parent, he protected all: 

But abſent now, perfidious and ingrate ! 

His ſtores ye ravage, and uſurp his ſtate. 

He thus: O were the woes you ſpeak the 
They form a deed more odious and accurſt ; 925 
More dreadful than your boding ſoul divines: 
But pitying Jove avert the dire deſigns! 

The darling object of your royal care 

Is mark'd to periſh in a deathful ſnare; 

Before he anchors in his native port, 930 
From Pyle re- ſailing and the Spartan court; 
Horrid toſpeak | in ambuſh is decreed 

The hope and heir of Ithaca to bleed! Te. 
Sudden ſhe ſunk beneath the weighty woes, 
The vital ſtreams a chilling horror froze: 935 
The big round tear ſtands trembling in her eye, 
And on her tongue imperſect accents die. 

At length, in tender language, interwove 

With ſighs, ſhe thus expreſs d her anxious love: 
Why rafhly would my ſon his fate explore, 940 
Ride the wild waves, and quit the ſafer ſhore ? 
Did he, with all the greatly wretched, crave 

A blank oblivion, and untimely grave ? 

'Tis not, reply'd the ſage, to Medon given 
To know, if ſome inhabitant of Heaven, 945 
In his young breaſt the daring thought iaſpir'd; 
Or if, alone with filial duty ſir'd, 

he winds and wa ves he tempts in early bloom, 
Studious to learn his abſent father's doom. 

The ſage retir d: unable to control 950 
The mighty griefs that ſwell her labouring ſoul, 
Rolling convulſive on the floor, is ſeen 

The piteous object of a preftrate queen. 
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| Words to her dumb complaint a pauſe ſupplies; 


And breath, to waſte in unavailing cries. 955 

Around their ſovereign wept the menial fair, 

To whom ſhe thus addreſs'd her deep deſpair : | 
Behold a-wretch whom all the Gods co 

To woe! Did ever ſorrows equal mine ? 


N Long to my joys my deareſt lord is loſt, 960 


His country's buckler, and the Grecian boaſt . 


Now from my fond embrace, by tempeſts torn, 


Our other column of the ſtare is borne: | 

Nor took a kind adieu, nor ſought conſent ! 
Unkind confederates in his dire intent! 965 
Ill ſuits it with your ſhews of duteous zeal, 

From me the purpos'd voyage to conceal: 
Though at the ſolemn midnight hour he roſe, 
Why did you fear to trouble my repoſe? | 
He either had obey'd my fond deſire, 970 
Or ſeen his mother, pierc'd with grief, expire. 
Bid Dolius quick attend, the faithful flave 
Whom to my nuptial train Icarius gave, 

To tend the fruit-groves : with inceſſant ſpeed 
He ſhall this violence of death decreed 975 
To good Laertes tell, Experienc'd age 

May timely intercept the ruffian-rage, 

Convene the tribes, the murderous plot reveal, 
And to their power to ſave his race appeal. 

Then Euryclea thus: My deareſt dread! 980 

Though to the ſword 1 bow this hoary head, 

Or if a dungeon be the pain decreed, | 

I own me conſcious of 'th' unpleaſing deed : 
Auxiliar to his flight, my aid implor'd, 

With wine and viandsI the veſſel ſtor'd: 985 
A ſolemn oath, impos'd, the ſecret ſeal'd, 

Till the twelfth dawn the light of heaven reveal'd, 
Dreading th' effect of a fond mother's fear, 

He dar'd not violate your royal ear. 9 
But bathe, and, in imperial robes array'd, 990 
Pay due devotions to the || martial Maid, 5 
And reſt affianc'd in her guardian aid. 

Send not to good Laertes, nor engage 

In toils of ſtate the miſeries of age: f 
Tis impious to ſurmiſe, the Powers divine 995 
To ruin doom the Jove-deſcended line: 

Long ſhall the race of juſt Arceſius reign, 

And iſles remote enlarge his old domain. 

The queen her ſpeech with calm attention hears, 
Her eyes reſtrain the filver-ſtreaming tears: 1000 
She bathes, and, rob'd, the ſacred dome aſcends ; 
Her pious ſpeed a female train attends: 

The falted cakes in caniſters are laid, 

And thus the queen invokes Minerva's aid: [100g 
| Daughter divine of Jove, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging holt, and ſhake the dreaded ſhield ! 
If e'er Ulyſſes to thy fane preferr d 

The beſt and choiceſt of his flock and herd; 
Hear, Goddeſs, hear, by thoſe oblations won ; 
And for the pious fire preſerve the fon : 1010 
His wiſh'd return with happy power befriend, 
And on the ſuitors let thy wrath deſcend. 

She ceas'd ; ſhrill extacies of joy declare 
The favouring Goddeſs preſent to the. prayer : 
The ſuitors heard, and deem d the mirthful voice 
A ſignal of her hymenæal choice: 1016 
Whilſt one moſt jovial thus accoſts the board; 

« Too late the queen ſelects a ſecond lord: 


| {| Minerva. 
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4 In evil hour the nuptial rite intends, | | 
«© When o'er her ſon diſaſtrous death impends.” 
Thus he, unſkill'd of what the Fates provide! 1021 
But with ſevere rebuke Antinous cry'd : - 


Theſe empty vaunts will make the voyage vain: 

Alarm not with diſcourſe the menial train : 

The great event with ſilent hope attend; T0 
Our deeds alone our counſel muſt commend. 
His ſpeech thus ended ſhort, he frowning roſe, 
And twenty chiefs renown'd for valour choſe : 
Down to the ſtrand he ſpeeds with haughty ſtrides, 
Where anchor'd in the bay the veſſel rides, 1030 
Replete with male and military ſtore, 

In all her tackle trim to quit the ſhore. 

The deſperate crew aſcend, unfurl the ſails 

[ne ſea- ward prow invites the tardy gales); 
Then take repaſt, till Heſperus diſplay d 1035 
His golden circlet in the weſtern ſhade. 

Mean time the queen, without reflection due, 
Heart-wounded, to the bed of ſtate withdrew ; 
In her ſad breaſt the prince's fortunes roll, 

And hope and doubt alternate ſeize her ſoul. 1040 
So when the woodman's toil her cave ſurrounds, 
And with the hunter's cry the grove reſounds; 
With grief and rage the mother-lion ſtung, 
Fearleſs herſelf, yet trembles for her young. [ To045 

While. penſive in the ſilent ſlumberous ſhade, 
Sleep's gentle powers her drooping eyes invade; 
Minerva, life-like, on embodied air 

mpreſs'd the form of Iphthima the fair 

- (lcarius' daughter ſhe, whoſe blooming charms 
Allur'd Eumelus to her virgin- arms; 150 

A ſcepter'd lord, who o'er the fruitful plain 

Of Theſſaly, wide-ſtretch'd his ample reign) : 

As Pallas will'd, along the ſable ſkies, 

To calm the queen, the phantom-liſt - f ies. 

Swift on the regal dome deſcendin ; right, 

The bolted valves are pervious to her flight. 

Cloſe to her head the pleaſing viſion ſtands, 

And thus performs Minerva's high commands. 

O, why, Penelope, this cauſeleſs fear, 

To render fleep's ſoft bleſſing unfincere? 1060 

Alike devote to ſorrow's dire xtreme 

The day-refle&ion, and ths :: idnight dream 

Thy ſon the Gods propitious «ill reſtore, 

And bid thee ceaſe his abſe.:ce to deplore. 


1055 


| BOOK V. 
| THE ARGUMENT. 
| The Departure of Ulyſſu from Ca'ypſe 
Pallas in a councit of the” Gads omplains of the detention of Ulyſſes in the iſland of Calypſo ; whereupon Mercury 


The ſcat of Calypſa deſcribed. Sbe conſents with much difficulty ; and 
Ulyſſes builds a veſſel 2vit> bis own bands, in which he embarks. Neptune overtakes bim with a terrible tem- 


Polt, in which he is ſhip wricked, and in th: laſt danger of death : till Leucotbea, a Sea Goddeſs, aſſiſts bim, and 


is ſent to command his removal. 


after innumerable perils, he gets aſbore on Pheacia. 
ur ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, 

Nou role refulyent ſrom Fithonus' bed; 

With newborn day to gladden mortal fight, 


li ht, 


— 


Then met th' eternal ſynod of the ſky, 

Before the God who thunders from on bigh, 

Supreme in might, ſublime ip majeſty, —_ 
And gild the courts of Heaven with ſaered Pallas, to theſe, deplores th' unequal fate: 


Of wiſe Uiyſles, and his toils relates: 
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To whom the queen (whilſt yet her penſtv - 
mind l | 1065 

Was in the ſilent gates of ſleep conſinꝰd) 

O ſiſter, to my ſoul for ever dear, | 

Why this firſt viſit to reprove my fear-? 

How in a realm ſo diſtant ſhould you know ro 70 

From what deep ſource my deathleſs ſorrows flow 

To all my hope my royal lord is loſt, ' 

His country's buckler, and the Grecian boaſt: 

And, with conſummate woe to weigh me dowa, 

The heir of all his honours and his crown, 

My darling ſon is fled ! an eaſy prey 1075 

To the fierce ſtorms, or men more fierce than 

they L 

Who, in a league of blood aſſociates ſworn, 

Will intercept th* unwary youth's return. 

Courage reſume, the ſhadowy form reply'd, 

In the protecting care of heaven confide: 108a 
On him attends the blue-ey'd martial Maid; 
What earthly can implore a ſurer aid? x 

Me now the guardian Goddeſs deigns to ſend, 

To bid thee patient his return attend. 

The queen replies: If in the bleſt abodes 1085 
A Goddeſs, thou haſt commerce with the Gods; 
Say, breathes my lord the bliſsful realm of light, 
Or lies he wrapt in ever-during night ? 

Enquire not of his doom, the phantom cries, 

{ ſpeak not all the counſel of the ſkies : 1090 
Nor muſt indulge with vain diſcourſe, or long, 
The windy ſatisfaction of the tongue. 

Swift through the valves the viſionary fair 
Repaſs'd, and viewleſs mix'd with common air. 
The queen awakes, deliver'd of her woes: 1095 
With florid joy her heart dilating glows : 

The viſion, manifeſt of future fate, | 
Makes her with hope her ſon's arrival wait. 

Mean time the ſuitors plough the watery plain, 
Telemachus in thought already flain ! 1100 
When ſight of leſſening Ithaca was loſt, | 
Their ſail directed for the Samian coaſt, 
A ſmall but verdant iſle appear'd in view, 
And Aſteris th* advancing pilot knew: | 
An ample port the rocks projected form, 10g 
To break the rolling waves, and ruffling ſtorm : 
That ſafe receſs they gain with happy ſpeed, 
And in cloſe ambuſh wait the murderous deed. 
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Her Here's danger touch'd the pitying Power, 10 
The nymph's ſeducements, and the magic bower. 
Thus he 
And you who fill the bliſstul ſeats above 
Let kings no more with gentle mercy ſway, 
Or hleſs a people 
But. cruſh the nations with an iron rod. 
And every monarch be the ſcourge of God ; 
If from your thoughts Ulyſſes you remove, 
Who ral'd bis ſubjects with a father's love. 
Sole in an ifle, encircled by the.main, 20 
Abandon'd, baniſh'd from his native reign, 
Unbleſt he ſighs, detain'd by lawleſs charms, 
And preſs'd unwilling in Calypſo's arms. 
Nor friends are there, nor veſſels to convey, 
Nor oars to cut th' immeaſurable way. 25 
And now fierce traitors, ſtudious to deſtroy 
His only ſon, their ambuſh'd fraud employ; 
Who, pious, following his great father's fame, 
To ſacred Pylos and to Sparta came. 
What words are theſe, (reply'd the Power who 
rm 30 
The clouds of night, and darkens Heaven with 
I not already in thy ſoul decreed, l ſtorms) 
The chief's return ſhall make the guilty bleed ? 
What cannot wiſdom do? Thou may'ſt reſtore 
The ſon in ſafety to his native ſhore: 
While the fell ſoes, who late in ambuſh lay, 
With fraud defeated, meaſure back their way. 
Then thus to Hermes the command was given: 
Hermes, thou choſen meſſenger of heaven ! 
Go, to the nymph be theſe our orders borne: 40 
"Tis: Jove's decree, Ulyſſes ſhall return: 
The patient man ſhall view his old abodes, 
Nor help'd by mortal hand, nor guiding Gods: 
In twice ten days ſball fertile Sheria find, 
Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 45 
The bold Phæacians there, whoſe haughty line 
Is mix d with Gods, half human, half divine, 
The chief ſhall honour as ſome heavenly gueſt, 
And ſwiſt trauſport him to his place of ret. 
His veſſels loaded with a plenteous ſtore 50 
Of braſs, of veſtures, and reſplendent ore 
(A richer prize than if his joyful iſle 
Receiv'd him charg'd with Ilion's noble ſpoil). 
«His friends, his country, he ſhall ſee, though late; 
Such is our ſovereign will, and ſuch is fate. 55 
He ſpoke. The God who mounts the winged 
winds | : 
Faſt to his feet the golden pinions binds, 
That bigh through fields of air his flight ſuſtain 
Oer the wide earth, and o'er the boundleſs main. 
He graſps the wand that cauſes fleep to iy, 60 
Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wakeful eye: 
Then ſhoots from heaven to high Pieria's ſteep, 
And ſtoops incumbent on the rolling deep. 
So watery fowl, that ſeek their ſiſhy food, 
With wings expanded o'er the foaming flood, 65 
Now failing ſmooth the level ſurface ſweep, 
Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 
Thus o'er the world of waters Hermes flew, 
Till now the diſtant iſland roſe in vier: 
Then, ſwift aſcending from the azure wave, 70 
-He took the path that winded to the cave. 
Large was the grot, in which the nymph he 
found _. | | ſcrown'd) ; 
{The fair-hair'd nymph with every beauty 


began her plaint ; Immortal Jove! ; 


: 


| 


| 


| 
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She ſate, and ſung : the rocks reſaund her lays ; 
The cave was brighten'd with a riſing blaze: 55 
Cedar and frankincenſe, an odorous pile, 


Flam'd on the hearth, and wide perfum' d the iſle; 
{| While ſhe with work and ſo | 
willing to obey, + 15 


the time divides, 
And through the loom the golden ſhuttle guides, 
Without the grot a various ſylvan ſcene 80 


1 Appear'd around, and groves of living green J 


Poplars and alders ever quivering play'd, 

And. nodding cypreſs form'd a fragrant ſhade; 
On whoſe high branches, waving with the ſtorm, 
The birds of broadeſt wing their manſion form, 8; 
The chough, the ſea-mew, the loquacious crow, 
And ſcream aloft, and ſkim the deeps below. 


| Depending vines the ſhelving caverns ſcreen, 


With purple cluſters bluſhing through the green. 
Four limpid fountains from the cleſts diſtil; go 


And every fountain pours 3 ſeveral rill, 


In mazy windiugs wandering down the hill : 
Where bloomy meads with vivid greens were 
crown'd, | 
And glowing violets threw odours round, 
ſcene, where if a God ſhould caſt his ſight, 95 
A God might gaze, and wander with delight! 
Joy touch'd the meſſenger of heaven: he ſtay d 
Entranc'd, and all the bliſsful haunt ſurvey'd, 


Him, entering in the cave, Calypſo knew; 


Stand ſtill confeſt, though diſtant far they lie 
To 'habitants of earth, or ſea, or ſky, 
But fad Ulyſſes, by himſelf apart, 
Pour'd the big ſorrows of his ſwelling heart; 
All on the logely ſhore he ſate to weep, 105 
And roll'd his eyes around the reſtleſs deep; 
Tow'rd his lov'd coaſt he roll'd his eyes in vain, 
Till, dimm'd with riſing grief, they ſtream'd 
again. 

Now graceful ſeated on her ſhining throne, 
To Hermes thus the nymph divine begun: 110 
God of the golden wand! on what beheſt 
Arriv'ſt thoa here, an unexpected gueſt ? » 
Lov'd as thou art, thy free injunctions lay; 
"Tis mine with joy and duty to.obey. 
Till now a ſtranger, ina happy hour 115 
Approach, and taſte the dainties of my bower. 

Thus having ſpoke, the nymph the table ſpread 
(Ambroſial cates, with nectar roſy-red) ; 
Hermes E hoſpitable rite partook, 
Divine rłfection ! then, recruited, ſpoke : 120 
| What mov'd this journey from my native fc, 
A Goddets aſks, nor can a God deny: 
Hear then the truth. By mighty Jove's command, 
Unwilling have [I trod this pleaſing land; 
For who, ſelf-mov'd, with weary wings would 


4 ſweep 125 


Such length of ocean and unmeaſur'd deep: 

A world of waters! far from all the ways 
Where men frequent, or ſacred altars blaze ? 

But to Jove's will ſubmiſſion we muſt pay; 

What * great to dare to diſobey? 130 
A man, he lays, a man reſides with ther, 

Of all his kind moſt worn with miſery ; 


loy'd | 
Their force in llion, in the tenth deſtroy'd) 
At length embarking in a luckleſs hour 135 


With conqueſt proud, incens'd Miner va's power: 


25 | 


For Powers celeſtial to each other's view 100 


The Greeks (whoſe arms for nine long years em- 
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Hence on the guilty race her vengeance hurl'd, There ſate all deſolate, and ſigh'd alone, x 
With ſtorms purſu'd them through the liquid With echoing ſorrows made the mountains groan, 


world. And roll'd his eyes o'er all the reſtleſs main, 

There all his veſſels ſunk beneath the wave Jill, dimm'd with riſing grief, they ſtream'd a- 
Thereall his dear companions found their grave! 140 gain. : | 
day d from the jaws of death by Heaven's decree, Here, on his muſing mood the Goddeſs preſt, 20 
The tempeſt drove him to theſe ſhores and thee. | Approaching ſoft ; and thus the chief addreſt ; 
Him Jove now orders to his native lands - [ Unhappy man! to waſting foes a prey, 
$traight to difmiſs; ſo deſtiny commands ? No more in ſorrows languiſh life away: 
lopatient Fate his near return attends, 145 Free as the winds I give thee now to rove— 
Ard calls him to his country and his friends. | Go, fell the timber of yon lofty grove, 210 

Ex'n to her inmoſt ſoul the Goddeſs ſhoox; And form a raft, and build the riſing ſhip, F 
Then thus her anguiſh and her paſſion broke: ] Sublime to bear thee o'er the gloomy deep. | 
Uogracious Gods! with ſpite and covy curſt! To ſtore the veſſel let the care be mine, A 
fe your own æthereal race che worſt! 150 With water from the rock, and roſy wine, 4 
Ye envy mortal and immortal joy, . And life-ſuſtaining bread, and fair array, 215 1 
And love, the only ſweet of life, deſtroy. And proſperous gales to waft thee on the way. | 
Did ever Goddeſs by her charms engage Theſe, if the Gods with my deſires comply, 1 
A favour'd mortal, and not feel your rage? (The Gods, alas! more mighty far than I, = 
do when Aurora ſought Orion's love, 155 | And better ſkill'd in dark events to come) | | 
Her joys diſturb'd your bliſsful, hours abave, In peace ſhall land thee at thy native home. 220 1 
Til, in Ortygia, Dian's winged dart FEE With ſighs, Ulyſſes heard the words ſhe ſpoke, $ 
Had pierc'd the hapleſs hunter to the heart, Then thus his melancholy ſilence broke ; pe 1 
$ when the covert of the thrice-ear'd field Some other motive, Goddeſs! ſways thy mind,. = | 
$w ſtately Ceres to her paſſion yield, 1560 (Some cloſe deſign, or turn of womankind) * | f 
Scarce could laſion taſte her heavenly charms, Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 225 1 
But Jove's ſwift lightning ſcorch'd him in ber On a flight raft to paſs the ſwelling ſea, ; 1 

rms; a Huge, horrid, vaſt! where ſcarce in ſafety ſails 

And is it now my turn, ye mighty Powers | Phe beſt-built ſhip, though Jove irſpire the gales. 
Am! the envy of your bliſsſul bowers ? | The bold propoſal how ſhall I fulfil, 
A man, an outcaſt to the ſtorm and wave, 165 [Dark as [| am, unconſcious of thy will? 9 
It was my crime to pity, and to ſave; Swear then thou mean'ſt not what my ſoul fore- 
When he who thunders rent his bark in twain, bdbodes; 
And ſunk his brave companions in the main. Swear by the ſolemn oath that binds the Gods. 
Alone, abar don'd, in mid ocean toſt, Him, while he ſpoke, with ſmiles Calypſo ey'd, 
Theſport of wiads, and driven from every coaſt, 170. And gently graſp'd his hand, and thus reply ?: 
Hither this man of miſeries I led, | a | This ſhows thee, friend, by old experience taught, 
Receiv'd the friendleſs, and the hungry fed; [And learn'd in all the wiles of human thought, 
Nay promis'd (vainly promis'd) to beſtow | How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wile 2 - 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. But hear, O earth! and hear, ye ſacred ſkies! 
'[is paſt—and Jove decrees he ſhall remove; 175 And thou, O Styx! whoſe formidable floods 


Gods as we are, we are but ſlaves to Jove. Glide through the ſhades, and bind th' atteſting 

Go then he way (he muſt, if He ordain, Gods! - | hen * - 
Try all thoſe dangers, al! thoſe deeps, again) : No form'd deſign, no meditated end, (2 OI 
But never, never ſhall Calypſo ſend : | Lurks in the counſel of thy faithful friend; 

Io toils like theſe, her hufband and her friend, 180 Kind the perſuaſion; and fincere my aim; 

What ſhips have 1, what ſailors to convey, The ſame my practice, were my fate the ſame. 

What oars to cut the long laborious way? Heaven has not curſt me with a heart of ſteel, 245 
Vet, I'll direct the ſafeſt means to go: 1 | But given the ſenſe, to pity and to feel. 


* 


That laſt advice is all 1 can beſtow. Thus having ſaid, the Goddeſs march'd before: 
To her, the Power who bears the charming , He trod her footſteps in the ſandy ſhore. 


rod: , 185 At the cool cave arriv'd, they took their ſtate; 
Diſmiſs the man, nor irritate the God: 0 He fill'd the throne where Mercury had ſate. 250 
Prevent the rage of hith wha ee . him the nymph a rich repaſt ordains, 
For what ſo dreadful as the wrath of Jove? || Such as the mortal life of man ſuſtains; 
Tous having ſaid, he cut the cleaving T&y, N Before herſelf were plac'd the cates divine, | 
And in a moment vaniſh'd from her eye. 199 Ambro ial banquet, and celeſtial wine. | | % 
The nymph, obedient to divine command, Their hunger ſatiate, and their thirſt repreſt, 255 | 
To ſeek Ulyſſes, pac'd along the ſand. | | Jhus ſpoke Calypſo to her godlike gueſt: . 
Him penſive dn the lonely beach ſhe found, Ulyſſes! (with a ſigh ſhe thus began) | 
With ſtreaming eyts in briny torrents drown'd, O ſprung from Gods! in wiſdom more . man; 
And inly pining for his native ſhore: 1935 Ts then thy home the paſſion of thy heart! 1 
For now the ſoft enchantreſs pleas d no more: Thus wilt thon leave me, are we thus to part? 250 
For now, reluctant, and conſtrain'd by charms, Farewell! and ever joyful may'ſt thou be, | | 
Abſent he lay in her defiring arms, | Nor break the tranſport with one thought of me. 
In lumber wore the heavy night away, But ah, Ulyſſes! wert thou given to know 
. On rocks and ſhores ccnſum'd the tedious day; 200 | What Fate yet dooms 5 yet, to undergo; 
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as \ 


Thy heart might fettle in this ſcene of eaſe, 265 
And ev'n theſe flighted charms might learn to 
* pleaſe. | | | 
A willing Goddefs and immortal life 
. baniſh from thy mind an abſent wife. 
L inferior to a mortal dame? | - 
Leſs ſoft my feature, leſs auguſt my frame? 270 
Or ſhall the daughters of mankind compare 
Their earth-born beauties with the heavenly fair? 
Alas! for this (the prudent man replies) 
Againſt Ulyſſes ſhall thy anger riſe ? 
Lov'd and ador'd, oh Goddefs ! as thou art, 
Forgive the weakneſs of a human heart. 
Though well I fee thy graces far above 
The dear, 2 mortal, object of my love, 
Of youth eternal well the difference know, 
And the ſhort date of fading charms below; 280 
Yet every day, while abſent thus I roam, 
I languiſh to return and die at home, * 
Whate' er the Gods ſhall deſtine me to bear 
In the black ocean, or the watery war, 
_ *Tis-mine to maſter with a conſtant mind; 285 
Enur d to perils, to the worſt reſign d. | 
By ſeas, by wars, fo many dangers run, 
Still I can ſuffer : their high will be done! 
Thus while he ſpoke, the beamy ſun deſcends, 
And riſing night her friendly ſhade extends. 290 
To the cloſe grot the lonely pair remove, 
And ſlept delighted with the giſts of love. 
When roſy morning call'd them from their reſt, 
Vlyſſes rob'd him in the cloak and veſt. 
The nymph's fair head a veil tranſparent grac'd, 295 
Her ſwelling loins a radiant zone embrac'd 
With flowers of gold: an under robe, unbound, 
In ſnowy waves flow'd glittering on the ground. 
Forth iſſuing thus, ſhe gave him firſt to wield 
A weighty axe with trueſt temper ſteel'd, 300 
And double edg'd; the handle ſmooth aud plain, 
Wrought of the clouded olive's eaſy grain; 
And next, a wedge to drive with ſweepy ſway : 
Then to the neighbouring foreſt led the way. 
On the long iſland's utmoſt verge there ſtood 305 
Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, 
Whoſe leafleſs ſummits to the ſkies aſpire, 
Scorch's by the ſun, or ſcar'd by heavenly fire 
(Already dry'd). Theſe poiuting out to view, 
The nymph juſt ſhow'd him, and with tears with- 
drew. 310 
Now toils the hero; trees on trees o'crthrown 
Fall crackling round him, and the foreſt groan : 
Sudden, full twenty on the plain are ſtrow'd, 
And lopp'd, and lighten'd of their branchy load. 
At equal angles theſe diſpos's to join, 315 
He ſmooth'd and ſquar'd them, by the rule and line. 
(The wimbles or the work Calypſo found) 
With thoſe he pierc'd them, and with clinchers 
bound. _ f 
Long and capaci 


275 


ous as a ſhipwright forms 


So large he built the raft : then ribb'd it trong 
From ſpace to ſpace, and nail'd the planks along ; 
Theſe form'd the ſides: the decBhe faſhion'd laſt; 
Then o'er the veſſel] rais'd the taper maſt, 

With croſſing ſail-yards dancing in the wind; 325 
And to the helm the guiding rudder join'd 
(With yielding oſiers fene'd, to break the force 
Of ſurging waves,and ſteer the ſteady courſe), 
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Some bark*s broad butt om to out- ride the ſtorms, 348 


Thy loom, Calypfo ! for the future fails 
Supply'd the cloth, capacious of the gales. 436 
With ſtays and cordage laſt he rigg'd the ſhip, 
And, roll'd oli levers, launch'd her in the deep, 
Four mA were paſt, and now the work com- 
picte, 
hone the fifth morn : when from her ſacred ſcar 


] The "yg diſmiſs'd him, (odorous garments giv. 
en 


: 335 {Heaven 
And bath'd in fragrant oils that breath'd of 


Then fill'd two goat-ſkins with her hands divine, 
With water one, aud one with ſable wine ; 


Of every kind, proviſions heav'd aboard; 


And the full decks with copious viands ſtor'd. 340 
The Goddeſs, laſt, a gentle breeze ſupplies, 
To curl old ocean, and to warm the ſkies. 
And now, rejoicing in the proſperous gales, 
With beating heart, Ulyſſes ſpreads his ſails; 
Plac'd at the helm he ſate, and mark'd the fkies, 345 
Nor clos' d in ſleep his ever-watchful eyes, 
There view'd the Pleiads, and the Northern Team, 
And great Orion's more refulgent beam, 
To which, around the axle of the ſky 


1 


{ The Bear, revolving, points his golden eye: 330 


Who ſhines exalted on th' ztherial plain, 

Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 

Far on the left thoſe radiant fires to keep 
The nymph directed, as he ſail'd the deep. 

Full ſeventeen nights he cut the foamy way: 355 
The diſtant land appear'd the following daß: 
Then ſwell'd to fight Phæacia's duſky coaſt, 
And woody mountains, half in vapours loſt ; 
That lay before him, indiſtin& and vaſt, 
Like a broad ſhield amid the watery waſte. 360 
But him, thus voyaging the deeps below, 
From far, on Solyme's aerial brow, 
The King of Ocean ſaw, and ſeeing burn'd 
(From Zthiopia's happy climes return'd;) 

The raging monarch ſhook his azure head, 365 


And thus in. ſecret to his ſoul he ſaid: 


Heavens! huw uncertain are the Powers on 
high? ESA 

Is then revers'd the ſentence of the ſky, | 

In one man's favour; while a diſtant gueſt 

I ſhar'd ſecure the Ethiopian feaſt? _ 

Behold how near Pbæacia's land he draws ! 

The land, affix'd by Fate's eternal laws 

oa end his toils, Is then our anger vain ? 

No; if this ſceptre yet commands the main, 

He ſpoke, and high the ſorky trident hurl'd 375 
Rolls clouds on clouds, and ſtirs the watery world, 
At once the face of earth the ſea deforms, 
Swells all the winds, and rouſes all the ſtorms. 
Down ruſh'd the night: eaſt, weſt, together roar; 
And ſouth, and north, roll mountains ta the ſhore; 
Then ſhook the hero, to deſpair reſign'd, 

And queſtion' d thus his yet unconquer'd mind: 
Wretch that | am! what farther fates attend 

This life of toils, and what my deſtin'd end? 

Too well, alas! the Iſland Goddeſs knew, 385 
On the black ſea what perils ſhould enſue. 

New horrors how this deſtin'd head encloſe; 
Unſill'd is yet the meaſure of my woes; 
With what a cloud the brows of heaven are crown'd! 
What raging winds! what roaring waters round! 
"Tis Er. himſelf the ſwelling tempeſts rears; 


| 9985 preſent death, on every fide appear, 


Happy 
preſt, it 
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Happy! thrice happy! who, in battle flain, 
preſt, in Atrides' cauſe, the Trojan plain: | 
Oh! had I dy'd before that well-ſought wall; 395 
Had ſome diſtinguiſb'd day renown'd my fall 
(Such as was that, when ſhowers of javelins fled 
From conquering Troy around Achilles dead); 
All Greece had paid me ſolemn ſunerals then, | 
And ſpread my glory with the ſons of men. 400 
A ſhameful fate now hides my hapleſs head, 
Un-wept, un-noted, and for ever dead! | 

A mighty wave ruſh'd o'er him as he fpoke, 
The raft is cover'd, and the maſt it broke; 
Swept from the deck, and from the rudder torn, 405 
Far on the ſwelling ſurge the chief was borne : 
While by the howling tempeſt rent in twain 
Flew ſail and ſail- yards rattling o'er the main. 
Long preſs'd, he heav'd beneath the weighty wave, 
Clogg'd by the cumbrous veſt Calypſo gave : 410 
At length, emerging from his noftrils wide 
And guſhing mouth, effus'd the briny tide, . 
Ev'n then not mindleſs of his laſt retreat, 
He ſeiz'd the raft, and leapt into his ſeat. 
£troog with the fear of death. The rolling flood 415 
Now here, now there, impell'd the floating wood. 
As when a heap of gather'd thorns is caſt 
Now to, now fro, before th' autumnal blaſt ; 
Together clung, it rolls around the field; 
$0 roll'd the float, and ſo its texture held : 420 
And now the ſouth, and now the north, bear 
And now the eaſt the foamy floods obey, „ 
And now the weſt- wind whirls it o' er the ſea. 
The wandering chief, with toils on toils oppreſt, 
Leucothea ſaw, and pity touch'd her breaſt 425 
(Herſelf a mortal once, of Cadmus' ſtrain, 
But now an azure ſiſter of the main). 
dwilt as a ſea- mew ſpringing from the flood, 
All radiant on the raft the Goddeſs ſtood: 


Then thus addreſs'd him: Thou, whom Heaven 


decrees _ 430 
To Neptune's wrath, ſtern tyrant of the ſeas, 
(Unequal conteſt ! not his rage and power, 
Great as he is, ſuch virtue ſhall devour. 
What I ſuggeſt, thy wiſdom will perform ; 
Forſake thy float, and leave it to the ſtorm; 435 
Strip off thy garments ; Neptune's fury brave 
With naked 83 and plunge into the wave. 
To reach Phæacia all thy nerves extend, 
There Fate decrees thy miſeries ſhall end. 
This heavenly ſcarf beneath thy boſom bind, 440 
And live; give all thy terrors to the wind, 
Soon as thy arms the happy ſhore ſhall gain, 
Return the gift, and caſt it on the main; 
Obſerve my orders, and with heed obey, 
Caſt it far off, and turn thy eyes away. 445 
With that her hand the ſacred veil beſtows, 
Then wm the deeps ſhe div'd from whence ſhe 
roſe ; . 
A moment ſnatch'd the ſhining form away, 
And all was cover'd with the curling ſea. 
Struck with amaze, yet ſtill to doubt inclin'd, 450 
He ſtands ſuſpended, and explores his mind. 
What ſhall | do? Unhappy me! who knows 
But other Gods intend me other woes? 
Whoe'er thou art, I ſhall not blindly join 
Thy pleaded reaſon, but conſult with mine: 455 
For ſcarce in ken appears that diſtant iſle, 
y voice foretels me ſhall conclude my toil, 
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Thus then I judge; while yet the planks ſuſtain - 
The wild waves fury, here I fix'd remain: 
But when their texture to the tempeſts yields, 460 
I launch adventurous on the liquid fields, 
Join to the help of Gods the ſtrength of man, 
And take this method, ſince the beſt I can. 
While thus his thoughts. au anxious council hold, 
The raging God a watery mountain roll'd 465 
Like a black ſheet the whelming billow ſpread 
Burſts o'er the float, and thunder'd on his head. 
Planks, beams, diſparted fly: the ſcatter'd wood 
Rolls diverſe, and in fragments ſtrows the flood. 
So the rude Boreas, o'er the fields new-ſhorn, 470 
Toſſes and drives the ſcatter'd heaps of corn. 
And now a ſingle beam the chief beſtrides ; 
There pois'd a while above the bounding tides, 
His limbs diſcumbers of the clinging veſt, 
And binds the ſacred cincture round his breaſt; 475 
Then prone on ocean in a moment flung, - 
Stretch'd wide his eager arms, and ſhot the ſeas 
All naked now, on heaving billows laid, {along. 
Stern Neptune ey'd him, and contemptuous faid ; 
Go, learn'd in woes, and other woes eſſay! 480 
Go, wander helpleſs on the watery way: 
Thus, thus find out the deſtin'd ſhore, and then 
(If Jove ordains it) mix with happier men. 
Whate'er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raiſe 
Shall laſt remember'd in thy beſt of days. 483 
This ſaid, bis ſea-green ſteeds divide the foam, 
And reach high Egæ and the towery dome. 
Now, ſcarce withdrawn the fierce earth ſhaking 
er, * 
Jove's daughter, Pallas, watch'd the favour ing hour, 
Back to their caves ſhe bade the winds to fly, 490 
And huſh'd the bluſtering brethren of the ſky. 
The drier blaſts alone of Boreas ſway, 7 
And bear him ſoft on broken waves away; | 
With gentle force impelling to that ſhore, "92: hh 
Where Fate has deſtin'd he ſhall toil no more. 495 
And now twe nights, and now two days were paſt, 
Since wide he wander'd on the watery waſte : 
Heav'd on the ſurge with intermitting breath, 
And hourly panting in the arms of death. 
The third fair morn now blaz'd upon the main; 500 
Then glaſſy ſmcoth lay all the liquid plain: 
The winds were huſh'd, the billows ſcarcely curl'd, 
And a dead filence ſtill'd the watery world; 
When lifted on a ridgy wave he ſpies 
The land at diſtance, and with ſharpen'd eyes, 3053 
As pious children joy with vaſt delight = 
When a lov'd fire revives before their fight 
(Who, lingering long has call'd on death in vain, 
Fix'd by ſome dæmon to his bed of pain, 
Till Heaven by miracle his life reſtore) ; 51o 
So joys Ulyſſes at th' appearing ſhore, 
And fces, (and labours onward as he ſces) 
The riſing foreſts and the tufted trees. 1 1 
And now, as near approaching as the ſound | bl 
Of humaa voice the liſtening ear may wound, 518 1-488 
' Amidſt the rocks he hears a hollow roar 
Of murmuring ſurges breaking on the ſhore; 
Nor peaceful port was there, nor winding bay, 
To ſhield the veſſel from the rolling fea, x 
| But cliffs, and ſhaggy ſhores, a dreadful fight,! 520 
All- rough with rocks, with foaming billows white 
Fear ſeiz'd his ſlacken'd limbs and beating heart 
As thus commun'd he with his foul apart: 
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Ah me! when, o'er a length of waters toſt, | Perform'd their office, er his weight upheld 2 
Theſe eyes at laſt behold th' unhop'd for coaſt, 525 | His ſwoln heart heav'd ; his bloated body ſwelb d: 
No port receives me from the angry main, From mouth and noſe the briny torrent ran; ; 
But the loud deeps demand me back again. And loſt in laſſitude lay all the man, 5b 
Above, ſharp rocks forbid acceſs ; around, - | Depriv'd of voice, of motion, and of breath: 
Roar the wild wave; beneath is ſea profound! | The ſoul ſcarce waking in the arms of death, 
No footing ſure afferds the faithleſs ſand, 539 | Soon as warm life its wonted office found, 
. To ſtem too rapid, and too deep to ſtand. The mindful chief Leucothea's ſcarf unbound ; 
If here | enter, my efforts are in vain, Obſervant of her word, he turn'd aſide $90 
Daſh'd on the cliffs, or heav'd into the main; His head, and caft it on the rolling tide, Pallas, apf 
Or round the iſland if my courſe I bend, Behind him far, upon the purple waves the river 
Where the ports open, or the ſhores deſcend, 535| The waters walt it, and the nymph receives. the rive 
Back to the ſeas the rolling ſurge may ſweep, Now parting from the ſtream, Ulyſſes found awake | 
And bury all my hopes beneath the deep. A moſly bank, with pliant ruſhes crown'd! | what mn 
Or ſome enormous whale the God may ſend, The bank he preſs'd, and gently kiſs'd the ground; 
(For many ſuch on Amphitrite attend) Where on the flowery herb as ſoft he lay, HI 
Too well the turns of mortal chance I know, 540 Thus to his ſoul the ſage began to ſay : An 
And hate relentleſs of my heavenly foe. 0 [bore] What will ye next ordain, ye Powers on high ? The Mar 
While thus he thought, a monſtrous wave up-] And yet, ah! yet, what Fates are we to try ? 600 gwilt to | 
The chief, and daſh'd him on the craggy ſhore : Here by the ſtream, if I the night out-wear, In elder ti 
Torn was his ſkin, nor had the ribs been whole, Thus ſpent already, how ſhall nature bear In eaſe pc 
But inſtant Pallas enter'd in his ſoul. 545 | The dews deſcending, and nocturnal air; Till the C 
Cloſe to the eliff with both his hands he clung, Or chilly vapours breathing from the flood A lawleſs 
And ſtuck adherent, and ſuſpended hung; [ſweep | When morning riſes ?—If I take the wood, bog Then gre 
Till the huge ſurge roll'd off: then, backward | Andin thick ſhelter of innumerous boughs Through 
The refluent tides, and plunge him in the deep. Enjoy the comfort gently ſleep allows; The recr, 
As when the Polypus, from forth his cave 550 Though fenc'd from cold, and though my toil be Where ne 
Torn with full force, reluctant beats the wave; paſt, - | There, rc 
His ragged claws are ſtuck with ſtones and ſands ; | What ſavage beaſts may wander in the waſte ; To heave 
So the rough rock had ſhagg'd Ulyſſes hands. | Perhaps I yet may fall a bloody prey 610 Juſt to hi 
And now had periſh'd, whelm'd beneath the main, | To prowling bears, or lions in the way. And ſha 
"Th' unhappy man: ev'n Fate had been in vain : Thus long debating in himſelf he ſtood : b 
But all-ſubduing Pallas lent her power, At length he took the paſſage to the wond, Now in t 
And prudence fav'd him in the needful hour, Whoſe ſhady horrors on a riſing brow | And wiſe 
Beyond the beating ſurge his courſe he bore, Wav'd high, and frown'd upon the ſtream below, To hit 
(A wider circle, but-in ſight of ſhore) There grew two olives, cloſeſt of the grove, The God 
With longing eyes, obſerving, to ſurvey 560 With roots entwin'd, and branches interwove; There as 
Some ſmooth aſcent, or ſafe ſequeſter'd bay. Alike their leaves, but not alike they ſmil'd Aheaver 
Between the parting rocks at length he 'ſpy'd With ſiſter fruits ; one fertile, one was wild. Through 
i A falling ſtream with gentler waters glide; Nor here the ſun's meridian rays had power, 620 Two ny 
1 Where to the ſeas the ſhelving ſhore declin'd, Nor wind ſharp- piercing, nor the ruſhing ſhower; ( 
#1 And form'd a bay impervious to the wind. 565 The verdant arch ſo cloſe its texture kept : Light as 
*$4 To this calm port the glad Ulyſſes pref}, Beneath this covert great Ulyſſes crept. Glides ti 
1.41 And hail'd the river, and its God addreſt: Of gather'd leaves an ample bed he made Afavou; 
144] Whoeꝰ er thou art, before whoſe ſtream unknown | (Thick ſtrown by tempeſt through the bowery from D 
1:41 I bend, a ſuppliant at thy watery throne, ſhade) ; 625 Ob in 
Mn Hear, azure king | nor let me fly in vain 570 Where three at leaſt might winter's cold defy, And flee 
1414 To thee from Neptune and the raging main. Though Boreas rag'd along th' inclement ſky. Thy ſpo 
Heaven hears and pities hapleſs men like me, This ſtore, with joy the the patient hero found, ariſe, p 
Af For ſacred ev'n to Gods is miſery : And, ſunk. amidſt them, heap'd the leaves around. A juſt a 
1; Let then thy waters give the weary reſt, As ſome poor peaſant, fated to reſide -” id gi\ 
1 And fave a ſuppliant, and a man diſtreſt. 575 | Remote from neighbours in a foreſt wide, Haſte, t 
1 He pray'd, and ſtraight the gentle ſtrcam ſubſides, Studious to fave what human wants require, ben t 
wa Detains the ruſhing current of his rides, In embers heap'd, preſerves the ſeeds of fire : Hale ti 
1x Before the wanderer ſmooths the watery way,; | Hid in dry foliage thus Ulyſſes lies, „th 
1 1 | And ſoft receives him from the rolling ſea. Till Pallas pour'd ſoft ſlumbers on his eyes; 635 ſroin, 
14 That moment, fainting as he tonch'd the ſhore, 580! And golden dreams (the gift of ſweet repoſe) Kee! ff 
5 He dropt his ſinewy arms: his knees vo more Lull'd all his cares, and banifh'd all his woes. I 
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5 THE ARGUMENT. 


Pallas, appearing in a dream to Nauſſcaa (the daughter Alcinous ing of Pheacia }, commands ber to deſcend 4 

the river, and waſps the robes of flate, in preparation to her nuptials. Nauſicaa goes with ber bandmaids to 
the river, where, while the garments are ſpread on the bank, they divert themſelves in ſports. Their wvices 
awake Uly/ſer, who, addreſſing bimſelf to the princeſs, is by ber relieved and clothed, and receives directions in 
what manner to apply to the Ling and queen of the iſland. h 


HILE thus the weary wanderer ſunk to reſt, | The ſeat of Gods; the regions mild of peace, 
Andpeaccfulflumberscalm'd hisanxiousbreaſt | Full joy, and calm eternity of eaſe. 30 
The Martial Maid from heaven's aerial height There no rude winds preſume to ſhake the ſkies, 
Swift to Phæacia wing' d her rapid flight. No rains deſcend, no ſnowy vapours riſe; 
In elder times the ſoft Phæacian train 5 | But on immortal thrones the bleſt repoſe : 
In eaſe poſſeſt the wide Hyperian plain; The firmament with living ſplendors glows, 
Till the Cyclopean race in arms aroſe, Hither the Goddeſs wing'd th' aerial way, 85 
A lawleſs nation of Gigantic ſoes: Thro' heaven's eternal gates that blaz'd with day. 
Then great Nauſithous from Hyperia far, } Now from her roſy car Aurora ſhed 
Through ſeas retreating from the ſound of war, 10| The dawn, and all the orient flam'd with red. 
The recreant nation to fair Scheria led, Up roſe the virgin with the morning light, 
be Where never ſcience rear'd her laurel'd head : Obedient to the viſion of the night. {ſtow'd 60 
There, round his tribes a ſtreugth of wall he rais'd: | The queen ſhe ſought: the queen her hours be- 
To heaven the glittering domes and temples blaz'd: | In curious works; the whirling ſpindle glow'd 
10 ſult to his realms, he parted grounds from grounds, | With crimſon threads, while buſy damſels cull 
Aud ſhar'd the lands, and gave the lands their | The ſnowy fleece, or twiſt the purpled wool, 
bounds. — Mean while Phæacia's peers in council ſate; 65 


Now in the ſilent grave the monarch lay, From his high dome the king defcends in ſtate, 
And wiſe Alcinous held the regal ſway. Ihen with a filial awe the royal maid 
5 To his high palace through the fields of air Approach'd him paſſing and ſubmiſſive faid : 


The Goddeſs ſhot; Ulyſſes was her care. 20] Will my dread ſire his ear regardful deign, 
There as the night in ſilence roll'd away, * | And may his child the royal ear obtain? 

Aheaven of charms divine Nauſicaa lay: Say, with thy garments ſhall I bend my way, 
Through the thick gloom the ſhining portals blaze; Where through the vales the mazy waters ſtray ? 


70 


20 Two nymphs the portals guard, cach nymph af A dignity of dreſs adorns the great, 
3 Gees l WY . "_ And Rings draw luſtre from fa robe of ſtate, 
Light as the viewleſs air the Warrior- Maid 25| Five ſons thou haſt; three wait the bridal day, 73 
blides thro' the valves, and hovers round her head; And ſpotleſs robes become the young and gay: 
Alawourite virgin's blooming form ſhe took, So when with praiſe amid the dance they ſhine, 
ery from Dymas ſprung, aud thus the viſion ſpoke : | By theſe my cares adorn'd, that praiſe is mine. 
5 Oh indolent ! to waſte thy hours away! Thus ſhe : but bluſhes ill-reſtrain'd betray 
And ſleep'ſt thou careleſs of the bridal day? 30 Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day: 80 
Thy ſpouſal ornament neglected lies; The conſcious fire the dawning blaſh ſurvey'd, 
: Ariſe, prepare the bridal train, ariſe ! And ſmiling thus beſpoke the blooming maid : 
d. A juſt applauſe the cares of dreſs impart, My child, my darling joy, the car receive; 
630 id give ſoft tranſport to a parent's heart. That, and whate'er our daughter aſks, we give. 
te, to the limpid ſtream direct thy way, 35] Swift at the royal nod th' attending train 8 
ben the gay morn unveils her ſmiling ray: [The car prepare, the mules inceſſant rein. 
Falte to the ſtream ! Companion of thy care, The blooming virgin with diſpatchful cares 
„ Ithy ſteps attend, thy labours ſhare. Tunicks, and ftoles, and rebes imperial, bears. 
635 Urgin, awake ! the marriage hour is nigh, The queen, aſſiduous, to her train aſſigns 
dee from their thrones thy kindred monarchs] The ſumptuous viands, and the flavorous wines, 90 
de royal car at early dawn obtain, [ſigh!] The train prepare a cruiſe of curious mould, 
dorder mules obedient to the reid; A cruiſe of fragrance, form'd of burniſh'd gold; 
we rough the way, and diſtant rolls the wave, | Odour divine! whoſe ſoft refreſhing ſtreams 


fre their fair veſts Phæacian virgins lave. Sleek the ſmooth ſkin, and ſcent the ſnowy limbs. 

bomp ride forth; for pomp becomes the great, 45 Now mounting the gay ſeat, the ſilken reins 95 
Id majeſty derives a grace from ſtate. Shine in her hand: along the ſounding plaing 
Then to the palaces of heaven ſhe ſails, Swift fly the mules : nor rode the nymph alone; 


Kumbent on the wings of waſting gales: I Around, a bevy of bright damſcls ſhone. 
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= Pops HOMER. 


They ſeek the ciſterns where, Phæacian dames 
Waſh their fair garments in the limpid ſtreams; Too 
Where, gathering into depth from falling rills; 
The lucid wave a ſpacious baſon fills. 

The mules unharneſs'd range beſide the main, 

Or crop the verdant herbage of the plain. 

Then emulous the royal robes they lave, 1055 
And plunge the veſtures in the cleanſing wave; | 
(The veſtures cleans'd o'erſpread the ſhelly ſand, 
Their ſnowy Juſtre whitens all the ſtrand :) | 
Then with a ſhort repaſt relieve their toil, 

And o'er their limbs diffuſe ambroſial oil; 110 
And, while the robes imbibe the ſolar ray, 

O'er the green mead the ſporting virgins play 
(Their ſnining veils unbound). Along the ſkies 


Toſt, and retoſt, the ball inceſſant flies. 


They ſport, they feaſt; Nauſicaa lifts her voice, 115 

And, warbling ſweet, makes earth and heaven re- 
As when o'er Erymanth Diana roves, ljoice. 

Or wide Taygetus' reſounding groves; 

A ſylvan train the huntreſs queen ſurrounds, 

Her rattling quiver from her ſhoulder ſounds : 120 

Fierce in the ſport, along the mountain's brow 


They bay the boar, or chaſe the bounding roe : 4 


High o'er the lawn with more majeſtic pace, 
Above the nymphs ſhe treads with ſtately grace; 


With equal grace Nauſicaa trod the plain, | 

And ſhoue tranſcendant o'er the beauteous train. 
Mean time (the care and favourite of the ſkies) 

Wrapt in embowering ſhade, Ulyſſes lies, 130 

His woes forgot! but Pallas now addreſt 

To break the bands of all- compoſing reſt. 

Forth from her ſnowy hand Nauſicaa threw 

The various ball; the ball erroneous flew, 

And ſwam the ſtream: loud ſhrieks the virgin 

train, 135 
And the loud ſhriek redoubles from the main. 


Wak' d by the ſhrilling ſound, Ulyſſes roſe, 


And, to the deaf woods wailing, breath'd his woes : 
Ah me! on what inhoſpitable coaſt, | 
Or what new region, is Ulyſſes toſt ? 140 

Poſſeſt by wild barbarians fierce in arms; ; 

Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms ? 

What ſounds are theſe that. gather from the 

ſhores : [bowers, 

The voice of nymphs that haunt the ſylvan 

The fair-hair'd Dryads of the ſhady wood; 145 

Or azure daughters of the ſilver flood; 

Or human voice? but, iſſuing from the ſhades, 

Why ceaſe I ſtraight to learn what ſound invades ? 
'Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageous 


bends, e 3 
With forceſul ſtrength a branch the hero rends; 150 


Around his loins the verdant cincture ſpreads 


A wreathy foliage and concealing ſhades. 

As when a lion in the midnight hours, 

Beat by rude blaſts, and wet with wintry ſhowers, 
Deſcends terrific from the mountain's brow : 155 
With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow ; 
With conſcious ſtrength elate, he bends his way, 
Majeſtically fierce, to ſeize his prey 


ene ſteer or ſtag): or with keen hunger bold, 
Springs o'er the fence, and diſſipates the fold. 160 


No leſs a terror, from the neighbouring groves 
(Rough fr om the toſſing ſurge ) Ulyſſes moves; 


o 


But bleſt o'er all, the youth with heavenly charms! 
| Who claſps the bright perfection in his arms! 190 
Never, I never view'd till this bleſt hour 


105 on by want, and recent from the forms; * 


| 


The brackiſh ooze his manly face deforms, 
Wice o'er the ſhore with many a piercing cry 165 

o rocks, to caves, the frighted virgins fly : 
All but the nymph : the nymph ſtood fix d 
By Pallas arm'd with boldneſs not her own. 
Mean time in dubious thought the king awaits, 
And, ſelf-confidering, as he ſtands, debates; 170 
Diſtant his mournful ſtory to declare, | 
Or proſtrate at her knee addreſs the prayer. 
But fearful to offend, by Wiſdom ſway'd, 
At awful diſtance he accoſts the maid : 

If from the ſkies a Goddeſs, or if earth 175 

Imperial virgin) boaſt thy glorious birth, 
To thee | bend! if in that bright diſguiſe 
Thou viſit earth, a daughter of the ſkies, 
Hail, Dian, hail! the huntreſs of the groves 
So ſhines majeſtic, and ſo ſtately moves, 180 
So breathes an air divine! But if thy race 
Be mortal, and this earth thy natiye place, 
Bleſt is the father from whoſe loins you fprung 
Bleſt is the mother at whoſe breaſt you hung, 
Bleſt are the brethren who thy blood divide, 18; 
To ſuch a miracle of charms ally'd : 
Joyful they ſee applauding princes gaze, 


alone, 


When ſtately in the dance you ſwim th' harmo- 
Diſtivguiſh'd excellence the Goddeſs proves; 125 
Eults Latona, as the virgin moves. 15 


nious maze. 


Such finiſh'd grace! 1 gaze, and I adore! 
Thus ſeems the palm with ſtately honours crown d 
By Pheœbus' altars; thus o'erlooks the ground; 
The pride of Delas. (By the Delian coaſt, 195 
I voyag'd, leader of a warrior- holt, 
But ah, how chang'd! from thence my ſorrow 
O fatal voyage, ſource of all my woes)! (flows; 
Raptur'd 1 ſtood, and, as this hour amaz d, 
With reverence at the lofty wonder gaz d; 00 
Kaptur'd I ſtand! for earth ne'er knew to bear 
A plant ſo ſtately, or a nymph ſo fair. 
Aw'd from acceſs, I lift my ſuppliant hands; 
For miſery, O queen, before thee ſtands! _ 
Twice ten tempeſtuous nights roll'd, reſign d 205 
To roaring billows, and the warring wind; 
Heaven bade the deep to ſpare! but Heaven, my 
Spares only to inflict ſome mightier woe! oe, 
Inur'd to care, to death in all its forms; 
Outcaſt I rove, familiar with the ſtorms! 219 
Once more I view the face of human-kind; 
Oh, let ſoft pity touch thy generous mind! 
Unconſcious of what air I breathe, I ſtand 
Naked, defenceleſs, on a foreign land. 
Propitious to my wants a veſt ſupply jg 
To guard the wretched from th inclement fe: 
So may the Gods, who heaven and earth control, 
Croven the chaſte wiſhes of thy virtuous ſoul, 
On thy ſoft hours their choiceſt bleſſings ſhed; a 
Bleſt with a huſband be thy bridal bed: 22 
Bleſt be the huſband with a blooming race, 
And l-ſting union crown your bliſsful days. 
The Gods, when they ſupremely bleſs, beſtow | 
Firm union on their favourites below: 
Then envy grieves, with iply-pining hate; 
The good exult, and Heaven is in our ſtate. 
To whom the nymph : O ſtranger, g 
Wiſe is thy ſoul, but man is born to bear: 
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ove weighs affairs of earth, in dubious ſcales, | 

And the good ſuffers, while the bad prevails: 230 

Bear, with a ſoul relign'd, the will of Jove; 

Who breathes; muſt mourn: thy woes are from 

But ſince thou tread'ſt our hoſpitable ſhore, above. 

'Tis mine to bid the wretched grieve no more, 

To clothe the naked, and thy way to guide--- 235 

Know, the Phæacian tribes this land divide; 

From great Alcinous royal loins I ſpring, 

A happy nation, and an happy king. 

Then to her. maids: Why, why, ye coward 
Theſe fears, this flight? Ve fear, and fly in vain. 240 
Dread ye a foe ? diſmiſs that idle dread, =» 

'Tis death with hoſtile ſteps theſe ſhores to tread : 

Safe in the love of Heaven, an ocean flows 

Around our realm, a barrier from the foes ; 

'Tis ours this ſon of {row to relieve, 245 

Cheer the ſad heart, nor let aMliQtion grieve. 

By Jove the ſtranger und the poor are ſent ; 

And what to thoſe we give, to Jove is lent. 

Then food ſupply, and bathe his fainting limbs 

Where waving ſhadesobſcure the mazy ſtreams, 250 

Obedient to the call, the chief they guide 

To the calm current of the ſecret tide : 

Cloſe by the ſtream a royal dreſs they lay, 

A veſt and robe, with rich embroidery gay: 

Then unguents in a vaſe of gold ſupply, 255 

That breath'd a fragrance through the balmy ſky. 
To them the king: No longer I detain 

Your friendly care : retire, ye virgin train! 

Retire, while from my weary'd limbs I lave 

The foul pollution of the briny wave: 260 

Ye Gods! fince this worn frame refection knew, 

What ſcenes have l ſurvey'd of dreadful view! 

But, nymphs; recede ! ſage chaſtity denies 

To raiſe the bluſh, or pain the modeſt eyes. 

The nymphs withdrawn, at once into the tide 265 
Ative he bounds; the flaſhing waves divide : 

Oer all his limbs his hands the wave diffuſe, 

And from his locks compreſs the weedy ooze; 

The balmy oil, a fragrant ſhower, he ſheds; 

Then, dreſt, in pomp magnificently treads, 270 

The Warrior Goddeſs gives his frame to ſhine 

Wich majeſty enlarg'd, and air divine: 

Back from his brow a length of hair unfurls, 

His hyacinthine locks deſcend in wavy curls, 

As by ſome artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 275 

Hs ſcill divine, a breathing ſtatue lives; e 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 

And o'er the filver pours the fuſile gold. X 

vo Pallas his heroic frame improves 

Wich heavenly bloom, and like a God he moves. 280 

A grance breathes around: majeſtic grace 

225 his ſteps: th' aſtoniſh'd virgins gaze. 

on he reclines along the murmuring ſeas, 
aling freſhneſs from the fanning breeze. 

4 he wondering nymph his glorious port ſur- 
d to her damſels with amazement ſaid: [vey'd, 
Not without care divine the ſtranger treads 

8 land of joy: his ſteps ſome Godhead leads: 

k ould Jove deſtroy him, ſure he had been driven 

wn from the realm, the favourite iſle of Heaven. 290 

= a ſad ſpectacle of woe, he trod 

Oh. delart lands, and now he looks a God. 

„Heaven! in my connubial hour decree 


man my ſpouſe, or ſuch a ſpouſe as he ! 


[ 


The maids the viands, and the bowl ſupply d: 

Eager he fed, for keen his hunger rag'd, " 

And with the generous vintage thirſt afſwag'd. 
Now on return her care Nauſicaa bends, 

The robes reſumes, the glittering car aſcends, 308 

Far blooming o'er the Feld : and as ſhe prefs'd 

The ſplendid ſeat, the liſtening chief addreſs d: 
Stranger, ariſe ! the ſun rolls round the day, 

Lo! to the palace I direct the way: 

Where in high ſtate the nobles of the land 305 

Attend my royal fire, a radiant band. 

But hear, though wiſdom in thy ſoul preſides, 

Speaks from thy tongue, and ny action guides; 

Advance zt diſtance while I paſs the plain 

Where o'er the furrows waves the golden grain: 310 


Alone I re- aſcend— With airy mounds 


A ſtrength of wall the guarded city bound: 


The jutting land two ample bays divides: 


Full thro' the narrow mouths deſcend the tides: 

The ſpacious baſons arching rocks encloſe, 315 

A ſure defence from every itorm that blows, 

Cloſe to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins; 

And near, a forum flank'd with marble ſhines, 

Where the bold youth, the numerous fleets to 
ſtore, 

Shape the broad ſail, or ſmooth the taper oar: 320 

For net the bow they bend, nor boaſt the ſkill 

To give the feather'd arrows wings to kill ; 

But the tall maſt above the veſſel rear, 

Or teach the fluttering ſail to float in air. 

They ruſh into the deep with eager joy, 325 

Climb the ſtcep ſurge, and thro" the tempeſt fly; 


A proud, unpoliſh'd race---Fo me belongs 


The care to ſhun the blaſt of flanderous tongues; 

Leſt malice, prone the virtuous to defame,- + - 

Thus with vile cenſure taint my ſpotleſs name : 330 
„ What ſtranger this whom thus Nauſicaa 


69 leads ? tr WI "> " 
Heavens, with what graceful majefty he treads! 
Perhaps a native of ſame diſtant ſhore, 


« The future conſort of ner bridal hour 

Or rather ſome deſcendant of the flies; 335 

„Won by her prayers, th' aerial bridegroom flies. 

Heaven on that hour his choiceft influence ſhed, 

That gave a forcign ſpeuſe to crown her bed! 

« All, all the godlike worthies that adorn 

“This realm, ſhe flies: Phæacia is her ſcorn,” 340 
And juſt the blame: for female innocence 

Not only flies the guilt, but ſhuns th” offence , 

Th' unguarded virgin, as unchaſte, I blame; 

And the leaſt freedom with the ſex is ſhame, 

Till our confenting fires 2 ſpouſe provide, 345 

And public nuptials juſtify.the bride. 4:9 
But would'ſt thou ſoon review thy native plain 

Attend, and ſpeedy thou ſhalt paſs the main: 1 

Nigh where a grove with verdant 

crown'd, 

To Pallas ſacred, ſhades the hol und 

We bend our way: a cee e, aiſtils ” 

A lucid lake, and thence deſcends in rills; 

Around the grove a mead with lively green 

Falls by degrees, and forms a beauteous ſcene : 

Here a rich juice the royal vineyard pours; p 


And there the garden yields a waſte of flowers: * 


N Hence lies the town, as far as to the ear 


0 Floats a ſtrong ſhout along the waves of air. 


But haſte, the viands and the bowl provide: 295 
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There wait embower'd, while I aſeend alone 
To great Alcinous on his royal throne, 
Arriv'd, advance impatient of delay, 
And to the lofty palace bend thy way : 
The lofty palace overlooks the town, 
From every dome by pomp ſuperior known; 
A child may point the way. With earneſt gait 365 
Seek thou the queen along the rooms of ſtate ; 
Her royal hand a wonderous work deſigns, 
Around a circle of bright damſels ſhines, - 
Part twiſt the threads, and part the wood diſpaſe, 
While with the purple orb the ſpindle glows. 370 
High on a throne, amid the Scherian powers, + 
My royal father ſhares the genial hours : gf 
But to the queen thy mournful tale diſcloſe, _ . 
With the prevailing eloquence of woes: 
So ſhalt thou view with joy thy natal ſaore, 375 


360 


Though mountains riſe between, and oceans roar. /. 


She added not, but waving as ſhe wheel'd 
The ſilver ſcourge, it glitter d o'er the field: 


| 
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POPE'S HOMER. | 


With ſkill the virgin guides th' embroiders 
.rein BETS 8 i 
Slow rolls the car befom the attending train, 386 
Now whirling down the heavens, the golden day 
Shot through the weſtern clouds a dewy ray; 
The grove they reach, where from the ſacred ſhade, 


To Pallas thus the penſive hero pray'd: 


wield : 


Th' avenging bold, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield; 


Forſook by thee, in vain I ſought thy aid 


When booming billows clos'd above my head: 


- . {tAttend, unconquer'd Maid! accord my vows, 


Bid the great hear, and pitying heal my woes. 390 
This heard Minerva, but forborę to fly + 

(By Neptune aw'd) apparent from the ſky : 

Stern God! who rang'd with -vengeance. vnre« 

þ 254 ſtrain'd, _ . 

Till great Ulyſſes hail'd his native land. 


BOOK VII. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Court of Alcinous. 


my 


The Princeſs Nauficas rellirns to the city, and Ulyſſes ſoon after follows thither. He is met, by Palla inthe 
form of a young virgin, who guides bim to the palace, and direfs him in what manner to addreſs the gutt 
Arette. She then involves him in'a miſt, which cauſes bim to paſs inviſible, The palace and gardens 
Alcinous deſcribed. Ulyſſes falling at the feet of the queen, the miſt diſperſes, the Phaacians admire, and re- 
ceive him with reſpeA. The queen inquiring by what means he bad the garments he then, wore, be relates ts 


ber and Alcinous bis departure from Calypſo, and his arrival on their dominions. 
The ſame day continues, and the book ends with the night. 8 
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HE patient, heavenly mat thus ſuppliant pray d: j And youthful ſmil'd; but in the low difgdile 


While the flow mules draw on th* imperialmaid: 
Through the proud ſtreets ſhe moves, the public | 


gaze: 
The turning wheel before the palace ſtays. 


With ready love her brothers gathering round, 5 Through many woes and wanderings, lo! I come 
: | To good Alcinous' hoſpitable dome. 


Receiv'd the veſtures, and the mules unbound. 
She ſeeks the bridal bower : a matron there 
The riſing fire ſupplies with buſy care, 


Whofe charms in youth the father's heart inflam'd, 


Lay hid the Goddeſs with the azure eyes. 
Show me, fair daughter, (thus the chief de 
mands) | 
The houſe of him who rules the happy lands. 3 


Far from my native coaſt, | rove alone, 
A wretched ſtranger, and of all unknown! 
The Goddeſs anſwer'd, Father, I obey, 


Now worn with age, Eurymeduſa nam'd : 10 And point the wandering traveller his way: 


The captive dame Phœacian rovers bore, 
Snatch'd from Epirus, her ſweet native ſhore, 
(A grateful prize) and in her bloom beſtow'd. 


On good Alcinous, honour'd as a God: 
Nurſe of Nauſicaa from her infant years, 15 


And tender ſecond to a mother's cares. 

Now from the ſacred thicket where he lay, 
To town Ulyſſes took the winding way. 
Propitious Pallas, to ſecure her care, 


Around him ſpread a veil of thicken'd air; 20] To byild proud navies, and command the main: 
On canvas wings to cut the watery way; 

No bird ſo light, no thought ſo ſwift, as they. 
Thus having ſpoke, th' unknown celeſtial leads 


To ſhun th' encounter of the vulgar crowd, 
Inſulting ſtill, inquiſitive and loud, a 
When near the fam'd Phæacian walls he drew, 
The beanteous city opening to his view, 


His ſtep a virgin met, and ſtood before: 25 


A poliſh'd urn the ſeeming virgin bore, 


| 


1 


Well known to me the palace you inquire, 
For faſt beſide it dwells my honour d ſire; 
But ſilent march, nor greet the common train 
With queſtions needleſs, or inquiry vaid, 

A race of rugged mariners are theſe; 
Unpoliſh'd men, and boiiterouz as their (cas 5 
The native iſlanders alone their care, 

And hateful he who breathes a foreign air. 
Theſe did the ruler of the deep ordain 


The footſtep of the Deity he treads, 
And ſacred moves along the, crowded ſpace, 
Unſeen of all the rude Phæacian race, 


Daughter of Jove! whoſe: arms in thunder 
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ODYSSEY; 


80 pallas order'd, Pallas to their eyes 
The miſt obje ed, and condens'd the ſkies, | 
The chief with wonder ſees th” extended ſtreets, 55 
The ſpreading harbours, and the riſing fleets ; 
He next their princeſs lofty domes admires, 
In ſeparate iſlands crown'd with riſing ſpires; 
And deep intrenchments and high walls of tone, 
That gird the city like a marble zone. 60 
At length the kingly palace- gates he view'd : 
There ſtopp'd the Goddeſs, and her ſpeech re- 
new'd : | : 

My taſk is done; the manſion you inquire 
Appears before you: enter, and admire. 
High thron'd, and feaſting there thou ſhalt behold 
The ſceptred rulers, Fear not, but be hold; 
Adecent boldneſs ever mcets with friends, 
duccerds, avd ev'n a ſtranger recommends, 


Firſt to the queen prefer a ſuppliant's claim, 


Alcinous queen, Arete is her name, 70 

The ſame her parents, and her power the ſame, 

For know, from Ocean's God Nauſithous ſprung, 

And Peribza, beautiful and young | 

(Eurymedon's laſt hope, who rul'd of old | 

The race of giants, impious, proud, and bold; 75 

Periſh's the nation in unrighteous war, 

Periſh'd the prince, and left his only heir), 

Who now, by Neptune's amorous power compreſt. 

Produc'd a monarch that his people bleſt, 

Father and prince of the Phæacian name; 80 

From him Rhexenor and Alcinous came. 

The firſt by Phœbus' burning arrows fir'd, 

New from his nuptials, bapleſs youth ! expir'd. 

No fon ſurviv'd: Arete heir'd his ſtate, 

And her, Alcinous choſe his royal mate, B85 

With honours yet to womenkind unknown, 

This queen he graces, and divides the throne : 

In equal tenderneſs her fons conſpire, IP 

And all the children emulate their fire, DE 

When through the ſtreets ſhe gracious deigns to 
move, 90 

(The public wonder and the public love) 

The tongues of all with tranſport ſound her praiſe 

The eyes of all, as on a Goddels, gaze. 

She feels the triumph of a generous breaſt : 

To heal diviſions, to relieve th' oppreſt ; 95 

lo virtue rich; in bleſſing others, bleſt. 

Co then ſecure, they humble ſuit prefer, 

And owe thy country and thy friends to her. 

With that the Goddeſs deign'd no longer ilay, 
Put o'er the world of waters wing'd her way: 100 
Furſaking Scheria's ever-pleaſing ſhore, 
Tie winds to Marathon the virgin bore, (head, 

ence, where proud Athens rears her towery 
With opening ſtreets and ſhining ſtructures ſpread, 
che paſt, delighted with the well-known ſeats; 105 
And to Erectheus' ſacred dome retreats. 

Mean while Ulyſſes at the palace waits, 

There ſtops, and anxious with his ſoul debates, 8 
Fir d in amaze before the royal gates. \ 
The front appear'd with radiant ſplendors gay, 110 
Bright as the lamp of night, or orb of day, 

The walls were maſſy braſs ; the cornice high 

Blue metals crown'd, in colours of the kk: 
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Two rows of ſtately dogs on either hand, 

In ſculptur'd gold and labour'd ſilver ſtand. 

Theſe Vulcan form'd with art divine, to wait 120 
Immortal guardians at Alcinous' gate; 

Alive each animated frame appears, 

And ſtill to live beyond the power of year. _ 
Fair thrones within from ſpace to ſpace were rais'd; 
Where various carpets with embroidery blaz'd, 125 
The work of matrons : theſe the princeſs preſt, 
Day following day, a long continued feaſt. 
Refulgent pedeſtals the walls furround, _ _ 
Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown'd z 
The poliſh'd ore, reflecting every ray, 139 
Blaz'd on the banquets with a double day. | 
Full fiſty hand naids form the houſehold train 
Some turn the mill, or ſift the golden grain: 

Some ply the loom : their buſy fingers move 

Like poplar leaves when Zephyr fans the grove. 
Not more renown'd the men of Scheria's iſle, 

For ſailing arts and all the naval toil, 

Than works of female ſkill their women's pride, 


The flying ſhuttle through the threads to guide: 


Pallas to theſe her double gifts imparts, 
Inventive genius, and induſtrious arts. 

Cloſe to the gates a ſpacious garden lies, 
From ſtorms defending and inclement ſkies, 
Four acres was the allotted ſpace-of ground, 
Fenc'd with a green encloſure all around, 143 
Tall thriving trees confeſs'd the fruitful mould: 
The reddening apple ripens here to gold. 

Here the blue fig with luſcious juice o'erflows, 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 
The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And verdant olives flouriſh round the year. 
The balmy ſpirit of the weſtern gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail: 
Each dropping pear a following pear ſupplies, 
On apples apples, figs on figs ariſe : T 
The ſame mild ſeaſon gives the blooms to blow, 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow: 

Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear, 
With all th' united labours of the year; 
Some to unlcad the fertile branches run, 160 
Some dry the blackening cluſters in the ſun, 
Others to tread the liquid harveſt join, 
The groaning preſſes foam with floods of wine. 
Here are the vines in early flower deſcry'd, 
Here grapes diſcolour'd on the ſunny ſide, 5 
Aud there in autumn's richeſt purple dy d. 

Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

In beauteous order terminate the ſcene. 

Two plenteous fountains the whole proſpetJ' 

crown'd; * - | 
This through the garden leads its ſtreams around, 
Viſits each plant, and waters all the ground: 
While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 


140 


And thence its current on the town beſtows ; 


To various uſe their various ſtreams they bring, 
The people one, and one ſupplies the king. 175 

Such were the glories which the Gods ordain'd, 
To grace Alcinous, and his happy land. 


{Ev'n from the chief who men and natięns knew, 


Th' unwonted ſcene ſurpriſe end rapture drew; 


Rich plates of gold the folding doors incaſe; 

The pillars ſilver, on a brazen baſe; 11 5 
Silver the lintels deep projecting o'er, | 

And gold, the ringlets that command the door. 


Then haſty enter'd at the lofty door. 


Night now approaching, in the palace ſtand, 


With goblets crown'd, the rulers of the laus ; 
27+ WH 
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In pleaſing thought he ran the proſpe& o'er 180 
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Prepat'd for reſt, and offering to the + God 
Who bears the virtue of the ſleepy rod. 
Unſeen he glided through the joyous crowd, 
With darkneſs circled, and an ambient cloud. 
Direct to great Alcinous' throne he came, 
And proſtrate fell before th' imperial dame. 
"Then ſrom around him dropt the veil of night; 190 
Sudden he ſhincs, and manifeſt to fight, 
The nobles gaze, with awful fear oppreſt; 
Silent they gaze, and eye the godlike gueſt. 
Daughter of great Rhexenor ! (thus began 
Low at her knees the much enduring man) 
To thee, thy conſort, and this royal train, 
To all that ſhare the bleſſings of your reign, 
A ſuppliant bends : Oh, pity human woe ! 
*Tis what the happy to-th' unhappy owe. 
A wretched exile to his country ſend, 
Long worn with griefs, and long without a friend. 
So may the Gods your better days increaſe, 
And all your joys deſcend on all your race, 
So reign for ever on your country's breaſt, 
Your people bleſſing, by your people bleſt! 205 
Then to the genial hearth he bow'd his face, 
And humbled in the aſhes took his place. 
Silence enſued. The eldeſt ſirſt began, 
Echenus ſage, a venerable man! | 
Whoſe well-taught mind the preſent age ſurpaſt, 
And join'd to that th' experience of the laſt, 
Fit words attended on his weighty ſenſe, 
And mild perſuaſion flow'd in eloquence. 
O ſight (he cry'd) diſhoneſt and unjuſt ! 
A gueſt, a ſtranger, ſeated in the duſt! 
To raiſe the lowly ſuppliant from the ground 
Befits a monarch. Lo ! the peers around 
But wait thy word, the gentle guelt to grace, 
And ſeat him fair in ſome diſtinguiſh'd place. 
Let firſt the herald due libation pay 220 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way: 
Then ſet the genial banquet in his view, | 
And give the ſlranger gueſt a ſtranger's due, 
His ſage advice the liſtening king obeys, 
He ſtretch'd his hand the prudent chief to raiſe, 
And from his ſcat Laodamas remov'd 
(The monarch's offspring, and his beſt belov'd) ; 
There next his ſide the godlike hero ſate ; 
With ſtars of ſilver ſhone the bed of ſtate, 
The golden ewer a beauteous handmaid brings, 2 30 
Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſprings, 
Whoſe poliſh'd vaſe with copious ſtreams ſupplies 
A ſilver laver of capacious ſize, 
The table next in regal order ſpread, - 
The glittering caniſters are heap'd with bread ; 2 35 
Viands of various kinds invite the taſte, 
Of choiceſt ſort and favour, rich repaſt! 
'Thus feaſting high, Alcinous gave the ſign, 
And bade the herald pour the roſy wine. 
Let all-around the due libation pay 240 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way. 
He ſaid. Pontonous heard the king's command: 
The circling goblet moves from hand to hand: 
Earth drinks the juice that glads the heart of man 
Alcinous then, with aſpect mild, began; 2 4 5 
Princes and peers, attend; while we impart 
To you, the thoughts of no inhuman heart. 
Now vleas'd and fatiate from the ſocial rite 
Repair ve to the blellings of the night: 
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1855 


195 


215 


200 | 


Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 
And to the giſt of balmy ſleep repairs. 


HOMER. 


But with the riſing day, aſſembled here, 
Let all the elders of the land appear, 
Pious obſerve our hoſpitable laws, 
And Heaven propitiate in the ſtrangers cauſe ; 
Then, join'd in council, proper means explore 
Safe to tranſport him to the wiſh'd-for ſhore 255 
(How diſtant that, imports not us to know, 
Nor weigh the labour bur relieve the woe). 
Mean time, nor harm nor anguiſh let him bear: 
This interval, Heaven truſts him to our care j 
But to his native land our charge reſign'd, 260 [hind, 
Heaven 's his life to come; and all the woes he. 
Then muſt he ſuffer what the Fates ordaſn; 
For Fate has wove the thread of life with pain, 
And twins ev'n from the birth are miſery and 
man 

But if, deſcended from th' Olympian bower, 26; 
Gracious approach us ſome immortal power ; 
If in that form thou com'ſt a gueſt divine: 
Some high event the conſcious Gods deſign, 


230 


As yet, unbid they never grac'd our feaſt, 
The ſolemn ſaerifice call'd down the gueſt; 276 


Then manifeſt of heaven the viſion ſtood, 

And to our eyes familiar was the God. 

Oſt with ſome favour'd traveller they ſtray, 

And ſhine-before him all the deſert way: 

With ſocial intercourſe, and face to face, 275 

The friends and guardians of our pious race. 

So near approach we their celeſtial kind, 

By juſtice, truth, and prohity of mind : 

As our dire neighbours of Cyclopean birth 

Match in fierce wrong the Giant-ſons of earth. 289 

Let no ſuch thought (with modeſt grace re- 

join'd | SE 

The prudent Greek) poſſeſs the royal mind, 

Alas! a mortal, like thyſelf, am I; 

No glorivus native of yon azure ſky : 2 

In form, ah how unlike their heavenly kind! 285 

How more inferior in the gifts of mind! | 

Alas, a mortal! mrft oppreſt of thoſe 

Whom Fate has loaded with a weight of woes: 

By a ſad train of miſeries alone þ 

Diſtinguiſn'd long, and ſecond now to none! 290 

By Heaven's high will compell'd from ſhore to 
ſhore ; ; 

With Heaven's high will prepar'd to ſuffer more. 

What hiſtories of toil could | deelare! 

But {till long-wearied nature wants repair; 

Spent with fatigne, and ſhrunk with piuing faſt, 295 

My craving bowels ſtill require repaſt. 

Howe'er the noble, ſuffering mind, may grieve 

Its load of anguiſh, and diſdain to live; 

Neceſſity demands our daily bread ; 

Hunger is inſolent, aud will be fed. 300 


| But finiſh, oh ye peers* what you propoſe, 


And let the morrow's dawn conclude my woes. 
Pleas'd will I ſuffer all the Gods ordain, | 
To ſee my ſoil, my ſon, my friends, again. 
That view vouchfaf'd, let inſtant death ſurpriſe 305 
With ever-during ſhade theſe happy eyes! 

Th' aſſembled peers with general praiſe ap- 
His pleaded reaſon, and the ſuit he mov'd. [prov'd 


* 


319 
Ulyfles in the regal walls alone 


] Remain'd : beſide him, on a ſplendid throne 


{ NIcreury, 


1 Divine Arcte and Alcinous ſhone. 
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and robes like theſe, ſo recent and ſo fair? 


ODYSSEY, 


The queen, on nearer view, the gueſt ſurvey'd, 

Rob'd in the garments her own hands had made; 

Not without wonder ſeen. Then thus began, 

Her words addreſſing to the godlike man: ; 
Cam'ſt thou not hither, wondrous ſtranger ! ſay, 

om lands remote, and o'er a length of ſea ! 

Tell then whence art thou? whence that princely 

air ? 320 


Hard is the ta{k, on princeſs ! you impoſe : 

(Thus lghing ſpolce the man of many woes) 

The long, the mournful ſeries to relate 

Oſall my ſorrows ſent by Heaven and Fate! 

lit what you aſk, attend. An ifland lies 

3:yond theſe tracts, and under other ſxies, 

Ogygia nam'd, in Ocean's watery arms ; | 

Where dwells Calypſo, dreadful in her charms! | 

Remot2 from Gods or men ſhe holds her reign, 330 

amid the terrors of the rolling main. 

Me, only me, the hand of fortane bore 

Vableſt! to tread that interdicted ſhore : 

Wizn ſove tremendous in tie ſablæ deeps 

launch'd his red lightning at our ſcatter'd ſhips ; 

Then, all my fleet, and all my followers loſt, 

Sole on a plank, on boiling ſurges toſt, 

Heaven drove my wreck th' Ogyoian iſle to 
ſnd, 7 | 

Fall nine days floating to the wave and wind, 

Metby the Geddeſs there with open arms, 340 

She brib'd my ſtay with more than human charms; 

Nay promis'd, vainly promis'd, to beſtow 

mortal life, exempt from age and woe: 

Mt all her blandiſhments ſucceſsleſs prove, 

Tv baniſh from my breaſt my country's love, 345 

[tay reluctant ſeven continued years, Ke 

aud water her ambroſial couch with tears. 

Ih: eighth ſhe voluntary moves to part, 

Orurg'd by Jove, or her own changeſul heart; 

Araſt was form'd, to croſs the ſurging ſea; 3 50 

Herſclf ſupply'd the ſtores and rich array, 

And gave the gales to waft me on the, way. 

in ſeventeen days appear'd your pleaſing coaſt, 

An woody mountains half in vapours loſt. 

ſoy touch'd my ſoul ; my ſoul was joy'd in vain, 355 

ler angry Neptune rous'd the raging main; 

Tie wild winds whiſtle, and the billows roar ; 

lle ſplitting raft the furious tempeſt tore; 5 

and ſtorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 

Won as their rage ſubſides, the teas | brave 

4 th naked force, and ſhoot along the wave, 

10 * this iſle: but there my hopes were 
oſt, | = 

The ſurge impell'd me on a craggy coaſt. 

| choſe the ſaler ſea, and chane'd to find 

Ariver's mouth impervious to the wind, 365 

Ard clear of rocks. J fainted by the flogd; 

Then took the ſhelter of the neighbouring wood. 

Twas right; and, cover'd in the foliage deep, 

pre plung'd my ſenſes in the death of ſleep. 

All richt [ ſlept, oblivious of my pain: 

"_ dwyn'd and Phœbus ſhin'd in voin, 

Nor tit. oblique he flop'd his evening ray, 

id Somnus dry'd the balmy dews away. 
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379 


27 ſema] 2 voices from the ſhor2 I heard: 
nad amidſt them, goddeſs-like, appear'd : 

wed, ſhe pity'd my diſtreſs ; 

in beanty, nor in virtue Jeſs, 


In her! 


e theę 


Who from ſuch youth could hope conſiderate care 


325 


| But fear and reverence did my ſteps detain, 


The wakeful mariners ſhall watch the ſcies, 


Our ſhips with eaſe tranſport thee in a days 


And finiſh'd all the queen's command with haſte : 


. S 
Boox VII. a 219 


In youth and beauty wiſdom is but rare ! 
She gave me life, reliev'd with juſt ſupplies 380 
My wants, and lent theſe robes that ſtrike your 
eyes. | 

This is the truth: and oh, ye Powers on high! 
Forbid that want ſhould ſink me to a lie, 

To this the king: Our daughter but expreſt 
Her cares imperſect to our godlike gueſt. '- 389 
Suppliant to her, ſiuce firſt he choſe to pray, 

Why not herſelf did ſhe conduct the way, i 
And with her handmaids to our court convey? 9. 
Hero and king! (Ulyſſes thus reply'd) 
Nor blame her faultleſs, nor ſuſpect her pride: 390 

She-bade me follow in th? attendant train 


Leſt raſh fuſpicion might alarm thy mind: 
Man's of a jealous and miſtaking kind. 

Far from my ſoul (he cry'd) the Gods efface 395. 
All wrath ill-grounded, and ſuſpicion baſe! 5 
Whate'er is honeſt, ſtranger, I approve ; 
And would to Phabus, Pallas, and to Jove, * 
Such as thou art, thy thought and mine were 

one, i 5 
Nor thou unwilling ta ve call'd my ſon. 
In ſuch alliance could'ſt thou wiſh to join, 
A palace ſtor'd with treaſures ſhould be thine- 
But, if reluctant, who ſhall force thy ſtay 1 + ? 


400 


Jove bids to ſer the ſtranger on his way, 
And ſhips ſhall wait thee with the morning ray. 


J 
> 
) 
Till then, let Number cloſe their careful eyes; 8 


And ſeize the moment when the breezes riſe; 
Then gently waft thee to the pleaſing ſhore, | 
Where thy ſoul reſts, and labour is no more. 
Far as Eubœa though thy country lay, 


410 


Thither of old, earth's giant - ſon to vie. 
On wings of winds with Rhadamanth they flew; 
This land, from whence their morning courſe 
begun, . | 415 
Saw them returning with the ſetting ſun. | 
Your eyes ſhall witneſs and confirm my tale, 
Our youth how dextrous, and how fleet our fail, 
When juſtly tim'd with equal ſweep they row, 
And ocean whitens in long tracts below. 420 
Thus he. No word th' experienc'd man re- 
plies, | 
But this to heaven (and heavenward lifts his eyes) 
O, Jove ! O, father! what the king accords 
Do thou make perfect! ſacred be his words! 
Wide o'er the world Alcinous' glory ſhine ! 
Let fame be his, and ah! my country mine! 
NMean time Arete, for the hour of reſt, 
Ordains the fleecy couch and covering veſt; 
Bids her fair train the purple quilts prepare, 
And the thick carpets ſpread with buſy care. 
With torches blazingi n their hands they paſt, 
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Then gave the ſignal to the willing gueſt: 
He roſe with pleaſure, and retir'd to reſt. | 
There, ſoft-extended, to the murmuring ſound 435 
Of the high porch, Ulyſſes Nleeps profound! 
Within, releas'd from cares Alcinous lies, 

And faſt belide were clos'd Arzte's eycs. 


Titus. 


ODYSSEY, Boer VIII. 


That, | | 


| In diſtat 
BOOK VIII. None w 
BY 5 Bp Or ſwif 
| None it 
1 Or firm 
THE ARGUMENT. | Thus 
Alcinous calls @ council, in which it is reſolved ts tranſport Ulyſſes inio bis country. After which, ſplendid ih to 
entertainments are made, where the celebrated muſician and poet Demodocus plays and ſings to the pucfy, igh o 
Wa a 6 gueſt Hig 
They next proceed to the games ; the race, the wrefiling, diſcus, c. where Ulyſſes cf a prodigious length, And, g. 
ro the admiration of all the ſpectators. They return again to the banquet, and Demodocus ſir gs the loves of Majeſt 
Mar. and Venus. Ulyſſes, after a compliment to the poet, deſii es bim to ſing the intreauction of the Nuw 
wooden bor ſe into Troy ; wwhich ſubject proveking bis tears, Alcinous inquires of his gueſt, bis name, ferentage, Youth 
end fortunes. f . ; "A ; The g3 
; Acrone 
N OW fair Aurora lifts her golden ray, Now all acceſſes to the dome are fill'd; The pr 
a ö And all the ruddy orient flames with day: Eight boors, the choiceſt of the herd, are kilbd: Anclli. 
Alcinous, and the chief, with dawning light, Two beeves, twelve fatlings, from the flock they There 
oſe inſtant from the ſhumbers of the night; bring 3 80 And f. 
Then to the council ſeat they bend their way, 5 To crown the ſeaſt; ſo wills the bounteous king. Euryal 
And fill the ſhining thrones along the bay. The herald now arrives, and guides along 55 When 
Mean while Minerva in her guardian care, The ſacred maſter of celeſtial ſong; Naub« 
Shoots from the ſtarry vault through fields of air; | Dear to the Muſe ! who gave his days to flow Or eq 
In form a herald of the king, ſhe flies With mighty bleſlings, mix'd with mighty woe: With 
From peer to peer, and thus inceſſant cries : 10 With clouds of darkneſs quench'd his viſual ray, And t 
| Nobles and chiefs who rule Phæacia's ſtates, But gave him ſkill to raiſe the lofty lay. 60 Rat 
The king in council your attendance waits: High on a radiant throne ſublime in ſtate, | Start 
A Prince of Grace Divine your aid implorcs, Encircled by huge multitudes, he ſate: Swilt 
_ Ofer unknown ſeas arriv'd from unknown ſhores. | With ſilver ſhone the throne ; his lyre well ſtrung And 
She ſpoke and ſudden with tumultuous ſounds 15 To rapturous ſounds, at hand Pontonous hung: Beſor 
Of thronging multitudes the ſhores rebounds: ] Before his ſeat a poliſh'd table ſhines, >: hi Betw' 
At once the ſeats they fill; and every eye And a full goblet foams wich generous wines: Clyto 
Gaz'd, as before ſome brother of the ſky. His food a herald bore ; and now they fed ; Ard | 
Pallas with grace divine his form improves, And now the rage of craving hunger fled. With 
More high he treads, and more enlarg'd he moyes ; Then, fir'd by all the Muſe, aloud he ſings The « 
She ſheds celeſtial bloom, regard to draw; 21 The mighty deeds of Demi-gods and Kings: 459 Amp! 
| And gives a dignity of mien, toawe _ From that fierce wrath the noble ſong aroſe, Super 
With ſtrength, the future prize of Fame to play, | That made Ulyſſes and Achilles foes ; _ From 
And gather all the honours of the day. How o'er the feaſt they doom the fall of Troy; And 
Then from his glittering throne Alcinous roſe ; | The ſtern debate Atrides hears with joy: And. 
Attend, he cry'd, while we our will diſcloſe. For Heaven foretold the conteſt, when he trod 75 The | 
Your preſent aid this godlike ſtranger craves, The marble threſhold of the Delphic God, | W 
Toſt by rude tempeſt through a war of waves; Curious to learn the counſels of the ſky, - In ac 
Perhaps from realms that view the riſing day, Ere yet he loos'd the rage of war on Troy. 0 
Or nations ſubject to the weſtern ray. 30] Touch: d at the ſong, Ulyſſes ſtraight refign'd 
hen grant, what here all ſons of woe obtain, [Jo ſoft affliction all his manly mind: 80 To ti 
For here affliction never pleads in vain;) Be fore/his eyes the purple veſt he drew, dee 
Be choſen youths prepar d, expert to try Induſtrious to conceal the falling dew : | Invit 
The vaſt profound, and bid the veſſel fly: But when the muſic paus'd he ceas'd to ſhed Wha 
Launch the tall bark, arid order every oar; 35 | The flowing tear, and rais'd his drooping head : His 
Then in our court indulge the genial hour. * ] And, lifting to the Gods a gobiet crown'd, 5 
Inſtant, you ſailors, to this taſk attend; He pour'd a pure libation to the ground. By a 
Swift to the palace, all ye peers aſcend ; | Tranſported with the ſong, the liſtening train Deſt 
Let none to ſtrangers honours due diſclaim ; Again with loud applauſe demand the ftraia : Dire 
Be there Demodocus, the Bard of Fame, 40 | Again Ulyſſes veil'd his penfive head, Mar 
Taught by the Gods to pleaſe, when high he ſings | Again, unmann'd, a ſhower of ſorrow ſhed: 90 U 
The vocal iay. reſponſive to the ſtrings. Conceal'd he wept : the king obſery'd alone Thin 
Thus ſpoke the prince: th' attedning peers obey, | The ſilent tear, and heard the ſecret groan; Swit 
In ſtate they move; Alcinous leads the way: Then to the bard alond: O ceaſe to ſing, ; He! 
Swiſt to Demodocus the herald flies, ; 45 | Dumb be thy voice, and mute th' harmonious V 
At once the ſailors to their charge ariſe : | ſtring ; | His 
They launch the veſſel, and unfurl the ſails, Enough the feaſt has pleas d, enough the power, 95 Fat] 
And ſtretch the ſwelling canvas to the gales; Of heavenly ſong has crown'd the geuial hour Exp 
nen to the palace move: A gathering throng, Inceſſant in the games your ſtrength diſplay; To 
Youth, and whitc age, tumultuous pour along : <7 Conteſt, ye brave, the honours of the day: Th; 
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ODYSSEY, 
That, pleas'd, th* admiring ſtranger may pro- 


. 1 
in diſtant regions the Phæacian fame: 100 
None wield the gauntlet with ſo dire a ſway, 
Or ſwifter in the race devour the wayz _ 
None in the leap ſpring with ſo ſtrong a bound, 

Or firmer, in the wreſtling, preſs the ground. 
Thus ſpoke the king; th' attending peers obey: 
In Rate they move, Alcinous leads the way: 

His golden lyre LDemodocus unſtrung, 
High on a column in the. palace hung: 
And, guided by a herald's guardian cares, 
Majeſtic to the liſts of Fame repairs. 

Now ſwarms the populace; a countleſs throng. 
Youth and hoar age: and man drives man along 
The games begin; ambitious of the prize, 
Acroneus, Thoon, and Eretmus riſe; 

The prize Ocyalus and Prymneus claim, 
Anchiaius and Ponteus, chiefs of Fame: 
There Proreus, Neates, Eratreus appear, 
And fam'd mphis us, Polyneus' heir: 
Euryalus like Mars terrific roſe, | 
When clad in wrath he withers hoſts of foes: 12c 
Naubolides with grace unequall'd ſhone, | 

Or equall'd by Laodamas alone. | 

With tlie came forth Ambaſineus the ſtrong; 
And three brave ſoas, ſcom great Alcincus ſprung. 

Rang'd in a line the ready racers ſtand, 125 
Start from the goal, and vaniſh'd o'er the ſtrand :- 
Swift as n wings of winds upborne they fly, 

And drifts of rifing duſt involve the ſky: 

Before the race, what ſpace the hinds allow 
Between the mule and ox from plough to plough; 
Clytonous ſprunge: he wing'd the rapid way, 

Ard bore th' nnrivalFd honours of the day. 

With fierce embrace the brawny wreſtlers join: 
The conqueſt, great Euryalus is thine. 
Amphialus ſprung forward with a bound, 
Superior in the leap, a length of ground : 
From Elatreus' ſtrong arm the diſcus flies, 
And ſings with unmatch'd force along the ſkies. 
And Laodam whirls high, with dreadful ſway, 
The gloves of death, victorious in the fray. 

While thus the peerage in the games contends, 
In act to ſpeak, Laodamas aſcends: 
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135 


0 friends, he cries, the ſtranger. ſeems well Lo prove the hero.---Slander ſtings the brave. 


ſkill'd 
To try tk' illuſtrious labours of the field: 


deem him brave: then grant the brave man's By far more ponderous, and more huge by far, 
[claim, [Than what Phæacia's ſons diſcharg'd in air. 


Invite che hero to his ſhare of Fame. 
What neryous arms he boaſts! how firm his tread. 


His limbs how turn'd! how broad his ſhoplders 1 through the ſhaded air it ſings; 


ſpread - | 
By age unbroke !---but all-conſuming care [ſpare : 


Deſtroys, perhaps, that. ſtrength that time would | 


Dire is the ocean, dread in all its forms 

Man muſt decay, when man contends with ſtorms. 
Well haſt thou ſpoke (Euryalus replies): 

Thine is the gueſt, invite him thou to riſe. 


Swift at the word advancing from the crowd 155 


He made obeiſance, and thus ſpoke aloud : 
Vouchſafes the reverend ſtranger to diſplay 
His manly worth, and ſhare the glorious day? 

Father, ariſe! for thee thy port proclaims 
'xpert to conquer in the ſolemn games. 

o fame ariſe ! for, what more ſame can yield 
Than the ſwiſt race, or conflict of the field ? 


160 


Tick 


A poſt of honour with the ſons of Fame: a 


140 Invr'd a melancholy part to bear, 


Steal from corroding care one tranſient day, 

Lo glory give the ſpace thou halt to ſtay; 

Short is the time, and, lo! ev'n now the gales 

Call thee aboard, and ſtretch the ſwelling ſails. 

To whem with ſighs Ulyſſes gave reply; 

Ah! why th' ill- ſuiting paſtime muſt 1 try? 

To gloomy care my thoughts alone are free; 

Ill the gay ſports with troubled hearts agree: 

5ad from my natal hour my days have ran, 

A much-afflicted, much-enduring man! 

Who ſuppliant to the king and peers impleres 

A 9 voyage to his native ſhores, 
Wide wanders, Laodam, thy errin tongue 

(he ſports of glory to the — bobs 88 

Retorts Euryalus) : he boaſts no claim 

Among the great, unlike the ſons of Fame. 

\ wandering merchant he frequents the main : 
Some mean fea-farer in purſuit of gain; 1 
ocudious of freight, in naval trade well ſkill'd, 
But dreads th' athletic labours of the field. 

Incens'd Ulyſles with a frown replies. 
0 forward to proclaim thy ſoul unwiſe! 
With partial lands the Gods their giftsdiſpenſe; 185 
Zome greatly think, ſome ſpeak with manly ſenſe; 
Here Heaven an elegance of form denies, ? 
But wiſdom the defect of form fupplies : 
This man with encrgy of thought controls, 

And ſteals with modeſt violence our ſouls, 
de ſpeaks reſery'dly, but he ſpeaks with force, 
Nor can one word be chang'd but for a worſe ; 
In public more than mortal he appears, 
And, as he moves, the gazing crowd reveres. 
While others, beautcous as th' ztherial kind, 1295 
The nobler portion want, a knowing mind. 

In outward ſhow Heaven gives thee to excel, 
But Heaven denies the praiſe of thiaking well. 

Ill bear the brave a rude ungovern'd tongue, 
And, youth, my generous foul reſents the wrong: 
Skill'd in hergic exerciſe, I claim 


170 


195 


Such was my boaſt while vigour crown'd my days, 
Now care ſurrounds me, and my force decays; 
205 
ln ſcenes of death, by tempeſt and by war. 

Yet. thus by woes impair'd, no more l wave 


Then, ſtriding forward with a furious bound, 
He wrench'd a rocky fragment ſrom the ground. 


Fierce from his arm th' enormous load he flings 
= © © * 


Couch'd to the earth, tempeſtuous as it flies. 219 
the crowd gaze upward while it cleaves the 
ſkies, | 
Zeyond all marks, with many a giddy round 
Down ruſhing, it up turns a hill of ground. 
That inſtant. Pallas, burſting from a cloud, 
'7jx'd a diſtinguiſh'd mark, and cry'd aloud : 
Ev'n he whe ſightleſs wants his viſual ray 
May by his touch alone award the day: 
Thy ſignal throw tranſcends the utmoſt bound 
Of every champion by a length of ground. 
Securely bid the ſtrongeſt of the train 
Ariſe to throw : the ſtrongeſt throws in vain. 
She ſpoke; and momentary mounts the ſky ; 
The friendly voice Ulyſſes hears with joy; 


* 
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Then thus aloud, (elate with decent pride) 
Riſe, ye Phæacians, try your force, he cried; 
U with this throw the ſtrongeſt caſter vie, 
Still, further ſtill, I bid the diſcuſs fly,” 
Stand forth, ye champions, who the gauntlet wield, 
Or ye, the ſwifteſt racers of the field! 
Stand forth, ye wreſtlers, who theſe paſtimes grace, 
L wicld:the gauntlet, and I'run the race! 
In ſuch heroic games I yield to none, 
Or yield to brave Laodamas alone; 
Shall-I with brave Laodamas contend ? 
A friend is ſacred, and I ſtyle him friend. 
Ungenerous were the man, and baſe of heart, 
Who takes the kind, and pays th' ungriteful part; 
Chiefly the man in foreign realms confin'd, 
Baſe to his friend, to his own intereſt blind: 
All, all your heroes I this day defy ; 
Give me a man that we our might may try. 
Expert in every art I boaſt the ſkill 8 
To give the feather'd arrows wings to kill; 
Should a whole hoſt at once diſcharge the bow, 
My well-aim'd ſhaſt with death prevents the ſoc ; 
Alone ſuperior ia the field of Troy, e 
Great Philoctetes taught the ſhaft to fly. . 
From all the ſons of carth, unrival'd praiſe 
T juſtly claim; but yield to better days, 
To thoſe ſam'd days when great Alcides roſe, 
And Eurytus, who bade the Gods be foes : 
(Vain Eurytus, whoſe art became his crime, 
Swept ſrom the earth, he periſh'd in his prime; 
Sudden th' irremeable way he trod, e 
Who holdly durſt defy the Bowyer-God). 
In fighting fields as far the fpcar 1 threw, 
As flies an arrow from the well-drawn bow, 
Sole in the race the conteſt I decline, 
Stiff are my weary joints, and I refign ; 
By ſtorms and hunger worn: age well may fail, 265 
When ſtorms and hunger both at once affail, 
Abaſh'd, the numbers hear the godlike man, 
Till great Alcinous mildly thus began: | 
Well-haſt thou ſpoke, and well thy generous 
tongue ky 
With decent pride refutes a public wrong: 270 
Warm are thy words, but warm without offence; 
Fear only fools, ſecure in men of ſenſe: | 
Thy worth is known, Then hear our country's 
claim, ä 5 
And bear to herces our heroic fame; . 
In diſtant realms our glorious deeds diſplay, 275 
Repeat them frequent in the genial day ; fend 
When bleſt with eaſe thy woes and wandering: 
Teach them thy conſort, bid thy ſons attend! + 
How lov'd of Jove he crown'd oor fires with 
praiſe,.. - - 1 9 8 
How we their offspring dignify our race. 280 
Let other realms the deathful gauntlet wield, 
Or boaſt the glories of th' athletic field; _ 
We in the courſe unrivall'd ſpeed diſplay, 
Or through cærulean billows plough the way; 
To dreſs, to dance, to ſing, our fole delight, 
The feaſt or bath by day, and love by night: 
Raiſe then, ye ſxill'd in meaſures ; let him bear 
Your fame to men that breathe a diſtant air: 
And faithſul ſay, to you the powers belong 
To race, to fail, to dance, to chant the ſong: 
But, herald, to the palace ſwift repair, 
And the ft lyre to grace our paſtimes hear, 
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swift at the word, obedient to the king, 
The herald flies the tuneful lyre to bring. 
Up roſe nine ſeniors, choſen to ſurvey © 


The future games, the judges of the day. * 
With inſtant care they mark a ſpacious round, 
And level for the dance th' allotted ground; 
The herald bears the lyre : intent to play, 

The bard advancing meditates the lay, 20 


Skill'd in the dance, tall Vouths, a hlooming band, 
Graceful before the heavenly, minſtrel ftand : _ 
Light bounding from the earth, at once they riſe, 

Their feet half viewleſs quiver in the ſkies : 

Ulyſſes gaz'd, aſtoniſh'd to ſurvey - 395 
The glancing ſplendours as their Iandals play, 

Mean time the bard, alternate tothe firings, 

The loves of Mars and Cytherea ſings; 

| How the ſtern God, enamour'd with her charms, 

Claſp'd the gay painting Goddels in his arms, 310 

| By bribes ſeduc'd : and how the ſun, whoſe eye 
Views the broad heavens, diſclos'd the lawlefs joy. 

tung to the ſoul, indignant through the ſkies 

Fo his black forge vindictive Vulcan flies: 

Arriv'd, his ſinewy arms inceſſant place 313 
Th' eternal anvil on the maſſy bafe, 

A wondrous net he labours, to betray 

Phe wanton lovers as entwin'd they lay, 

lndiſſolubly ſtrong | Then inſtant bears 


To his immortal dome the finiſh'd ſnares. $29 


Above, helow, around, with art diſpread, 


The ſure encloſure folds the genial bed; 

Whoſe texture ev'n the ſearch of Gods deteives, 
Thin as the filmy threads the ſpider weaves. 
Then, as withdrawing from tha ſtarry bowers, 325 
He feigns a journey to the Lemnian ſhores, © 
His favourite ifle ! obſervant Mars deſcries 

His wiſh'd receſs, and to the Goddefs flies: | 
He glows, he burns: the fair-hair'd Queen of 
222 Lal: e e * 
Deſcends ſmooth gliding from the courts of Jove, 
Gay blooming in full charms : her hand he preſt 
With eager joy, and withra ſigh addreſt: | 
Come, my belov'd, and taſte the ſoft delights: 
Come, to repoſe the genial bed invites: ' 
Thy abſent ſpouſe, neglectful of thy charms, 335 


| Prefers his barbarous Sintians to thy arms: 


Fhen, nothing loth, th' enamour'd fair he led, 

And ſunk tranſported on the conſcious bed. 

Down ruſh'd the toils, inwrapping as they lay 

The careleſs lovers in their wanton play: 

In vain they ſtrive, th' entanyling ſnares deny 

{Inextricably firm) the power to fly: 

Warn'd by the God who ſheds the golden day, 

Stern Vulcan home ward treads the ſtarry way. 

Arriv'd, he fees, he grie ves, with rage he burns: 345 

Full Horrible he roars, his voice all heaven re- 
turns: ü 

O Tove, he ery'd, oh all ye powers above, 

See the lewd dalliance of the Queen of Love! 

Me, aukward me, ſhe fcorns; and yields her 

: chatms N 

To that fair letcher, the ſtrong God of arms. 335 

If I am lame, that ſtain my natal hour 

By Fate impos'd; ſich me my parent e 

Why was I bern? Sce-how the wanton lies! 

O ſight tormenting to an huſband's eyes! N 

But yet 1 truſt, this once ev'n Mars would fly 15 

"gu f1ir-nne's arms—he thinks her, once, to gt 
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Yut there remain, ye guilty in my power, 
Till Jove refunds his ſhameleſs daughter's do wer. 
Too dear I priz'd a fair enchanting face: 
Beauty unchaſte is heauty in diſgrace. 360 
Mean while the Gods the dome of Vulcan 
throng, oe | 
Apollo comes, and Neptune comes along ; 
With theſe gay Hermes trod the ſtarry plain 
But modeſty withheld the Goddeſs-train. 
All Heaven beholds impriſon'd as they lie, 
And unextinguiſh'd laughter ſhakes the ſky. 
Then mutual, thus they ſpoke: Behold on 
wrong wy . (ſtrong 
Swilt vengeance waits; and art ſubducs the 
Dwells there a God on all th' Olympian brow 
More ſwift than Mars, and more than Vulcan flow? 
Yet Vulcan convuers, and the God of arms 
Muſt pay the penalty for-Jawleſs charms. _ | 
Thus ſerious they; but he who gilds the ſkies, 
The gay Apollo, thus to Hermes cries ; 
Would'ſt thou enchain'd like Mars, O Hermes, lie, 
And bear the ſhame, like Mars, to ihare the joy ? 
0 envy'd ſhame! (the ſmiling youth rejoin'd), 
Add thrice the chains, and thrice more firmly 
bind; | 8 
Gaze all ye Gods, and every Goddeſs gaze, 
Yet eager would 1 bleſs the ſweet diſgrace. 380 
Loud laugh the reſt, even Neptune laugh'd 
aloud, I WP 
Yet ſues importunate to looſe the God : | 
And free, he cries, O Vulcan ! free from ſhame 
Thy captives; I inſure the penal claim, 
Will Neptune (Vulcan then) the faithleſs truſt ? 
He ſuffers who gives ſurety for th' unjuit ; 
But ſay, if that lewd ſcandal of the ſky, 
To liberty reſtor'd, perfidious fly; | 
day, wilt thou bear the mult? He inſtant cries, 
The mul& | bear, if Mars perſidious flies. 390 
To whom appeas d: No more I urge delay; 
When Neptune ſues, my part is to obey, ; 


365 


Then to the ſnares his force the God applies; ö 


They burſt; and Mats to Thrace indignant flies: 

Jo the ſolt Cyprian ſhores the Goddeſs moves, 395 
To viſit Paphos and her blooming groves; | 
Where to the Power an hundred altars rife, 

And breathing odours ſcent the balmy ſkies; 
ConceaPd ſhe bathes in conſecrated bowers, 

The Graces unguents ſhed, ambroſial ſhowers, 440 
Unguents that charm the Gods! ſhe laſt aſſumes 


on tf 


the ball diſmiſs'd, in dance they ikim the Grand, 
urn 2nd return, and ſcarce imprint the Jand. Te 
1 aſſembly gazes with altouiſh's eyes, 4155 
And ſends in ſhouts applauſes to the ſkies. W 
1 hen thus Ulyſſes : Happy king. whoſZpame 
ae brightelt ſhines in all the rolls of Fame: 


. 


| 5 Ne Princes in our realm dominion ſhare 


In ſubjects happy! with ſurpriſe I gaze! 
Thy praiſe was juſt; their {kill tranſcends thy 
f praiſe. tears, 

Pleas'd with his people's fame, the monarch 
And thus benevolent accoſts the peers: 

Since Wiſdom's ſacred guidance he. purſues, 
Give to the ſtranger-gueſt a ſtranger's dues : 
425 
O'cr whom ſupreme, imperial power I bear: 

Bring gold, a pledge of love; a talent bring, 

A veſt, a robe, and imitate your king : 

Be ſwift to give ; that he this night may ſhare 

The focial feaſt of joy, with joy ſincere. 430 
And thou, Euryalus, redeem thy wrong; 
A generous heart repairs a ſlanderous tongue. 

Th' aſſenting peers, obedient to the king, 
In haſte their heralds ſend the giſts to bring. 
Then thus Euryalus: O prince, whoſe ſway 435 
Be his this ſword, whoſe blade of braſs diſplays 
A ruddy gleam; whoſe hilt a filver blaze; 

Whoſe ivery ſheath, inwrought with curious pride, 

Adds graceful terror to the wearer's ſide, 440 

He ſaid; and to his hand the ſword conſign'd; 

And if, he try'd, my words affe&t thy mind, 

Far from thy mind thoſe words, ye whirlwinds, 
bear, ; 

And ſcatter them, ye ſtorms, in empty air: 

Crown, O ye Heavers! with joy his peaceſul 

hours, 

And grant him to his ſpouſe and native ſhores ! 

And bleſt be thou, my friend, Ulyſſes cries ; 

Crown him with every joy, ye favouring ſkies! . 

To thy calm hours continued peace afford, 

And never, never may'ſt thou want this ſword ! 450 

He ſaid; and o'er his ſhoulder flung the blade. 
Now o'er the earth aſcends the evening ſhade : 
The precious gifts th illuſtrious heralds bear, 

And to the court th' embody'd p ers repair. 

Before the queen Alcinous' ſons unfold 455 
The veſts, the robes, and heaps of ſhining gold; 
Then to the radiant thrones they move in itate: 
Aloſt, the king in pomp imperial ſate. 

Then to the queen: O partner of our reign, 
O ſole belov'd! command thy menial train 
A poliſh'd cheſt and ſtately robes to bear, 
And healing waters for the bath prepare : 
That, bath'd, our gueſt may bid his forrows ceaſe, 
Hear the ſweet ſong, and taſte the feaſt in peace. 

A bowl that flames with gold, of wondrous frame, 
Ourſelf we give, memorial of our name: 

To raiſe in offerings to almighty Jove, 

And every God that treads the courts above. 

Inſtant the queen, obſervant of the king, 
Commands her train a ſpacious vaſe to bring, 470 
The ſpacious vaſe with ample ftreams ſuffice. 
| Heap high the wood, and bid the flames àriſe. 


i Rules this beſt realm, repentant I obey! 


46a 


{The flames climb round it with a fierce embrace, 


The fuming waters bubble o'er the blaze, 

Herſelf the cheſt prepares: in order roll'd 475 
The robes, the veſts are rang'd, and heaps of gold: 
And adding a rich dreſs invrrought with art, 


A gift expreſſive of her bouuteous heart, 


Thus ſpoke to Ithacus: To guard with hands 


Inſolvable theſe gifts, thy care demands: 4% 


Leſt;iv thy ſtumbers or. the watery main, 
The hand of rapine make our bounty vant. 


S 
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Then bending with full force, around he roll'd 
A labyrinth of bands in ſold on fold, 5 
Clos'd with Circzan art. A train attends 485 
Around the bath : the bath the king aſcends 
(Untaſted joy, ſince that diſaſtrous hour 
He ſail'd ill-fated from Calypſo's bower) : 
Where, happy as the Gods that range the ſky, 
He feaſted every ſenſe with every joy. . 
He bathes: the damſels, with officious toil, 
Shed ſweets, ſhed unguents, in a ſhower of oil: 
Then o'er his limbs a gorgeous rabe he ſpreads, 
And to the feaſt magniſicently treads, i 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 495 
Nauſicaa blooming as a Goddeſs ſtands, | 
With wondering eyes the hero ſhe ſurvey'd, 

And graceſul thus began the royal maid : 

Hail, godlike ſtranger! and when Heaven re- 

t ſtores 

To thy fond wiſh thy long-expeRed ſhores, 
This ever-grateſul in remembrance hear, 
To me thou ow'ſt, to me, the vital air. 

O royal Maid! Ulyſſes ſtraight returns, 
Whoſe worth the ſplendors of thy racc adurns, 
So may dread Jove (whoſe arm in vengeance 

forms) 505 
The writhen bolt, and blackens heaven with ſtorms, 
Reſtore me ſafe, through weary wanderings toſt, 
To my dear country's ever-pleaſing coalt, * 
As, while the ſpirit in this boſom glows, 
To thee, my Goddeſs, I addreſs my vows : 
My life, thy gift I boaſt ! He ſaid, and ſate 
Faſt by Alcinous on a throne of flate. 
Now each partakes the feaſt, the wine prepares, 
Portions the food, and each His portion ſhares. 
The bard an herald guides: the gazing throng 515 
Pay low obeiſance as he moves along : 
Beneath a ſculptur'd arch he fits enthron'd, 
The peers encircling form an awful round. 
Then, from the chine, Ulyſſes carves with art 
Delicious food, an honorary part; 
This, let the maſter of the lyre receive, 
A pledge of love! *tis all a wretch can give. 
Lives there a man beneath the ſpacious ſkies, 
Who ſacred honours to the bard denies? 
The Muſe the bard inſpires, exalts his mind; 525 
The Muſe. indulgent Ic ves th*harmonious kind. 

The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 
Not fond of flattery, nor unpleas'd with praiſe. 

When now the rage of hunger was allay'd, 
Thus to the Lyriſt wiſe Ulyſſes faid : 530 
Oh more than man ! thy ſoul the Muſe inſpires, 
Or Phœbus animates with all his fires : 

For who, by Phœbus uninform'd, could know 

The woe of Greece, and ſing ſo well the woe? 
uſt to the tale, as preſent as the fray, | 

Or taught the labours of the dreadful day ? 

The ſong recalls paſt horrors to my eyes, 

And bids proud llion from her aſhes riſe, 

Once more harmonious ſtrike the ſounding ſtring, 

Th'Epzan fabric, fram'd by Pallas, fing; 540 

How ſtern Ulyſſes, furious to deſtroy, | 

With latent heroes ſack'd imperial Troy. 

If faithſul thou record the tale of Fame, 

The God himſelf inſpires thy breaſt with flame: 
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And mine ſhall be the taſk, henceforth to raiſe 545 | 


!n every land, the monument of praiſe. 


POPE'S HOMER. 
a | Full of the God, he rait his lofty Arai, 


How the Greeks ruſn'd tumultuous to the main: 
How blazing tents illumia'd half the fkies, 
While from the fhores the winged navy flies: 559 
How, ev'n in Ilion's walls, in deathful bands, 
Came the ſtern Greeks by Troy's aſſiſting hands: 
All Troy up-heav'd the ſteed; of differing mind 
Various the Trojans counſe}'d ; part conſign'd : 
The monſter to the ſword, part ſeutence gave 555 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming wave ; 
Th'unwiſe prevail, they lodge it in the towers, 
An offering ſacred to th' immortal Powers: 
Th'unwiſe award to lodge it in the walls, 
And by the Gods decree proud Ilion falls; 360 
DeſtruQion enters in the treacherous wood, 
And vengeful ſlaughter, fierce for human blood. 
He ſung the Greeks ſtern iſſuing from the ſeed 
How llion burns, how all her fathers bleed: ; 
How to thy dome, Deiphobus! aſcends 565 
The Spartan king: how Ithacus attends 


| (Horrid as Mars), and how with dire alarms 
He fights, ſubdues : for Pallas ſtrings bis arms, 


Thus while he ſung, Ulyſſes griefs renew, 
Tears bathe his cheeks, . and tears the ground be- 
dew; 8 i 70 
As ſome fond matron views in mortal fight 
Her huſband falling in his country's right: 
Frantic through claſhing ſwords ſhe runs, ſhe flies, 
As ghaſtly pale he groans, and faints, and dies; 
Cloſe to his breaſt ſhe grovels on the ground, 575 
And bathes with floods of tears the gaping wound; 
She cries, ſhe ſhrieks; the fierce inſulting foe 
Relentleſs mock her viclence of woe: 
To chains condemn'd, as wildly ſhe Geplores : 
A widow, and a ſlave on foreign ſhores. 380 
So from the fluices of Ulyſſes' eyes 
Faſt fell the tear, and ſighs ſucceeded ſighs : 
Conceal'd he griev'd : the King obſerv'd alone 
The filent tear, and heard the ſecret groan : 
Then to the bard aloud : O ceaſe to ling, 585 
Dumb be thy voice, and mute the tuneful ſtring ; 
To every note his tears reſponſive low, ' 
And his great heart heaves with tumultuous woe: 
Thy lay too deeply moves : then ceaſe the lay, 
And o'er the banquet every heart be gay: 390 
This ſocial rite demands: for him the ſails, 
loating in air, invite th'impelling gales : 
His are the giſts of love: the wiſe and good 
Receive the ſtranger as a brother's blood, 
But, friend, diſcover ſaithſul what I crave, 595 
Artful concealment ill becomes the brave: 
Say what thy birth, and what the name you bore, 
Impas'd by parents in the natal hour ? 
(For from the natal hour diſtinctive names, 


5 | One common right, the great and lowly claims: 600 


Say from what city, from what regions tot, 
And what inhabitants thoſe regions boaſt ? | 

So ſhalt thou inſtant reach the realms aſlign'd, 
In wonderous ſhips ſelf-mov'd, inſtinct with mind; 
No helm ſecures their courſe, no pilot guides, 605 
Like man, intelligent, they plough the tides, 
Conſcious of every coaſt, and every bay, 

That lies beneath the ſun's all-ſecing ray; | 
Though clouds and darkueſs veil tl. rg 


| _ ſky | 
Fearleſs through darkneſs and through clouds they 
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Though tempeſts rage, though rolls the ſwellin 
main, > 
The ſeas may roll, the tempeſts rage in vainz _ 
kw the ſtern God, that o'er the waves preſides, _ 
vafe as they paſs, and ſafe repaſs the tides, 
With fury burns; while careleſs they convey 615 
Promiſcuous every gueſt to every bay. 
Theſe ears have heard my royal ſire diſcloſe 
A dreadful ſtory big with future woes, | 
How Neptune rag'd, and how, by his command, 
firm rooted in a ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand 620 
A monument of wrath : how mound on mound 
Should bury theſe proud towers beneath the ground. 
But this the Gods may fruſtrate or fulfill, 
A; ſuits the purpoſe of ch” Eternal will. 


I 


OY A = BEES: = 5 
| What tuſtoms noted, and what coaſts ſurvey'd; _ 


225 


But ſay through what. waſte regions haſt thou 
| EEE 625 


Poſſeſs'd by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 
Or'men, whoſe boſom tender pity warins ? 2 
Say why the fate of Troy awak'd thy cares. 


Why h 


4 


tears? c 
Juft are the ways of Heaven: from Heaven proceed 
The 9 man; Heaven doom'd the Greeks to 

5 3 

A theme of future ſong ! Say then if flain _ © 
Some dear lov'd brother preſs d the Phrygian plain? 
Or bled ſome friend, who bore a brother's part, 635 
Aud claim 'd by metit, not by blood, the heart? 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The Adventures of ile Cicons, Lotephagi, and Cyclops, . 1.549 mo 

Uly/es begins the relation ef his adventures 7 how, afler the deflrudion of Troy, be with bis companions made. an 
incurſion on the Cicons, by whom they were repulſed ; | 


Lotophagi. 'From thence they failed to the land of the Cyclops, whoſz manners and ſituatian ere particularly cha- 
radteriſed, The giant Polyphemis and bis cave deſeribed ; the uſage Ulyſſes and bis companions mei with there ; 


and laſtly, the method and artifice by which be eſcaped. 


1 thus Ulyſſes: Thov, whom firſt in ſway, 
As firſt in virtue, theſe thy realms obey ; 

How ſweet the products of a peaceful reign! * 
The heaven-taught poet, and enchancing ſtrain; 


The well-fill'd palace, the perpetnal feaft, 5 | 
| ; | My country's image never was forgot, _ 


A land rejoicing, and a people bleſt'! 
How goodly ſeems it ever to employ . 
Man's ſocial days in union and in joy; 


The pler teous board high-beap'd with cates divine, 
And oer the foaming bowl the laughing wine! 10 


Admit theſe joys, why ſeeks thy mind to know 
Ti unhappy ſeries of a wanderer's woe: 3 
Remembrance ſad, whoſe image to review, 
Alas! muſt open all my wounds aner) 
And, oh! what firſt, what laſt ſhall I relate, 15 
Of woes unnumber'd ſent by Heaven and Fate? 


know firſt the man (though now a wretch diſ- 


treſt) 
Who hopes thee, monarch, for his ſuture gueſt, 
Ehold Ulyſſes ! no ignoble name, 


Earth ſounds my wiſdom, and high heaven my 
fame. 20 


My native ſoil is Ithaca the fair, 
Where high Neritus waves his woods in air: 
Dulichium, Same and Zacynthus crown'd | 
With ſhady mountains, ſpread their iſles around 


(Theſe to the north and night's dark regions run, 25 | O'erſpread the land, when ſpring deſcegds in 


Thoſe to Aurora and the riſing fun). 
Low lies our iſle, yet bleſt in fruitful ſtores ; 
"rong are her ſons, though rocky are her ſhores ; 


2 none, ah! none ſo lovely to my fight, 


Vol. IV. 


1 
* 


] in vain Calypſo long conſtrain'd my ſta , 
Wich ſweet, reluctant, amorous del 
With all her charms as vaigly Circe ſtrove. 
And added magic, to ſecure my love... ; _ - 


* 


7 
1 


'| We boldly landed on the hoſtile place, 
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and meeting with @ flora, were driven io the coaſt of ibe 


In pomps or joys, the palace or the grot, 33 
My abſent parents roſe before my fight,  _ _ 
And diſtant lay contentment and delight, 

Hear then the woes which mighty Jove ordain'd 
To wait my paſſage from the Trojan Iand. _ 40 
The winds from 1lion to the Cicons ſhore, * 
Beneath cold Iſmarus our Veſſels bore, | 


And fack'd the city, and deſtray d the race,; 


Their wives made captive, their palſeſſions mar d. 
And every ſoldier found a like reward. 3 
then advis'd to fly ; not ſo the reſt, . 
Who ſtay'd to revel, and prolopg the feaſt: 


oF ns 


181 


Mean time the Cicons to their holds retit d, 
Call on the Cicons with new fury fir jj 
With early morn the gather'd country ſwarms, ... 
And all the continent is bright with arms; 
Thick as the budding leaves or riſiug flowers 8 


ſhowers: a 
All expert ſoldiers, ſxill'd on foot to dare, 
Or from the bounding, courſer urge the war. 
Now fortune changes {ſo the Fates ordain); * 


i TE 


all the lands that Heaven o'erſpreads with TY hour was come to taſte our ſhare of pain, 60 
ight! 30 W | \ 
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226 |  POPE'S 
Cloſe at the ſhips the bloody $ght began, | 
Wounded they wound, and man expires on man. 
Long as the morning ſun increafing bright 
D'er heavens pure azure ſpread the growing light, 


1 
1 


0 


Promiſcuous death the form of war confounds, 65 


wy adverſe battle gor'd with equal wounds ; 


t when his evening wheels o'erhung the main, 
Then conqueſt crown the fierce Ciconian train, 


Fi brave companions from each ſhip we loſt, 


e reſt eſcape in haſte, and quit the coaſt, 70 
With ſails outſpread we fly th'unequal ſtriſe, 
Sad for their loſs, but joyful of our life, 8 
Yet as we fled our fellows rites we paid, . 
And thrice we call'd on each vphappy ſhade. 

Mean while the God whoſe hand the thunder 

L- horn. - 8 [ſtorms ! 
Drives elouds on clouds, and blackens Heaven with 
Wide o'er the waſte the rage of Boreas ſweeps, | 
And night ruſh'd headlong on the ſhaded Jeeps. 
Now here, now there, the giddy ſhips are bornc, 
And all the rattling ſhrouds in fragments torn. 80 
We ſurl'd the ſail, we ply'd the labouring oar, 


Two tedious days and two long nights we lay, 
O'erwatch'd and batter'd in the naked bay. 
ut the third moruing when Aurora briogs, 85 
e rear the maſts, we ſpread the canvas wings ; 
Refreſh'd, and careleſs on the deck reclin'd, 
We fit, and truſt the pilot and the wind. 
Then to my native country had I ſail'd ; 


Strotig Was the tide, which, by the northern blaſt 
Impell'd, our veſſels on Cythera caſt. 

Nine days our fleet th' uncertain tempeſt bore 
Far in wide ocean, and from fight of ſhore; 


The land of Lotos and the flowery coaſt. | 


Then ſprea out haſty banquet on the ground. 4 
Three men were ſent deputed from the crew, 


And learn what habitants poſſeſs the place. 
The went and ſound a hoſpitable race; 
Not prone to ill, nor ſtrange to foreign gueſt, 
They eat, they drink, and nature gives the feaſt ; 


Lotos, the name; divine, nectareous juice ! 

1 call'd Lotophagi) which whoſo taſtes, 
nſatiate riots in the ſweet repaſts, *' * 

Nor other home, nor other care intends, 


We dragg'd reluctant, and by force wc bound: 
The reſt in haſte forſook the pleaſing ſhore, 
Or, the charm taſted, had return'd uo more. 

w plac'd in order on their banks, they ſweep 


| The ſcas ſmooth face, and cleave the hoary deep ; 


With heavy hearts we labour through the tide ' 
To coaſts unknown, and oceans yct untry'd. 
Tze land of Cyclops firit; a ſavage kind, 
Untaugl-t to plant. to turn the glebe and ſow ; 
They all their products to free nature owe. 
The foil untill'd a ready harveſt yields, 
With wheat and barſey wave the golden fields, 


nd Joye deſcends in cach prolific ſhower. 


Took down our maſts, and row'd our ſhips to ſhore. 


But the cape doubled, adverſe winds prevaibd. go 
"The tenth we touch'd, by various errors toſt, 95 
We climb the beach, and ſprings of water found, 
{An herald one) the dubious coaſt to view, 100 
The trees atound them all their fruit produce; 105 
But quits his houſe, his country, and his friends: 110 
The three we ſent, from off th enchanting ground 


Nor tam'd by manners, nor by Jaws confin'd : 120 


a wines from weighty cluſters pour, 125 


HOMER. 


By theſe no ſtatutes and no rights are know, 
No council held, no monarch fills the throne, 

But high on hills, or airy cliffs they dwell, 

Or deep in caves whoſe entrance leady ta hell. 1 30 
Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care, 
Heedleſs of others, to his own ſeyere. 
Oppos'd to the Cyclopean coaſts, there lay 
An ifle, whoſe hills their ſubject fields ſurvey : 
les name Lachza, crown'd with many a grove, 13; 
Where favage goats thropgh pathleſs thickets rove; 
No needy mortals here, with hunger bold, x 
Or wretched hunters, through the wintery cold 
Purſue their flight : but leave them ſafe to bound 
From hill yo hill, o'er all the deſert ground, 145 
Nor knows the ſoil to feed the fleecy care, 
Or feels the labours of the crooked ſhare; 
But uninhabited, untill'd, unſown 
it lies, and breeds the bleating goat alone. 
For there no veſſe] with vermillion prore, 145 
Or bark of fraffic glides from ſhcre to ſhore; 
The rugged race of ſavages, unſ{kill'd 
The ſeas tu traverſe, or the ſhips to build, 
Gaze on the coaſt, nor cultivate the ſoil; 
Unlearn'd in all th' induſtrious arts of toil. 150 
Yet here all produQts and all plants abound, 
| Sprung from the fruitful genius of the ground: 
Fields waving high with heavy crops are ſcen, 
.And vines that flouriſh ig eternal green, 
Refreſhing meads along the murmuring main, 155 
And fountains ſtreaming down the fruitſul plain. 
A port there is, enclos'd on either ſide, 
1 Where-ſhips may reſt, unanchor'd and unty'd; . 
Till the glad mariners incline to ſail, 


High at its head, from out the cavern'd rock 
In living rills a guſhing fountain broke: 
| Around it, and above, for ever green, 
| The bluſhing alders form a ſhady ſcene. 


| Through all- ſurrounding ſhade our navy brought : 
For gloomy night deſcended on the main, 


"= Nor glimmer'd Phebe in the æthereal plain: 


But all unſeen the clouded iſland lay, 
An all unſeen the ſurge and rolling ſea, 170 
Fill ſafe we anchor'd in the ſhelter'd bay: 

Our fails we gather'd, caſt our cables o'er, 

And flept ſecure along the ſandy ſhore. 

Soon as again the roſy morning ſhove, 
Reveal'd the landſcape and the ſcene unknown, 7! 


And walk delighted, and expatiate found. 
Raus'd by the wyoodland nymphs, at early dawn, 
The mountain goats come bounding o er the lawn; 


For arms and weapons of the ſylvan war; 
Straight in three ſquadrons all our crew We whe 
Ar.d bend the bow, or wing the miſſile dart; 
The bounteous God affords a copious prey, 
And nine fat goats each veſſel bears away : 
The royal bark had ten. Our ſhips copper” 1 
We thus ſupply'd (for twelve were all rhe % N 

Here, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the nghty 
We fat indulging in the genial rite : 


jars . 
We dræm'd, the prize of our Ciconian Wars. 


g 


And the ſea whitens with the riſing gale. 10 


Hither fome favoring God, beyond our thought, 


With wonder feiz'd, we view the pleaſing ground 


la haſte our fellows to the ſhips repair, 180 


184 
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The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear. 

and from their mountains riling ſmokes appear, 

Now ſunk the ſun, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 195 

The face of things: alung the ſea-beat ſhore | 

wtiate we leep: but when the ſacred dawn 

ariſug glitrer'd o'er the dewy lawn, 

| call'd my {cllows, and theſe words addreſt: 

My dear aſſociates, bere indulge your reſt: 200 

While, with my fiugle ſhip, adventurous I 

Go forth, the manners of yon men to try; 

Whether a race unjuſt, of barbarous might, 

Rude, and unconſcious of a ſtranger's right; 

Or ſuch who harbour pity in their hreaft, 205 

Revere the Gods, and ſuccour the diftreſt ? 
This ſaid, I climb'd my veſſel's loſty ſide: 

My train obey d me, and the ſhip unty'd. 


The land of Cyclops lay in proſpect near; 0 


(The larger here, and there the leſſer lambs,  _ 
The ncw-fall'n young here bleating for their darasy 
The kid diſtioguiſh'd from the la mbkin lies): 
The cavern echoes with reſponſive cries. 
| Capacious chargers all aroubd were lad, 
Full pails, and veſſels of the milking trade. 

With freſh proviſions hence our fleet to ſtore , 
My friends adviſe me, 4nd to quit the ſhore; 264 
Or drive a flock of ſheep and goats away, 
Conlult our ſafety, and put off to ſea, _ 
Their wholeſome counſel taſhly I declin'd, 
Curious to view the man ef mypſtrous kind, FM 
And try what ſocial rites a ſavage lends; 270 
Dire rites, alas! and fatal to my friends! 


Then firſt a fire we kindle, and prepare 


For his return with ſacrifice and prayer. 
The loaded ſhelves afford us full repaſt; 


In order ſeated on their banks, they ſweep [deep. We ſit expeRing. Lo! he comes at laſt. | 274 
N:ptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding Near half aforeſt on his back he bore, 


When to the neareſt verge of land we drew, 

Fat by the ſea a lonely cave we view, 

High, and with Garkening laurels cover'd o'er; 

Where ſheep and goats lay lumbering round the 
ſhore. "FE | 

Near this, a fence of marble from the reck. 215 

Brown with o'er-arching pine aud ſpreading oak, 

A giant ſhepherd here his flock maintains | 

Far from the reſt, and ſolitary reigns, 

In ſhelter thick of horrid ſhade reclin'd; 

And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 200 

A form enormous ! far unlike the race Na 

Of human birth, in ſtature, or in face; 15 

as ſome lone mountain's monſtrous giowth he ſtood, 

Crown'd with rough thickets, and a nodding wood. 

| left my veſſel at the point of land, 225 

Aud cloſe to guard it, gave our crew command: 

With only twelve, the boldeſt and the beſt, 

Iſeek th' adventure, and forſake the reſt. 

Then took a goacſkin fill'd with precious wine, 

The giſt of Maron of Evantheus' line 230 

(The prieſt of Phœbus at th* Iſmarian ſhrine). 

la ſacred ſhade his honour'd manſion ſtood 

amidit Apollo's conſecrated wood; RE” 

Him, and his houſe, Heaven mov'd my mind to ſave 

And coſtly preſents in return he R 

deven golden talents to perfection wrought, = 

A filver bowl that held a copious draught, _ 

And twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, 

Mcllifluous, undecaying, and divine? 

Which now, ſome ages from his race conceal'd,. 140 

The hoary fire in gratitude reveal'd; _ 

duch was the wine: to quench whoſe fervent ſteam, 

xarce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 

Toccol one cup ſuffic'd ; the goblet crown'd 

breath'd aromatic fragrancies around, 245 

Of this an ample yaſe we heav'd aboard, 

And brought another with proviſions ſtor'd. 

My foul ſoreboded 1 ſhould find the bower 

Ol ſome fell Monſter, fierce with harbarous power, 

. me ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in Heaven's deſpight, 

zatemning laws, and trampling on the right. 

2 we found, but vacant all within 

\ is flock the giant tended on the green: 

But round the grot we gaze : and all we view, 

n order rang? e's 

ending ſhelves with loads of cheeſes preſt, 

Folded flocks each ſeparate from the reſt 


. | enn 
And high in wicker-baſkets heap'd the reſt, 
Reſerv'd in bowls, ſupply d the nightly fealt. ; 
His labour done; he fir d the pile, that gave 293 


Such was our fate, and ſuch high 


and caſt the ponderous burden at the doof, 
[t thunder'd as it fell. We trembled then, 
And ſought the deep receſſes of the den. [rock, 2 
Now driven before him, through the 1 
Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, th' unnumbet' d 


flock : 


Big · udder'd ewes; and goats of female kind 


(The males were penn'd in outward courts behind): 


. | Then, heav'd on high, a reck's enormous weight 
To the cave's mouth he roll'd, and clos'd the gate 


(Scarce twenty-four wheel'd cats compact and 
ſtrong, | | 


The maſſy load could bear, or roll along). 

He next betakes him to his evening cares, 
Ana, fitting down, to milk his flocks prepares; 
Of half their udders eaſes firſt the daras, 290 
Then to the mother's teats ſubmits the laKnbs, 


Half the white ſtream to hardening cheeſe he” - 


A ſudden blaze, and lighted all the cave. 


We ftand diſcover'd by the-riling fires; _ 


Aſkance the giant glares, and thus inquires: _. 
What are ye, gueſts; on what adventare, ſay, . 
Thus far ye wander through the watery way? 309 
Pirates perhaps, who ſeek through ſeas unknown 
The lives of nthers, and expoſe your own?  _ 
His voice like thunder thro the cavern ſounds: , 
My bold companions thrilling fear confounits, 


Appall'd at ſight of more than mortal man! 305 55 


At length, with heart techver'd, I began: 
From Troy's fam'd fields, ſad wanderers o'er 
the main, e 
Behold the relics of the Grecian train! | 
Through various ſeas hy various perfls toſt. 4 


And forc'd by ſtorm „un willing, on your coalt; 316 


Far from our deſtin d courſe, and native land, 

1 4%. 1 -» 4 T *S 43 

| high Jove's command!. 

Nor what we are befits us to _difchaim; 
Atrides' friends (iu arms a mifity name 


hey name) 
'Who taught proud Troy and all her ſans to bow; gx 4 
Viccors of late, but humble ſuppliants now | 


| : 4 Cow at thy knee thy fuccour we implore; 
d, our admiration drew: 25 


Reſpect us, Human, and felieve us, paor. 


At leaſt eme hofpitable gift beſtow ; 
'Tis what the happy * Feen owe: 
| Ps 
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The poor and ſtranger are theit conſtant care 
To Jove their cauſe, and their revenge belongs, 
He wanders with them, and he feels their wrongs, 


Fools that, ye are! (the ſavage thus replies, 325 
His inward fury blazing at his eyes 
Or ſtrangers, diſtant far ſrom our abodes, 
To bid me reverence or regafd the Gods. 
Know then, we, Cyclops, are a race above 
Thoſe air -bred people, and their goat-nurs'd 
Jove: ) 


And learn, our power proceeds with thee and. Myſelf the fifth. We 8ſtand, and wait the hour. 
Ie comes with evening: all his fleecy flock 


Not as he wills, -but as ourſelves incline, 
But anſwer, the good ſhip that brought ye oer, 
Where lies The anchor'd? near or off the ſhore ? 
Thus he. His meditated fraud 1 find 335 
(Vers'd in the turns of various humau kind); 
And, cautious, thus: Againſt à dreadful rock, 
Faſt by our ſhore the gallant veſſel broke, 
Scarce with theſe few 1 *ſcap'd; of all my train, 
Whom angry Neptune whelm'd beneath the 
EB 8 | 140 
The ſcattex d wreck the winds blew back again. 
He anfwer'd with his deed: - His bloody hand 
gnatch'd two, unhappy ! of my martial band; 
And daſh'd like dogs againſt the ſtony floor : 
The pavetnent ſwims with brains and mingled 
FF „ 
Torn limb from limb, he ſpreads his horrid ſeaſt, 
And fierce devours it Iike a monntain-beaſt ; © 
He ſucks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 
Nor entratly, dez nor ſolid bone remains. 


We ſee the death from which we cannot move, 350 


| And humbled groan beneath the hand of-Jove. | 


is ample maw with human carnage fill'd, 
A.milky deluge next the giant ſwill'd ; ſrock, 
Then ftretch'&in letigth o'er half the cavern'd 
Lay ſenſeleſs, and ſupine, amidſt the flock, . 355 
To ſeize the time, and with a fudden wound 
To fix the lumbering monſter to the ground,” 
My ſoul impels me; and in act I ſtand © 
To draw the ſword ; but wiſdom held my hand. 
A deep ſo rafh had finiſh'd all our fate, 360 
No mortal forces from the lofty N 


89 = 


And ſigh, expecting the return of day. 


Could roll the rock. To hopeleſs grief we lay, 3 | 


N 
Now did the roſy-finger'd morn ariſe, His ſenſe lay cover'd with the dozy ſume; 
365 | 
Thy promis'd boon, O Cyclop ! now | claim, 


And ſhed her facred Tight along the ſkies. '* 
He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 
And to the mother's teats ſubmits the Tanihbs, = 
Thr: tafk thus fitHh'd of kis morning hours, 
Foro more he ſnatches, murders, and devours. 
hen pleas'd, and whiflting,” drives his flock be- 
_ 1 
Removes the rocky mountain from the door, 
nd ſhuts again: with cull cafe diſpos'd, 
As a light quiver's lid is op'd and clos'd. - 
Yis rant voice the echoing region fills: pt 
$ Hocke, obedient, ſpread o'er all the hills. 375 
Thus left behind, ed'n in the laſt deſpaiir 
thought, de vis U, and Pallas heard my prayer. 
Revenge, ali doubt, and caution. work d my 
ut this of many counſels ſeem'd the beſt? Ibreaſt; 
The monſter's club within the cave 1 ſpy d, 380 
A treę of ſtar:lieft growth, and yet undry d, 
Green from the wood; of height and bulk fo vaſt, f 
The largeft ſhip might claigi it for a mac. 


POPE'S' HOMER. 
"Tis what the Gods require : thoſe Gods revere, [ This ſhorten'd of its top, I gave my train 


| The narrower. end 1 ſharpen'd to a ſpire ; 


| [ Then to my few companions, bold and brave, | 
| | Propos'd, who firſt the venturous deed ſhould try, 


| Fhen heaving bigh the ſtone's unwieldy weight, 
| He roll'd it on the cave, and clas'd the gate. 


But oh! thus furious, thirſting thus for gore, 
The ſons of men ſhall ne'er approach thy ſhore, 


' | Delighted, ſwill'd whe large luxurious dranght. 


Such as th' unbleſt Cyclopean climes produce 


Lis what, my parents call me, and my peers. 


7 When all thy wretched 'crew have leſt my power, 
Noman ſhall be the laſt 1 will devour. 

He ſaid: then, nodding with the fumes of wile, | 
© | Dropp'd his hugeſhead, and fnoring lay ſupine 449 


A fathom's length, to ſhape it and to plane; 38 


Whoſe point we harden'd with the force of fre, 


And hid it in the duſt that ſtrew'd the cave. 


In the broad orbit of his monſtrous eye | 
To plung the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 
When flumber next ſhould tame the mar of blood, 
Juſt as I wiſh'd, the lots were caſt on four: 


Before him march, and pour into the rock: 
Not one, or male or female ſtay'd behind © 
(So fortune chauc'd, or ſo ſome God deſign'd); 


Firſt down he ſits, to milk the woolly dams, 
And then permits their udder to the lambs, 

Next ſeiz'd two wretches more, and headlong caſt, 
;Brain'd on the rock; his ſecond dire repaſt. 403 
then approach'd him reeking with their gore, 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o'er; 
Cyclop! ſince human fleſh has been thy feaſt, 
Now drain this goblet, potent to digeſt : _. 
Know hence what treaſures in our ſhip we loſt, 410 
And what rich liquors other climates boaſt, 
We to thy ſhore the precious freight ſhall bear, 
If home thou ſend us, and vouchſafe to ſpare, 


And never ſhalt thou taſte this near more. 
He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat 


More? give me more, he cry'd : the boon be thine, 
Whoe'er thou art that bear'ſt celeſtial wine! 422 
Declare thy name; nor mortal is this juice, 


(Though ſure our vine the largeſt cluſter yielde, 

And Jove's ſcorn'd thunder ſerves to drench our 
fields) ; | 

But this deſcended from the bleſt abodes, 475 

A rill of nectar, ſtreaming from the Gods, 

He ſaid, and greedy graſp'd the heady bowl, 

Thrice drain'd, and pour'd the deluge oa his ſoul. 


While thus my fraudful ſpeech I reaſſume: 439 


And plead my title ; Noman is my name. 
By that diſtinguiſh'd from my tender years, 


TRE then: Our promis'd grace receive, 
The hoſpitable boon we mean to give : 


His neck obliquely o'er his ſhoulders hung, A 
Preſs'd with the weight of fleep that tames t 
- ** **ftrqng !. | 195 d 
There belch'd the mingled ſtreams of wine an 
And human fleſh, is iadlgeſted —_—_ 
Sudden I ſtir the embers, and inſpire 445 


9 


With animating breath the ſeeds of fire; 


Each droepine ſpirit with bel4 v ards repair, 
| And urg wy train the dreadfil deed te dare. 
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\. ODYSSEY, 


The ſtake now glow'd beneath the burning bed 
(Green 28 it was) and ſparkled fiery red. 450 
Then ſorth the vengeful inſtrument I bring; 
With beating hearts my fellows form a ring. 
Urg'd by ſome preſent God, they ſwift let fall 
The pointed torment on his viſual ball. | / 
Mylelf above them from a riſing ground 455 
Guide the ſharp ſtake, and twirl it round and 
round. 405 wp | 
Who ply the wimble, ſome huge beam to bore ;' 
Urg'd on all hands, it nimbly ſpins about, 8 0 


The grain deep- piercing till it ſcoops it out: 460 


In his broad eye ſo whirls the fiery wood; 


From their pierc'd pupil ſpouts the _— blood; 


Sing'd are his brows; the ſcorching lids grow 
The jelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. [black, 
And as when armourers temper in the ford 465 
The keen- edg'd pole axe, or the ſhining ſword, 
The red-hot metal hiſſes in the lake, © nk 
Thus in his eye-balthifs'd the plunging ſtoke. 


Through all their inmoſt winding caves reſound, 


Scar d we receded. Forth, with frantic hand, 
He tore, and daſh'd on earth the gory brand's 
Then calls the Cyclops, all that round him dwell, - 
Wick voice like thunder, and a direful yell. 

From all their dens the one-ey'd race repair 475 
Fromriſted rocks and mountains bleak in air. 
All haſte aſſembled, at his well-known roar, 


Inquire the cauſe, and crowd the cavern-door. 
What hurts thee; Polypheme ? what ſtrange aſ- No eaſe, no pleaſure, my fad heart receives, * | 


Fe | 
Thus breaks our ſlumbers, and diſturbs the night? 
Does any mortal, in th' unguarded hour 5 
0! ſleep, oppreſs thee, or by fraud or power: 
Or thieves inſidious the fair flock ſurpriſe ? 

Thus they: the Cyclop from his den replies: 
—Friends, Noman killsme ; Noman in the hour 
0! leep, oppreſſes me with fraudful power, i 
* If no man hurt thee, but the hand divine 
luſtict diſeaſe, it fits thee to refign.: *' 
* To Jove or tothy father Neptune pray,” 


The brethren ery'd, and inſtant ſtrode away. 490 | Aboard in haſte they heave the wealthy ſheep, 


Joy touch'd my ſecret ſoul and conſcious heart, 
Plcas'd with th' effect of conduct and of art. 
Mean time the Cyclop raging with his wannd, 


spreads his wide arms, and ſearches round and 


round ; 


tlaſt, the ſtone removing from the gare, 495 Nas on no coward, no ignoble ſlave, 


With hands extended in the midſt he ſate: 

And ſearch'd each paſſing ſheep; and felt it oerl, 
decure to ſeize us ere we reach'd the door 

{Such as his ſhallow, wit he deem' d. was mine) EY 


ut ſecret ] revolv d the deep deſign; 3500 The God, the Goc reyenges by my hand.. 
. Twas for our lives TO Were baſom wrought; . 


Each ſcheme 1 turn.d,,..'a 
/ ernereres: ob PRES 
This way and that I caſt; to ſave mig fried,. 


Till one reſolve my varying counſc 1 ends, 


strong were the rams, with native purple | The whole ſea ſhook, and refiuent beat the ſhore. 
„Ha nerf Re Of] 3 The long coacuſſiꝭn on thè heaving tide 


'K . Han. 
Well led, and Jaxgett of the flecey care. | 
heſe three and three, with ozjier bands we ty'd 
(The twiving bands the Cyclop's hed ſupply'd) 


The midmaſt bore a man: the outward two 


decur'd each fide ; fo bound we all the crew, sro We twice as far had furrow'd tac the main, 


| When roſy morning gli a cet the dales, $15 
He drove to paſture all the lu , ee 


rf n 2 heedleſs of thoſe ches, with angüiſn ſtung, 
As when a ſhipwright ſtands his workmen ober, 


| hops that he was) and let them ſafely go, 


{Firſt to the field and river's bank to led. 
Nov far the laſt, with penſive pace and flow | 
He ſends a dreadful groan ; the rocks around Thou mov'ſt, as conſcious of thy maſter's ou 

n! 


(The deed of Noman and his wicked train 17 A 


| Swung round and round, and Gafh'd from rock tg 
: a q ip 492 eis ne 


No ſooner freed, 


4 'Fhy barbarous breach of hoſpitable bands 


ſharpen'd: every; From the tall hill) he rends a pointed rack, 
- \ High d'er the billows few the maſſy load. 
And near the ſhip came thundering on the flood. 


Book IX. 


| One ram remain'd, the leader of the flock : !: 

In his deep fleece my graſping hands I lock; © 

And faft beneath, in woolly curls/inwove, © 
[ cling implicit, and confide in Jove:*” 5. 


þ y males: | 
The ewes ſtill folded, with diſtended thighs 
Unmilk'd, lay bleating in diſtrefsful ries. © 


e felt their fleeces as they paſs d along, 520 


l unſuſpecting of their freight beo pr. 

Ihe maſter ram at laſt approach'd the gate, 
| Charg'd with his wool, and with Ulyſſes fate; NEA 
Him while he paſt the monſter blind beſpoke : 325. 


Firſt thou wert wont to crop the flowery mead; 


And firſt with ſtately ſtep at evening hour 


Thy fleecy fellows uſher to their bower. 5 559 


1! 13 
Seeſt thou theſe lids that now unfold in van? 
oh! didſt thou feel for thy afflicted lord, 533 
And would but Fate the power of ſpeech afford, 
Soon might'ſt thou tell me, where in ſecret here 
The daſtard lurks, all trembling With his feat : 


— 


rock, c eee 
His batter'd brains fhonld on the payement ſinoky, 
While ſuch a monſter as vile Numan lives. 
The giant ſpoke; and through the hollow rock 
Diſmiſs'd the ram, the father of the flock. ” | 
nd through th' encloſure paſt;'s4 
Firſt I releaſe myſelf, my owed 2d rag, fl 
Fat ſhcep and goats in 'throngs we drive before: 
And reach our veſſel on the-winding ſhore, © 
With joy the ſailors Viewtheir friends return d, d 
And hail us living whom as dead they mourn'd, 550 
Big tears of tranſport itand in every eye : - 
check their fondneſs,-and e6mmand ro ffy— 


And ſnatch their oars, and ruſh into the deep. 
Now off at ſea, and from the ſhallows clear, 555 
gy far zs human voice could reach the ear: 
ith taunts the diſtant giant I accoſt : 
Hear me, O Cyclop ! hear, ungracious holt ! 


Thou meditat'ſt thy meal in yonder cave; 560 
But ane, the vongeande fated from above 
Doom'd to inflict ; the inſtrument of Jove. 


3 


The words the Cyclup's burning rage provake: 


It almoſt bruſh'd the helm, and fell heſore: 


Roll'd back the veſſel to the ifland's ide: 

Again I ſhov'd her off, our fate tu fly, | 
Each nerve we ſtretch, and every oar we plv. 

Juſt 'ſcap'd impending death, When wow again 575 


What makes my ram the lag of all the flock 7 
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230 _ POPE'S 


Once more | rais'd my voice? my friends afraid 
With mild entreaties my deſign diſſuade, . . 
What boots the godleſs giant to provoke, 
Whoſe arms may fink us at a ſingle ſtroke? 380 
Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 
Old ocean ſhook, and back his furges flew, 
Thy ſounding voice directs his aim again; 
The rock o'erwhelms us, and we ſcap'd in vain. 
But 1, of mind elate, and ſtorning fear, 585 
Thus with new taunts inſult the monſter's ear, 
Cyclop! if any, pitying thy difgrace, 
Aſk who disfigur'd thus that eyeleſs face? 
Say 'twas Ulyſſes, twas his deed, declare, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair; 590 
Ulyſſes, far in fighting ficlds renown'd, 
Before whoſe arm Troy tumbled to the ground, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſavage with a roar replies: 
© heavens! O faith of ancient prophecies ! 
This, Telemus Eurymedes foretold, 595 
(The mighty ſeer who on theſe hills grew old; 
Skill'd the dark fates of mortals to declare, 
And learn'din all wing'd omens of the air) 
Long ſince he menac'd ſuch was Fate's command; 
And nam'd Ulyſſes as the deſtin'd hand, . boo 
I deem'd ſome godlike giant to behold, 
Or lofty hero, haughty, brave, and bold; _ 
Not this weak pigmy - wretch, of mean deſign, 
Who not by ſtrength ſubdued me, but by wine. 
But come, accept our gifts, and join to pray 605 
Great Neptune's bleſſing on the watery way : 
For his I am, and I the lineage own: 8 _ 
Th' immortal father no leſs boaſts the ſon. 
His power can heal me, and re- light my eye: 
And only his, of all the Gods on hig. 610 
Oh“ could this arm (I thus aloud rejoin'd) 
From that vaſt bulk diſlodge thy bloody mind, 
And ſend thee howling to the realms of night ! 
As ſure, as Neptune cannot give thee fight. 
Thus I: while raging he repeats his cries, G15 
With hands uplifted to the ſtarry ſkies : 
Hear 2s 2 Neptune! thou whoſe arms are 
urPd | 


! 


4 


| His loſt compauions let him firſt deplore ; 


HOMER. 


If thine/I am, nor thou my birth difown, 
And if th' unhappy Cyclop be thy ſon; 
Let not Ulyſſes breathe his native air, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair, 


625 


2 
"EY 


lit to review his country be his fate, 


Be it through toils and ſufferings long and late; 


62 
Some veſlel, not his own, tranſport him o'er; x 


And when at home from foreign ſufferings freed, 


More near and deep, domeſtic woes ſucceed | 


With imprecations thus he fill'd the air, 


F And angry Neptune heard the uprighteous prayer. 


A larger rock then heaving fromthe plain, 

He whirl'd it round : it ſung acroſs the main : 

It ſell, and bruſh'd the ſtern : the billows roar, 
Shake at the weight, and refluent beat the ſhore, 
With all our force we kept aloof to ſea, 634 
And gain'd the iſland Where our veſſels lay. 

Our ſight the whole collected navy cheer'd, 
Who, waiting long, by turns had hop'd and fear'd, 


There diſembarking on the green ſea- ſide, 
We land our cattle, and the ſpoil divide: 640 


Of theſe due ſhares to every ſailur fall; 

The maſter ram was voted mine by all: 

And him (the guardian of Ulyſſes' fate) 

With pious mind to Heaven I conſecrate. 

But the great God, whoſe thunder rends the ſkies, 

Averſe, beholds the ſmoking ſacrifice; | 

And ſees me wandering ſtill from coaſt to coaſt, 

And all my veſſels, all my people, loſt ! Het, | 

As plenteous cates and flowing howls invite; 650 

Till evening Phœbus roll'd away the light: 

Stretch'd on the ſhore in careleſs eaſe we reſt, 

Till ruddy morning purpled o'er the caſt. 

Then from their anchors all our ſhips-unbind, 

And mount the decks, and call the willing 
wind, | ; 655 

Now, rang'd in erder on our banks, we ſweep 

With haſty ſtrokes the hoarſe reſounding deep; 

Blind to the ſuture, penſive with our fears, 


| While thoughtleſs we indulge the genial rite, 


From ſhore to ſhore, and gird the ſolid world, > | 


BOO 


Glad for the living, for the dead in tears, 


K x. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
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| Adventures with Holus, the Leſlrigons, and Ciree. 
| 


Ulyſſes arrives at the iſland of olus, whe gives him preſperous winds, and encloſes the adverſe oner in a boy, 
which bis companions untying, they are driven back again, and rejected. Then they ſail to the Lefirigont, 
where they loſe eleven ſhips, and, with one only remaining, Proceed to the iſland of Circe. Eurylochus ts fent 

rft with ſome companions, all which, except Eurylechus, are transformed into ſwine. Ulyſſes then undert ales 
the adventure, and, by the belp of Mercury, who gives bim the berb Moly, overcomes the cnchantreſs, and pro: 
eures the refloration of bis men. After a year's flay with ber, he prepares, at ber inſtigution, for bis voyage 10 
#he infernal ſhades. | | | 


T length we reach'd Zolia's ſea-girt ſhore 
Where great Hippotades the ſceptre bore; 
A floating iſle ! High-rais'd by toil divine, 
Strong walls of braſs the rocky coaſt confine; 


Six blooming youths, in private grandeur bred, 3 
And fix fair daughters grac'd the royal bed: 
Theſe ſons their ſiſters wed, and all remain 7 
Their parents pride, and pleaſure of their reigne 
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All day they feaſt, all day the bowls flow round, 


And joy and muſic through the iſle reſound: 10] For Greece, for home, and all thy ſoul held dear?! 
At night each pair on ſplendid carpets lay, | | Thus they: in filence long my fate I mourn'd, 75 


And crown'd with love the pluaſures of the day, 
This happy port affords our wandering fleet | 
A month's reception, and a ſafe retreat. 

pull oft the monarch urg'd me to relate 15 
The fall of Illion, and the Grecian fate; 

Full oft | told; at length for parting mov'd; 

The king with mighty gifts my ſuit approv'd. 

The adverſe winds in leathern bags he brac'd, 
Compreſs'd their force, and lock'd each ſtruggling 
For him the mighty Sire of Gods aſſign'd [blaſt ; 
The tempeſt's Lord, the tyrant of the wind; 

Kis word alone the liſtening ſtorms obey, 

To ſmooth the deep, or ſwell the foamy ſea. 

Theſe in my hollow ſhip the monarch hung, 25 
Securely fetter'd by a filver throng ; - 

But Zephyrus exempt, with friendly gales 

He charg d to fill, and guide the ſwelling fails: { 
Rare gift! but oh, what gift to fools avails ! 

Nine proſperous days we ply'd the labouring oar; 30 
The tenth preſents our welcome native ſhore : | 
The hills diſplay the beacon's friendly light, 

And riſing mountains gain upon our ſight. 

Then firſt my eyes, by watchful toils oppreſt, 

Comply'd to take the balmy gifts of reſt ; 35 

Then firſt my hands did from the rudder part 

(So much the love of home poſſeſs'd my heart); 

When, lo! on board a fond debate aroſe; 

What rare device thoſe veſſels might encloſe ? 

What ſum, what prize from olus | brought? 40 

Whilſt to his neighbour each expreſs'd his thought: 
day, whence, ye Gods, contending nations ſtrive 

Who moſt ſhall pleaſe, who moſt our hero give? 

Long have his coffers groan'd with Trojan ſpoils; 

Whilſt we, the wretched partners of his toils, 45 

Reproach'd by want, our fruitleſs labours mourn, 

And only rich in barren fame return. 

Now Zolus, ye ſce, augments his ſtore: 

but come, my friends, theſe myſtic gifts explore, 

They ſaid: and (oh curſt fate) the thongs un- 

bound ; 

The guſhing tempeſt ſweeps the ocean round; 

duatch'd in the whirl, the hurry'd navy flew, 

The ocean widen'd, and the ſhores withdrew. 

8 from my fatal fleep, I long debate 

f ſtill to live, or deſperate plunge to Fate: 55 

!hus, doubting, proſtrate on the deck I lay, 

Till all the coward thoughts of death gave way. 

W our veſtels plough the liquid 

plain | | 
And ſoon the known ZEolian coaſt regain 
Our groans the rocks remurmur'd to the main. 60 
We leapt on ſhore, and with a ſcanty feaſt 
Our hirſt and hunger baſtily repreſs'd; 
that done, two choſen herajds ſtraight attend 
Our ſecond progreſs to my royal friend: 
And him amidſt his jovial ſons we found; 65 
The banquet ſteaming, and the goblets crown'd : 
There humbly ſtopp'd with conſcious ſhame and 
awe, & 
Nor nearer than the gate preſum'd to draw, _ 
But ſoon his ſons their well-known gueſt deſcry'd 
And ſtarting ſrom their couches Joudly cry'd : 

Ales here! what dæmon could'ſt thou meet 

o wart thy paſſage, and repel thy fleet? 


i 


The ſhepherd, quitting here at night the plain, 
Calls, to ſucceed his cares, the watchful ſwainz gy 


O 
And bound within the port their crowded fleet; 


Wat thou not furniſh'd by our choiceft care 


At length theſe words with accent low return'd z 
Me, lock'd in ſleep, my faithlefs crew bereft _ 
Of all the bleſſings of your godlike giſt! 
But grant, oh grant our loſs we may retrieve :- 
A favour you, and you alone can give. 
Thus | with art to move their pity try'd, 
And touch'd the youths; bur their ſtern fire re- 
ly'd: | 
Vile 3 begone! this inſtant I command 
Thy fleet accurs'd to leave our hallow'd land. 
His baneful ſuit pollutes theſe bleſs'd abodes, 8g 
Whoſe fate proclaims him hateſul to the Gods. 
Thus fierce he faid : we ſighing went our way, 
And with deſpondling hearts put off to ſea. 
The failors, ſpent with toils, their folly mourn, 
But mourn in vain; no proſpect of return. 90 
Six days and nights a doubtful courſe we ſteer, 
The next proud Lamos' ſtately towers appear, 
And Leſtrigonia's gates ariſe diſtin in air. 


But he that ſcorns the chains of ſleep to wear, 

And adds the herdſman's to the ſhepherd's care. 

So near the paſtures, and ſo ſhort the way, 

His double toils may claim a double pay, | 

And join the labours of the night and day. x08) 
Within a long receſs a bay there lies, 

Edg'd round with cliffs, high pointing to the ſkies; 

The jutting ſhores that ſwell on either fide | 

Contract its mouth, and break the ruſhing tide. 

Our eager ſailors ſeize the fair retreat, 1 


For here retir'd the ſinking billows ſleep, 
And ſmiling calmneſs filver'd oer the deep. 
only in the bay refus'd to moor, 2 5 
And fix'd, without, my halſers to the ſhore. 110 
From thence we climb'd a point, whoſe airy 
brow | 
Commands the proſpect of the plains below: 
No tracts of beaſts, or ſigus of men, we found, 
But ſmoky volumes rolling from the ground. 
Two with our herald thither we command, 115 
With ſpeed to leatn what men poſſeſo'd the land. 
They went, and kept the wheel's ſmooth beaten. 
road 4 6:4 
Which to the city drew the mountain wood ; 
When lo! they met, beſide a cryſtal ſpring, 
The daughter of Antiphates the king ; 
She to Artacia's ſilver ſtreams came down 
(Artacia's ſtreams alone ſupply the town): 
The damſel they approach'd, and aſk'd what race 
The people were? ho monarch of the place? 
Wich joy the maid th* unwary ſtrangers heard, 125 
and ſhow'd them where the royal dome appear d. 
They went; but as they entering ſaw the queen 
Of ſize enormous, and terrific mien | 
(Not yielding to ſome bulky mountain's height), 
A ſud den horror ſtruck their aching ſight. , N. 
Swifa t her call her huſband ſconr'd away ; 
To wreak his hunger on thedeſtin'd prey; 
One fo- his food the raging glutton flew. 
But two ruſh'd out, and to the navy flew. 


Balk d of his prey, the yelling monſter flies, 135 
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A ghaſtly hand of giants hear the roar, ſhore. 
And, ponring down the mountains, crowd the 
Fragments they rend from off the craggy brow, 
And daſh the ruins on the ſhips below: 140 
The crackling veſſels burſt ; CEE groans ariſe, 
And mingled herrors echo to the ſkies; _ 


The men, like fiſh, they ſtuck upon the flood, | 


nd cramm'd their filthy throats with human 
hilſt thus their fury rages at the bay, 145 {[food. 
My ſword our cables cut, I call'd to weigh, [fly, 
And charg'd my men, as they from Fate would 
Each nerve to ſtrain, each bending oar to ply, | 


The ſailors eatch the word, their oars they ſeize, | 


And ſweep with equal ſtrokes the ſmoky ſeas: 150 
Clear of the rocks th' impatient veſſel flies; 
Whilſt in the port each wretch encumber'd dies. 
With earneſt haſte my frighted ſailors preſs, 
While kindling tranſports glow'd at our ſucceſs; 
But the ſad fate that did our friends deſtroy 
Cool'd every breaſt, and damp'd the riſing joy. 
Now dropp'd our anchors in the Zzan bay, 
Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day; 
Her mother Perse, of old Ocean's ſtrain, 
Thus from the Sun deſcended and the Main 


ISS 


. „ * « 


1 


5 160 


From the ſame lineage ſtern Eætes came, TY 


The far-fam'd brother of th' enchantreſs dame); 
Goddeſs, and queen, to whom the powers belong 
Of dreadful magic, and commanding ſong. 

Some God directing to this peaceful bay 165 
Silent we came, and melancholy lay, [roll'd on, 

Spent, and o erwatch' d. Two days and nights 
And now the third ſueceeding morning ſhone. _ | 


I climb'd a cliff, with ſpear and ſword in hand, 1 


Whoſe ridge o'erlook'd a ſhady length of land: 170 
'To learn if aught of mortal works appear ? 
Or cheerful voice of mortal ſtrike the ear? 
From the high poiat I mark'd, in diſtant view, 
A ſtream of curling ſmoke aſcending blue, 

And ſpiry tops, the tuſted trees above, 

Of Circe's palace boſom'd in the grove. 
Ihbither to haſte, the region to explore, N 
Was firſt my thought: but ſpeeding back to ſhore, 
1 deem'd it beſt to viſit firſt my crew, . 
And ſend ont ſpies the dubious coaſt to view. 180 
As down the hill ſolitary go, . 

Some Power divine, who pities human woe, 
Sent a tall ſtag, deſcending from the wood, 
To cool his fervour in the cryſtal flood; 
Luxuriant on the wave-worn bank he lay, 
Stretch'd forth, and panting in the ſunny ray. 

1 launch'd my ſpear, and with a ſadden wound, 
Tranſpierc'd his back, and fix'd him to the ground. 
He falls. and mourns his fate with human cries : 
Through the wide wound the vital ſpirit flies. 190 
drew, and caſting on the river's fide | 
The bloody ſpear, his gather'd feet I ty'd 1 
With twining oziers, which the bank ſupplied. J 
An ell ia length the pliant whiſp I weav'd, : 
And the huge body on my ſhoulders heav'd: 19 
Then, leaning on my ſpear with both my hands, 

; 1 my load, and preſs d the ſinking ſands ' 
Wich weighty ſteps, till at the ſhip I threw ” 
The welcome burden, and beſpoke my crew : 

Cheer up, my friends] it is not yet our fate 200 


175 


185 


To glide with ghoſts through Pluto's gloomy gate. 


> 


Food in the deſart land, behold ! is given; 
Live, and epjoy the providence of Heaven. 


As huge in length extended lay the beaſt: 


POPE'S HOMER. 


The joyful crew ſurvey his mighty ſize, 
And on the future banquet feaſt their eyes, 


. f 
205 


Then waſh their hands, and haſten to tLe ſeat. 
There, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the light, | 
They ſate indulging in the genialrite, 
_=—_ evening rele, and darkneſs covered o'er 210 
The face of things, we flept along the ſhore, 
But when the roſy morning warm'd the eaſt, 

My men l ſummon'd, and thefe words addreſt: 
Followers and friends, attend what | propoſe: 
Ye ſad companions of Ulyſſes' woes! 215 
We know not here what land before ns lies, 
Or to what quarter now we turn our eyes, 
Or where the ſun ſhall ſet, or where ſhall riſe. 
Here let us think (if thinking be not vain) _ 


If any counſel, any hope remain. | -220 
1 Alas! from yonder promontory's brow, 


I view'd. the coaſt, a Fgion flat and low; 

An iſle incircled with the boundleſs flood; 

A length of thickets, and entangled wood. 
Some ſnioke I ſaw amid the foreſts riſe, 225 
and all around jt only ſeas and ſkies! 


With broken hearts my ſad companions 2 


Mindful of Cylop and his human food, „ 


And horrid Leſcrigons, the men of blood. 
| Preſagirig tears apace began to reign; _ 


238 


But tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 

ln equal parts | ſtraight divide my band, 
And name a chief each party to command; 
I led the ane, and of the other ſide e 
Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 235 
Then in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 
And Fortune caſts Eurylochus to go : 


He march'd with twice eleven in his train: 
Penſive they march, and penſive we remain. 


The palace in a woody vale they ſound, 240 
High rais'd of ſtone ; a ſhaded ſpace around; 
Whe mountain, wolves and brindled lions roam, 
(By magic tam'd) familiar to the dome, 
With gentle blandiſhments our men they mect, 
And wag their. tails, and fawning lick their 

feet. : 245 
As from ſome feaſt a man returning late, 
His faithſul dogs all meet him at the gate, 
Rejoicing round, ſome morſel to receive 
(Such as the good man ever us'd to give). 
Domeſtic thus the griſly beaſts drew near; 250 
They gaze with wonder, not unmix'd with fear. 


Now on the threſhold of the dome they ſtood, 


And heatda voice reſounding through the wood : 
Plac'd a: her loom within the Goddeſs ſung ; 

The vaulted roofs and ſolid pavement rung. - 235 
O'er the fair web the riſing figures ſhine, 
Immortal labour ! worthy hands divine. 

Polites to the reſt the queſtion mov'd 

(A gallant leader, and a man I lov'd) : | * 

What voice celeſtial, chanting to the loom : 
(Or Nymph, or Goddeſs) echoes from the ner f 
Say, ſhall we ſeek acceſs ? With that they call; 
And wide unfold the portals of the ball. 

The Goddeſs, riſing, aſks her gueſts to ſtay, 
Who blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
Eurylochus alone of all the band, _ * 
Suſpecting fraud, more prud-ntly remain d. 4 
On thrones around with downy coverings £745 ©» 


With ſemblance fair, th* unhappy men ſhe plac 9. 
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Mix newly pre ſs d, the ſacred flour of wheat, 270 
and honey freſh, and Pramman, wines the treat: ? 
Int venom'd was the bread, and.mix'd the bowl, 
With drugs of force to darken all the foul; :: 
won in the-luſcious feaſt themſelves they loſt,  .... 
and drank oblivion of their native coaſt. 275 
Inſtant her circling wand the Goddeſs waves, 
To hogs transforms them, and the ſty receives. 
No more was ſeen the human form divine; 

Head, face, and members, briſtle into ſwine 
gell curs d with ſenſe, their minds remain alone, 280 
aud their own voice affrights them when they 


dan. 1 Login 
Mean Low the Goddeſs in diſdain beſtows 
The maſt and acorn, brutal food ! and ſtrows 
The ſruits of cornel, as their feaſt, around; 
Now prone and groveling on unſavoury ground. 285 
Eurylochus, with penfive ſteps and flow, 
Aphaſt returns; the meſſenger of woe, 
And bitter fate. To ſpeak he made eſſay, 


as 


In vii eſſay d, nor would his tongue obey, 

His ſwelling heart deny'd the words their way: 
But ſpeaking tears the want of words ſupply, 
And the full ſoul burſts copious from his eye; 
Affighted, anxious for our fellows! fates, 

We preſs to hear what ſadly he relates: | 

We went, Ulyſſes! (ſuch was thy command) 295 
Through the lone thicket and the deſart land. 

A palace in a woody vale we found, _ 1 
Brown with dark foreſts, and with ſhades around. 
A voice celeſtial echoed from the dome, 

Or Nymph, or Goddeſs, chanting to the loom. 300 
Acceſs we ſought, nor was acceſs denied: 
Radiant the came: the portal's open'd wide: 
The Goddeſs mild invites the gueſts to ſtay : 
They blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 

l only wait behind, of all the train; 

| waited long, and ey'd the doors in vain : 

The reſt are vaniſh'd, none repaſs'd the gate; 
And not a man appears to tell their fate. 

heard, and inſtant o'er my ſhoulders flung , 
The belt in which my weighty faulchion hung 310 
(A beamy blade); then ſeiz'd the bended bow, 
And bade him guide the way, reſolv'd to go. 

He, proſtrate falling, with both hands embrac'd 
My knees, and, weeping, thus his fuit addreſs'd: 

0 king, belov'd of Jove ! thy ſervant ſpare, 315 
And ah, thyſelf the raſh attempt forbear! 
Never, alas | thou never ſhalt return, 

Or ſee the wretched for whoſe loſs we mourn. 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, 
Aud ſave the few not fated yet to die. 

| anſwer'd ſtern: Inglorious then remain, 
Here feaſt and loiter, and deſert thy train. 
Alone, unfriended, will I tempt my way ; 

The laws of Fate compel, and I obey. 

This faid, and ſcornful turning from the ſhore 325 
My haughty ſtep, 1 ſtalk'd the valley v'er., 

Till now approaching nigh the magic bower ; | 

Where dwelt th* enchantreſs fkill'd in herbs of 
power, | 

A form divine forth iſſued from the wood 

immortal Hermes with the golden ro) 

5 human ſemblance. On his bloomy face 

outh ſmib'd celeſtial, with each opening grace. 

e leis d my hand, and gracious thus began: 
Ah! whither roam'ſt thou, much enduring man? 
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| Then take the ant 


Shall guard thee, and avert. 
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Oh Ying fate, what led thy ſteps to rore 335 
. 


7 
- 


Ea 


| mazes of this magic grov e! 
friend you ſeek. in —— or nity tg 30 
Fes. $ 


The, err 


Think ft thou by wit to model their eſcape ?; _ ..- 


Fall prone their ni 5 0. ger know, 97155 
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Now hear her wicked, arts. e 855 — ; 2 2 
The bowl ſhall ſparkle, a the banquet riſe; Rr 


The plant I give, t 


| Fake this, nor ſrom the faitbleſs feaſt abſtain, | ..- - 
| For temper'd.drugs.and: poiſons ſhall be vain.- 


Soon as ſhe ſtrikes her wand, and gives the word, 


| Draw forth and brandiſh thy refulgent, ſword, 350 


And menace death: thoſe menaces ſhall move 


Her _—_ 8 1 love. he 
Nor ſhun the bleſſing proffer'd to thy arm,, 
Aſcend her bed, and taſte celeſtial af 1 
So ſhall thy tedious toils a reſpite find, 1 AFS* 


And thy loſt friends return to human kind. 1 
But ſwear her firſt by thoſe dread oaths that tie 


- | The Powers below, the Bleſſed in the; {ky; 


Leſt to thee naked ſecret fraud be meant. 
Or magic bind thee cold and impotent. {drew 360 
Thus while he ſpoke, the ſovereign plant he 
Where on th' all- bearing earth unmark d it grew, : 
And ſhow'd its nature and its wonderous power: 
Black was the root, but milky-white the flower; 
Moly the name, to mortals hard to find, 56s 
But all is eaſy to th' ztherial kind. n 
This Hermes gave; then, gliding off the glade, * 
Shot to Olympus from the woodland ſhade. _ 
While, full of thought, revolving fates to come, 
[ ſpeed my paſſage to th' enchanted dome; 370 
Arriv'd, before the lofty gates [| ſtay'd; . , 
The loſty gates the Goddeſs wide diſplay'd; 
She leads before, and to the feaſt invites: 
[ follow ſadly to the magic rites. 
Radiant with ſtarry ſtuds, a ſilver ſeat h 375 
Receiv'd my limbs; a foot ſtool eas d my feet. 
She mix'd the potion, fraudulent of foul; WP 
The poiſon mantled in the golden bowl, 
I took and quaff'd it, confident in Heaven: 
Then wav'd the wand, and then the word was gis 
Hence to thy fellows! (dreadful ſhe began) [yen, 
Go, be a beaſt !—l heard, and yet was man. 
Then ſudden whirling, like a waving flame, 
My beamy faulchion, 1 aſſault the dame. 
Struck with unuſual fear, ſhe trembling cries, 
She faints, ſhe falls; ſhe liſts her weeping eyes. 
What art thou? ſay | from whence, from whom 
you came ? re wn 
Oh more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 
Amazing ſtrength, theſe poiſons to ſuſtain! _ 
Nor mortal thou, nor mortal is thy brain. 390 
Or art thou he? the man to come (foretold | 
By Hermes powerful with the wand of gold), _ 
The man from Troy, who wander'd ocean round 
he man for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 
Ulyſſes? oh! thy threatening fury ceaſe, - [peace; 
Sheathe thy bright ſword, and join our hands in 
Let mutual joys our mutual truſt combine, 


385 


und love, and love - born confidence, he thine. 


And how, dread Circe! (furious I rejoin) 
San love, and love: horn confidence, he mine! 400 
ä 8 "Es | 
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With carpets ſpread; a footſtool at my ſeet. 


Four faithful hindmaids the foft r 2 
Nyniphs' ſprimg from tougtains, of fem wady 
GC ef 4 s, An it 2 FRI, hb ſ 10 415 . 
Or the fair offspring of the ſacred floods. 
One o'er the cbthes painted carpets threr rr, 
Whoſe purple luftre A8 againſt the vie: 
White linen lay beneath. Another plac d 
The ſilver ſtands with golden flaſkets grac'd 420 
With duleet beverage this the beaker crown'd. 
Fair in the hiidſt, with gilded cups around : 
That in the tripod o'er the kindled pile 
The water pours; the bubbling waters boil : 
An ample vaſe receives the ſmoking wave; 425 
And, in the bath prepar d, my limbs I lav: 
Reviving ſweets repair the mind's decay, 
And take the painful ſetiſe of toil a ay. 
A veſt and tunic o'er me next ſhe three, 
Freſh frum the bath, and dropping balmy dew; 430 
Then led and plac'd me on the ſovereign ſeat, 


The golden ewer a nymph obſequious brings, 
Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſprings: 


A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. 
I waſh'd. The table in fair order ſpread, 
They heap the glittering caniſters with bread! 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 
Of choiceſt ſort and favour, rich repaſt! 
Circe in vain invites, the feaſt to ſhare : 
Abſent I ponder, and abſorb in care 
While ſcenes of woe roſe anxious in my breaſt, 
The queen beheld me, and thoſe words addreſt: 
Why fits Ulyſſes filent and apart, 445 
Some hoard of grief eloſe- harbour'd at his heart? 
Untouch'd before thee ſtand the cates divine, 
And unregarded laughs the roſy wine. 
Can yet a doubt or any dread remain, ( 
When Tworn that oath Which never can be yain? 450 
Fanfwer'd : Goddeſs ! human is thy breaſt, - 
By juſtice ſway'd, by tender pity preſt: | 
IIl fits it me, whoſe friends are ſunk to beaſts, 
To quaff thy bowls, or riot in thy feaſts. ; 
Me would'ſt thou pleaſe? For them thy cares em- 
5 t to me reſtore, and me to joy. (ploy, 
h that ſhe parted; in her potent hand 
She bore the virtue of the magic wand. 755 
Then haſtening to the ſties, ſet wide the door, 
Urg' d forth, and drove the briſtly herd before; 46p 
* *Unwie}dy, ont they ruſh'd with general cry, 
Enormous beaſts diſhoneſt to the eye. 
Now touch'd” by counter charms, they change 
And ſtand 'maj*ftic, and recall'd to men. 
Thofe Hair, of late that briſtd every part, 465 
Fall off; miraculous effect of art! 1— 


o 


4 1 Then bring thy friends, ſecure ſrom future harms, 
And in our grottoes ſtow thy ſpoils and arms. 480 


1 


[again | 


San J TAL AI the form-in full proportion tife;n / v1 
O thou of fraudful heart!“ ſhall The led The 


ore young, more large, mart graceful to my eyes 

| They faw; they knew:me, and with eager pace 

lung to their'maſter ima long embraceo: | 479 
ad, pleafing ſight!” with tears each eye ran o'er, 

nckſobs of joy re- echoed through the howtr ; 

v'n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 

elt pity enter, and ſuſtain'd her part. 


1 Son of Laertes! (then the queen began) 475 


h much-enduring, much experienc'd man! 
aſte to thy veſſel on the ſea · beat ſuore, 
nload thy treaſures, and the galley moor: 


{ She ſaid : obedient to her high command, 
I quit the place, and haſten to the ſtrand. 
My fad companiont on the beach I found. 
Their wiſtful eyes in floods of ſorrow drowu'd. 
jAs from freſh paſtures and the dewy field 4; 
(When loaded cribs their evening banquet yield) 
The Jowing herds return; around them throng 
With les ps and bounds their late-impriſon'd young; 
Ruſh to tñeir mothers with unruly joy, 
And echoing hills return the tender er: 490 
So round me preſs'd, exulting at my ſight, 
With cries and agonies of wild delight. 
The weeping ſailors; nor leſs fierce their joy 
Than if return'd to Ithaca from Troy, 
Ah, maſter ! ever honour'd, ever dear! 495 
(Theſe tender words on every {ide | hcar) 
What other joy can equal thy return? 95 
Not that lov'd country for whoſe fight we mourn ? 
The ſoil that nurs'd us, and that gave us breath: 
But, ah] relate our loſt companions death. 500 
I avſwer'd chearful: Haſte, your galley moor, 


With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplies 435 ö And bring our treaſures and our arms aſhore: 


| Thoſe in yon hollow caverns let us lay; 


Then riſe, and follow where I lead the way. 

+ | Your fellows live: believe your eyes, and come £05 

To taſte the joys of Circe's ſacred dome. 
Alone Eurylochus perſnades theirſtay. 

| Whither (he cry'd) ah! Whitber will ye run? 

Seek ye to meet thofe evils ye ſhould ſhun? 519 

Will you the terrors of the dome explore, 


With ready ſpeed the joyſul crew obey: 


In ſwine to grovel, or in livns-roar, 
Or wolf-like how], away the midnight hour 


In dreadful watch around the magic bower! 


Remember Cyclop, and his bloody dead; 5Iz 


'| The leader's raſhneſs made the ſoldiers bleed. 


I heard incens'd, and firſt reyolv'd to ſpeed 

My flying faulchion at the rebels head. 

Dear as he was, by ties of kindred bound, 

This hand had ſtretch'd him breathleſs on the 
ground. | 


But all at once my interpoſing train ; 
For mercy pleaded nor could plead in vain] 
Leave here the man who dares his prince deſert, 
Leave to repentance and his own ſad heart, 
To guard the ſhip. Seek we the ſacred ſhades $35 
Of Circe's palace, where Ulyſſes leads. : 
This with-one voice declar'd, tbe riſing train 
Left the black veſſel by the murmuring mam. 
Shame touch'd Eurylochus's alter'd breaſt, Rape 
He ſear d my threats, and follow'd with the felt 5 3 
Mean while the Geddeſs, with indulgent cares 
And ſocial joys, the late transſorm'd repairs 
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horn faint? s Rear but the maſt, the, ſpacious fail diſplay, / 600 179 
The bath, : * deen eee ne: _ he norifegn ſh wing thee A Way 5 
„e en ee 0 er eg eyes beheick 335, Won ſhalt chen regch old Ocean's utmoſt ends, 4 
Jes. hrightening with ee, we 535 N ee, Rs r I 
— — yy. > 00k" ee rar Tue barten trees of Proſerpine's black woods, ; 
r, MW aan ah heir fobsthecraylted-xoofs-feſanuds! /! Hoplgrs and hf eie ia 6 FA ode es „ 
hen huſh” allion, thus the Goddeis | DRY E203 T1. Yo Sade <> ; 
When huſh'd their paſſion, thus the Goddefs j wp pla 16 b * eee 1 4 
Vlyfes, taught by labouts to be iſe, [cries à C540 1. * 2 Pie 87 7 85 hoy RR Ys : don 7 4 
lis mort memory of grief ſufhee. | 2 CY: en | ek Acherea nee bi. 
475. To me are known the various woes ye hore, e e 5 YG FIN PR TN 45 7 be 
TY In torms by. ſca,n petila on the ſhore; g 221194 0 a D eh 1 ; tah phe Ka > cad 18tang 2 | 19 1 
i Forget whatever Way in; Fentune“s poWer-; at. 40 i 8 . Be . ch. infernal laks Di 7 
ih And ſhare.the plealures-ol this genial hour. 5457; here line & One RY; 1 Ear dg a P4 IF 
0 arn« orrow for a country lolt. | s , 4 38 
| 8 a a ade ea now, + af ak ye go Trench the black earth a cubit long and wide: 61g 1 
Too faithful ruemory renews your Ne .. 0 all the es ar e e pours * 1 
e; The caufe remov'd, habituat griefs remain, Fro. And o as t gre tents 7 rew the halo xl 
2 nd the ſoul ſaddens by the uſe of pain. 1 _ 2 : | : bh 
45 : Her kind entreaty ingv'd the general breiſt; n wine and milk, with honey temper d, bring; ** 
a) Tird with long toil, we willing ſunk ro reſt. [And living waters from the cryſtal ſpring. Wo. 
g We ply'd the banquet, and the bowl we crown'd, | Then the wan ſhades and feeble ghoſts implore, 620 = 
ung, Till the full circle of the year came round. ;,-5.55 P promis d offeriugs on thy native ſhore; 45 
But when the ſcaſons, following in their train, A barren TOW, the ſtatelieſt of the ifle, "IVE 18 
| 430 Broyght back the months, the days, and hours, And, hea d wo Pg bay 2, . Lang ile = 4 1 1 
, As from a lethargy at once they riſe, ' [ayaln; Theſe we ONE renz but te THE mn 49 
And urge their chief with animating cries ; A. fable ram, the pride of all thy breed. ; 635 i 4 
ls this, Ulyſſes, our inglorious lat? 360 Theſe ſoltmn vowis and holy offerings paid vr 1 
And is the name of Itheca forgot? To all the phantom natious of the dead: | 
495 Shall never the dear land in proſpectriſe, Be next thy care the ſable ſheep to place r 12. 4 
i Or. the lov'd palace glitter iu our eyes? Full Ger the pit, and hell-ward turn their face: = 
oe 5 Melcing 1 heard; yet till the ſun's decline But from ch ofernal rice thine eye withdraw, 630 uy 
wha Prolong'd the Feaſt, and quaff'd the roſy wine 1565 And back to Ocean glance with reverend we. 1 
+ But when the ſhades came un at evening haur, | Sudden ſha}l kim along the duſky glades 1 
500 And all lay lumbering in the duſky bower ; ham airy ſhoals, aud viſionary ſh ider, 1. 
ory | came a ſuppliant, to fair Ciree's bed, [Then give, commapd the ſacrifice to hafle, TORE” 33 
| The tender moment ſeiz'd, and thus I fad: Let the flay'd victims in the flame be caſt, ; 636 Y 
| De mindful, Goddeſs, of thy, prumiſc made; 570 And lacrec yows and myſtic ſong applyd n 1 
Mutt fad Ulyſſes ever be delay d? o griity Pluto and his gloom bride... rr g 3 
e £OF Around their lord. my ſad companions mpurn, ., , |Wideocr the pools thy CEO Wag ar ound L. Try 
Each breaſt beats homeward, anxious $0 xeturn : : | Shall drive the ſpeQres from forbidde gtound: 4 » 
but a moment parted from thy eyes, I Theſacre6 draught ſhall all the dead forbear, 640 * 
Their tears flow round me, and my, heart complies. Till aw aul fr Wy the ſhades 1 5 the ſeer. ER. 
| $10 Go then, (ſhe cry. d) ah, go! yet.t ink, not I, Let him, oracu ous, the end, the Way, gan N 
ö Not Circe, but the Fates, your wiſh deny. be turns of all thy future fate, diſplay, 


Ah, hope not yet to breathe thy native air! [hy pilgrima 


ge to come, and remnant of thy 
Far other journey firſt demands thy care; day. 2 
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To tread th* uncomfortable paths beneath, ; 580 So ſpeaking, from the ruddy orient fhone 64 | 
” And view the realms of darkneſs and of death. The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne, 9 
513 There ſeek the Theban bard, depriv d of fight : The Goddeſs with a radiant tvnic dreſs d - 
Within, irradiate with prophetic light; ._ | My limbs, and o'er me caſt a ſilken velt. 5 * 
To whom Perſephone, entire and whole, Long flowing robes of pureſt white arrdy 1 
Gave to retain th' unſeparated ſoul: | 585 The nymph, that added luſtre to the day: 4 6509. "= 
- ts The reſt are forms, of empty zther made; _ _ - | A tar wreath'd her head with many a fold; ih 
4 oy lmpaſſive ſemblance, and a fitting ſhade,. I | Her waiſt wascircled with a zone of gold Co | 
Struck at the word, my very heart was dead. | Forth iſſuing then, from place to place 1 flew; 
Penſive I ſate; my tears bedew'd the bed; Rouze man by man, and animate my crew, - 
«rt To hate the light and life my fonl begun, 590 | Riſe, riſe, my mates! *tis Circe givescommand: 653 
F And ſaw that all was grief beneath the ſyn. Our journey calls us; haſte, and quit the laud. t 
_—_ Compos'd at length, the guſhing tears ſuppreſt, All riſs and follow, Jet depart not all, 
And my toſt limbs now weary'd intc reſt :, For Fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 
* e. I tread (I cry'd) ah, Circe! ſay, A youth there was, Elpenor was he naw'd, 


_ dark deſcent, and who ſhall guide the way? Not much forſenſe, not much for courage iam dt CC 
an living e. | 


wing eyes behold the realms below? 396 The youngeſt of cur band, a vulgar foul, 
t. 530 What bark to waft me, and what wind to blow? Born but to bau guet, and to drain the bowl. 
ak Thy tated road {the magic power reply'd) _ IIe, hot and carclefs, on a turret's height Ho 
Divine Ulyſſes! als no mortal guide. | With fleep repair'd the long debauch 6f night : 
8 | | 4 2 
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And down he haſten'd; but forgot the way; 
Full endlong from the roof the flgeper fell, 
And ſnapp'd the ſpinal joint, and wak'd in hell. 
The reſt crowd round me with an eager look; 
I met them with a ſigh, and thus beſpoke : 
Already, friends! ye think your toils are-o'er, 
Your hopes already touch your native ſhore : © 
Alas! far otherwiſe the nymph declares, 
Far other journey firſt demands our cares; 
'To trea | 
The dreary realms of darkneſs and of death: 
To ſeek Tireſias“ awful ſhade below, .; 
And thence our fortunes and our fates to know. 


7 


| 670 


Ihe ready victims at our dark we found; 151 


PO PES HOMER. 
The ſudden tumult ſtirt'd him where ke lay, 653 


| My fad companions heard in deep deſpait; 


| Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 6 
a earth they feh; the tears began to rain; I 
I But tears in mortal Miſeries are vain, 


| Sadly they far'd along the ſca · beat ſhore 3 + 
Still heav'd their hearts, and ſtill their eyes ran 
Lofer. #5 ell 5 


Y ar 6 
The ſable ewe and ram, together bound, 15 


| I For ſwift as thought the Goddeſs had there 
th uncomfortable paths beneath, 675 e 
5 8 paths of Gods what mortal can ſurvey? 


And thence had glided viewleſs as the air: 


ho, eyes their motion? who ſhall trace their 
way't 4 0 7 ch Ys 699 
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At once the maſt we rear, at once unbind 

The ſpacious ſheet, and {tretch it to the wind: 
Then pale and penſi 
* ſolemn horror ſaddens every breaſt. 
2 


While the wing'd veſſel flew along the tide; 
Our oars we ſhipp'd : ali day the ſwelling fails 
Full from the guiding pilot catch'd the gales. 
Now funk the ſun from his aerial height, 
And o'er the ſhaded billows ruſb'd the night: 


mounds. _ | 
There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, 
The duſky nation of Cimmeria dwells ; 
The ſun ne' er views th' uncomfortable ſeats, 
When tadiant he advances, or retreats ! 
Unhappy race! whom endleſs night invades, 


ſhades. . ; ©7260 

The ſhip we moor on theſe obſcure abodes z 
Diſbark the ſheep, an offering to the Gods; | 
And, hell-ward bending, o'er the beach deſcry 
The doleſome paſſage to th' infernal ſky. 
The victims, vow'd to each Tartarean Power, 
Eurylochus and Perimedes bore. 

Here open'd bell, all hell I here implor' d, 
And from the ſcabhard drew the ſhining ſword ; 


* Circe. a 


BOOK XI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


OW to the ſhores we bend, a mournful train, 
IN Climb the tall bark, and launch into the main: A cavern form'd, a cubit long and wide, 30 


eſhening breeze the Magic Power ſupplied, 


When lo! we reach'd old Ocean's utmoſt bounds, 
Where rocks controul his waves with ever-during Black as theſe regions, to Tireſias bleed. 
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Le. continues bis narration, How be arrived at the land of the Cimmerians, and what ceremonies be prrforned 
| To in volle the dr - The manner of bis deſcent, and the apparition of the ſpades . bis converſation with Elf enor, 
and with Tirgſtas, who informs him in d prophetic manner of bis fortunes to come. He meets bis mother 
Antidlea, from whom be learns the ſtate of Bis family. He ſces the ſbades of the ancient heroines, afterwards af 
ve heroes; and converſes in particular with Agamemnon and Achilles. 
diſdains to anſever bim. He then beholds Tityus, Tantalus, ' Siſyphus, Hercules; till be is deterred from further 


Ajax keeps at a ſullen difiance, und 


curigſity by the apparition of borrid Jpeearer, and the cries of the wicked in torments. 


And, trenching the black earth on every ſide, 


New wine, with honey-temper'd milk, we bring, 
Then living waters from the cryſtal ſpring ; 


ve ſtand, with cares oppreſt, 5 O'er theſe was ftrew'd the conſecrated flour, 


And ot! the ſurface ſhone the holy ſtore. 


Now the wan ſhades we hail, th' infernal Gods, 
To ſpeed our courſe, and waft us o'er the floods: 


80 ſhall a barren heifer from the ſtall 
10 Beneath the knife upon your altars fall; 


| So in our palace, at our fafe return, & 
Rich with unnumber'd gifts the pile ſhall burn; 49 
So ſhall a ram the largeſt of the breed, 


15 Thus ſolemn rites and holy vows we paid 


Clouds the dull ar, and wraps them round in na 
| 20 And wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled ſhades; 50 


25 


To all the phantom-nations of the dead, | 
Then dy'd the ſheep ; à purple torrent flow'd, 45 
And all the caverns ſmok'd with ſtreaming blood. 
When, lo! appear'd along the duſky coats, 
Thin, airy ſhoals of viſionary ghoſts ; 

Fair, penſive youths, and ſoft enamour'd maids, | 


Ghaſtly with wounds the forms of warriors flain 
Stalk'd with majeſtic port, a martial train 1 
Theſe, and a thouſand more {warm d o'er the 
ground, 3 
And all their dire aſſembly ſhriek d around. 
Aſloniſh'd at the fight, aghaſt I ſtood, $3 
And a cold fear ran ſhivering through my blood; 
Straight I command the ſacrifice to haſte, | 


6 


Straight the flay'd victims to the flames are cal, ; 
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ard mutter'd vows, and myſtic ſong applied * | 


ily Pluto, and his gloomy bride. _ 
; gt Twit I wave my e o'er the blood; 
Rack ſtarted the pale throngs, and trembling ſtood, 
Round the black trench the gore untaſted flows, 
an Till awful from the ſhades Tireſias roſe. | 
There wandering through the gloom I {firſt 2 
v d, A ; * \ 5 
New to ve realms of death, Elpenor's ſhade : 
His cold remains all naked to the ſky, 
on diſtant ſhores unwept, unburied lie. 
; did at the ſight 1 ſtand, deep fix'd in woe, 
eir And ere I ſpake the tears began to flow: 70 
90 0 ſay what. angry power Elpenor led | 
| To glide in ſhades, and wander with the dead? 
How could thy ſoul, by realms and ſeas disjoin'd, 
2 Qut-fly the ob ſail, and kave the lagging 
5 _ oh 17 17787 | 
X The ghoſt replied ; To hell my doom I'owe, 73 
4 Dzmons accurſt, dire miniſters of woe ! 
k My feet; through. wine unfaithful. to their weight, 
Berray'd me tumbling from a towery height, 
Staggering | reel'd, and as I reel'd 1 fell, 
Lux'd the neck: jgint my ſoul deſcends to hell. 8e 
But lend me aid, I new. copjure thee lend 
By the ſoft tie and ſacred name of friend! 1 5 
n, By thy fond confort! by thy father's cares! 
ned By low d Telemachus's blooming years 
nor, For well | know that ſoon the heavenly Powers 85 
ther Will give thee back to day, and Circe's ſnores: 
1 U There picus on my cold remains attend, 
und There call to mind thy poor departed friend. 
ther The tribute of a tear is all l crave, . 
And the poſſeſſion of a peaceful grave, 90 
Dat if, unheard, in vain compaſſion plead, 
Revere the Gods, the Gods avenge the dead! 
30 Atomb along the watery margin raiſe, 
85 The tomb with manly arms and trophies grace, | 
Toſhew poſterity Elpenor was. 95 
There high in air, memorial of my name, 
Fir the ſmooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 
as; To Ws with tears: Thele rites, O mournſul 
* ade, ' ' 
535 Due to thy ghoſt, ſnall to thy ghoſt be paid. 
Still as 1 ſpoke, the phantom ſcem'd to moan, 100 
Tear follow d tear, and groan ſucceeded groan. 
but, as my waving ſword the blood ſurrounds, 
The ſhade withdrew, and mutcer'd empty ſounds. 
There as the wondrous viſions | ſurvey'd, 
All pale aſcends my royal mother's ſhade : 103 
A queen, to Troy ſhe ſaw our legions paſs; 
Now thin form is all Anticlea was! 
duck at the ſight, 1 melt with-filial-woe,. _ 
aud down my cheek the pious forraws flow, 


3 49 


Regardleſs of her ſon the parcut ſtood. . 
When lo! the mighty Theban I behold; 
To guide his ſteps he bore, a ſtaff of gold; 
Anful he tro&.! majeſtic was his look! | 
And from his holy lips theſe acccnts broke: 11: 
by, mortal, wandereſt thou from cheerfu] 


Totread the downward, melaneholy way ? 
hat angry Gods to theſe dark regions led 

p. e Jet alive, companion of the dead? 

” acathe thy poignard, while my tongue relate: 
eaven s tcdait purpoſe, and thy future fate. 


To the dark grave retiring 25.toreſ}, 


Yet as I ſhook my ſaulchion oer the blood, 120 


While yet he ſpoke, the Prophet T'obey'd, [+ 
And in the ſcabbard plung'd the'glittering blade: 
Eager he quaff'd the gore, and then expreſt © - 
Dark things ta come, the counſels of his breaſt: 125 
Weary of light, Ulyſſes here explores rr: 
A preſperous voyage to his native: ſhores; 

But know by me unerring Fates diſcloſe 
New trains of dangers, and new ſcenes of woes; 
[ ſee!'1 ſee thy bark by Neptune tuſt, 130 
For injur'd Cyclop, and his eye- hall Tofk'! tt 
Yet to thy woes the Gods decree an end, 

If Heaven thou pleaſe, and how to pleaſe attend 
Where on Trinacrian rocks the ocean roars, 

Graze numerous herds along the verdant hores; 1353 
Though hunger preſs, yet fly the dangerausprey, 
The herds are ſacred to the God of Day, 1 
Who all ſurveys with his extenſive eye 
Above, below, on earth, and in the ſky | SV $4 205 


Rob not the Godz ard fopropitious gales 140 


Attend thy voyage, and impel thy fails 
But, if his herds ye ſeize, beneath the waves! | | 
| ſee thy friends o'erwhelm'd in liquid grave! 
The direful wreck. Ulyſſes ſcarce ſur vive! 
Ulyſſes at his country ſcarce arrive! 12345 
Strangers thy guides! nor there thy labours end, 
New foes ariſe, domeſtic ends attend! 
rhere foul adulterers to thy-bride reſort. 

And lordly gluttons riot in thy court 1 
But vengeance haſtes amain ! Theſe eyes behold 
The deathful ſcene, princes:on princes rollid! 
That done, à people far froni ſea explore, 
Who-ne'er knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 
Or ſaw. gay veſſel ſtem the watery plain, 

I painted wonder flying on the main! 1835 
Bear on thy back an dar: with ſtrange amaze 


| \ ſhepherd meeting thee, the oar ſurveys, 


And names a van: there fix it on the plain, 


To calm the God that holds the watery reign; 


A three-fold offering to his altar bring, 160 


| 4A bull, a ram, a boar; and hail the Ocean-King. 


But, home return'd, to each æthereal power 

Slay the due victim in the geniakhour': - 

So peaceful ſnalt thou end thy bliſsful days, _ 

And ſteal thyſelf from life by flow decays: 165 

Unknown to pain, in age reſign thy breath, 

When. 2 en Neptune points the ſhaft with 
cath: ; 


4 


Thy people bleſſing, by thy people bleſt! 
Unerring truths, O man, my lips relate; 170 
This is thy life to come, and this is fate. 

To, whom unmov'd : If this the Gods prepare; 
What Heaven ordains, the wiſe with courage bear. 
Zut ſay, why yonder on the lonely ſtrands, 
Unmindful of her ſon, Anticlea tands ? 155 
Why to the ground ſhe: bends her downcaft eye? 
Why is ſhe ſilent; while her ſon is nig? 
The latent cauſe, O ſacred ſeer, reveal ! 

Nor this, replies the ſeer, will I conceal, 

Know, to the ſpectres, that thy beverage taſte, 183 
he ſcenes of life recur, and actions paſt: op 
hey, ſeal'd with truth, return the ſure reply; 

Che reſt; repell'd, a train.oblivious fly.” 

The phantom-prophet ceas'd, and funk fro 


| To the Black: pulace-of eternal night. 185 (fpby 


Still in the dark abodes of death ſtood, 


When near. Anticlea mar'd, arm death bly yg, 
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"Stxdlebe at modes i in 158 ſoul awaltes, Fi * 
And, owning: her Ulyſſes, thus the: Tpeaks : 44 
Com'ſt thou, my fon; alive, to realms'beneath; 190 
'Phe doleſome realms "of! darkneſs and of Fat 555 
8 Com'ſt thou alive from Pure, ztherea] day? 
Dire is the tegion, diſmal is the way! 1 4 
Here lakes profound, 4 floods oppoſe" their 
; Waves, . N e 
There the wide ſea with = his bittows bs 1 
Or (ſince to duſt proud Froy wbmis Hesel) 
Com'ſt thou a wanderer from the n 
Or ſay; ſince honbur call'd thee ta the field, 
Haſt thou thy Ithaca, TRY bride beheld ? 
Source of my life, 1 cry'd, from 7 I es 
To ſeck Tireſias in the nether „„ 
To learn my doom; ſor, balk ooh. wo to woe, | 
In every land Ulyffes finds à foe; 1 ben. 
Nor have theſe eyes beheld my native ares LA 
Since in the duſt. proud Troy ſubmits her towert) 56 
But, when thy foul from her ſweet manſion fled 
Say what diſtemper gave thee to the dead? 


"itt uf 92 


Has life's fair lamp declin'd by flow decays, - 5 ; 


Ot ſwift expir'd it in a ſudden blaze? n 15 80 
Bay it my fire, good old Laertes, moos 
If yet Telemichus;-my ſon, ſurvives ? T 
Say, by his rule is my dominion awd. 


. Or eruſn'd by traitors with an iron ee 512 157 | 


Say if my ſpoaſe maintains her royal truſt ; 

Though tempted, chaſte, and obſtinately jul! 226 

Or if no more her abſent lord ſhe wails © 

But the falſe woman oer the wife prevails ? : 
Thus 1, and thus the parent-ſhade return: 

Thee, everthes; thy faithful conſort mourn: 

Whether the night deſcends, or day wen 220 
Thee ſhe by night; and thee by day bewails, 
Thee in Telemachus thy realm obeys; * 

In ſacred groves celeſtial ri rites he pays; 

And ſhares the banquet i in ſuperior ſtate, 


Thy ſire in ſolitude foments his care: | 
The court is joyleſs, for thou art not FOE 
No coſtly carpets raiſe his hoary head, 3I'% 
No rich embroidery ſhines to grace his bed: 
Ev'n when keen winter freezes in the Kies 
Rank d with his ſlaves, on earth the monarch lies: 
Deep are his ſighs, his viſage pale, his dreſs ' 
The garb of woe, and habit of diſtreſs. 
And when the autumn takes his annual round, 
The leafy honours ſcattering on the ground; 
Regardleſs of his years, abroad he lies, 
His bed the leaves, his canopy the ſkies. + 
Thus cares on cares his painful days conſume, _ . 
And bow his age with ſorrow to the tomb“ 
For thee, my ſon, I wept my life away; 
For thee through hell's eternal dungeons ſtray vr” 
Nor came my fate by lingering pains and deve! 
Nor bent the filver-ſhafted Queen ber bog | 
No dire diſeaſe bereav'd me of my breath; 


Thou, thou, my ſon, wert my difeaſe and death; 245 
Unkindly with my love my fon conſpir' d, \'S, 


For thee l liv'd, for abſent thee expir'd. 
Thrice in my arms | ſtrove her ſhade to bind, 
Thrice through my arms ſhe 9 5 like N 

| wind, 
Or dreams, the vain illuſions of tha mind. 


Wild with defpair, I ſhed a copious tide ' 2 : 


Of flowing: ns © a thus with lighs var | 


12 #4, 


7 © 239 
Then, foftly ſighing, he the fair addrefs'd, - 


. 


235. 


war_—_ 


* 


0 


| Fly'ſt thou, ebe ſhade, 


y Daughters Rd wives of lors ind "my kus: ub 


| os great a blifs'to-w 
Or has bell's 
That! wretched- 


| ropes HOMER. 


while k this be 


| meurn? wol 


Ker to my arms, to ay embraces tera * 


Is it, ye Powers chat mile at human harms ! 4 \ 25 5, 
Within hey ms?! 15 

fi empty image ſent » | 2 

night even my joys lament? | 

O ſon of woe, the penſive ſhade rejoin'd, 


Qu em ati 


| Oh molt inur'd to grief of all mankind! 47-03 269 


'Tis not the Queen ef hell who thee . 
All, all are ſuch, when life the body leaves; 
No more the ſubRance of the man remains 
Nor bounds the blood along the purple veins: 
Theſe the funereak flames in atoms Pear, 266 26 3 
To wander with'the Wind in empty „ 
While the impaſſive ſoul reluctant flies, 
Like a vain dream to theſe infernal Kies. 
But from the dark dominions ſpeed thy way, > 
And climb the ſteep aſcent to upper day; 2 — 
To thy chaſte bride the Wondrons ſtory tell, 
The woes, the horrors; and the laws of nell. 
Thus Fi & poke, in ſwwarnis wart _ 


brinzss 


Thick and more thick they gather round the blood, 
Ghoſt throtg'd on ghoſt (a'dire aſſembly) Hood! 
Dauntleſs my ſword't ſeize *- the airy crew; 

Swift as it flaſh*d along the'gloom; withdre 101 ; 0 
Then ſhade to ſhadeè in mutual forms ſubckeds, 


Her race recounts, and their illuſtrious deeds.” 290 
Tyro began, whom great Salmoneus bred ; 5 te 


„ = 


$ 


I For fair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns ' 50 


| Smooth flows the gentle ſtream with wanton pride 
And in ſoft mazes rolls a ſilver tide. 
1 As on his banks the maid enamour'd roves, 

: The monarch of the deep beholds and pg 5 
.Grac'd with ſuch honours as become the great. 24S) | 
The amorous God deſcends into her arms: 
| Around, a ſpacious arch of -waves he then,” 77 
And high in air the liquid mountain roſe: 


Hail, happy nymph ! no vulgar births are ow * 
To the prolific raptures of a God: 


But in thy breaſt th* important truth conceal, 
1240 


'The royal partner” of fam'd Cretheus? bed. 


He pours his watery ſtore, the virgin burns; 


In her Enipeus form and bortow'd charms, PEE 
290 


Thus in ſurrounding floods conceal'd he proves 
The pleaſing tranſport, and completes his loves. 

111 2 293 
And as he ſpoke, her tender hand he preſſd: . 


Lo! when nine times the moon renews her horn, 
Two brother heroes ſhall from thee be-born : : 
Thy early care the future worthies claim, 

To point them to the arduous paths of fame; 


Nor dare the ſecret of a God reveal: 
For know, thou Neptune view it and at my nod 305 


» Earth trembles, and the waves confeſs their God. 


He added not, but mounting ſpurn'd the plain, 
Then plung'd into the chambers of the' main. 
Now in the time's full proceſs forth ſhe brings 
| Vw s dread vicegerents, in two future kings; - 370 
Oer proud Icolos Pelias ſtretch d his reign, 
And godlike Neleus rul'd the Py lian plain; 
Then, fruitful, to her Cretheus' royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fam'd ſon bred ; 
From the ſame fountain Amythaon roſe, 
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Hence ſprung Amphion, hence brave Zethus came, 


ODYSSE V, BOοα XI. 239 


There mov'd Antiope wich haughty charms, The wonderous youths had ſearce nine winters told, 
Who bleſt th? Almighty Thunderer in her arms: | When high in air, tremendous:to behold, ien 0 
Nine ells aloft. they rear'd tkeir towering head, 
rounders of Chebes, and men of mighty name; 320 And full nine cubits broad, their ſhoulders ſpread-. 
Though bold in open field, they yet ſurround Proud of their itrength and more than mortal ſiae, 
The town with walls, and mound inject on mound; The Gods they challenge, and affect the ſkies ; 1, 
Here ramparts ſtood, there towers roſe high in air, | Heav'd on Olympns tottering Oſſa ſtooad. 
and here through ſeven wide portals ruſh'd the} On Offa, Pelion nods with all his wood. 


e 


war. 010492 Rad Such were they youths ! had they to maphood 
There with ſoft ſtep the fair Alemena trod 325 rom nnn 
Who bure Alcides to the Thundexing Gol: | | Almighty Jove had trembled on his throne. 390 
Ard Megara, who charm'd the ſon of Jove, But, ere the harveſt of the beard began 
and {oſten'd his ſtern ſoul to tender love. [. To briſtle on the chin, and promiſe man, 
gullen and ſour with diſcontented mien I His ſhafts Apollo aim'd; at once they found, | .- 


ocaſta frown'd, th' inceſtuous Theban queen: 339 

With her own ſon ſhe join'd in nuptial bands, 

Though father's. blood imbrued his murderous 

hands : 111. * 

The Gods and men the dire offence deteſt, 

The Gods with all their fſuries rend his breaſt: 

jn loſy Thebes he wore th' imperial crown, 335 

A pempous wretch ! accurs'd upon a throne, | 

The wife ſelf-murder'd from a beam depends; . ; iis 

And her foul ſoul to blackeſt hell deſcends; And tow'rds his Athens bears the lovely prize; 

Thence to her ſon the choiceſt plagues ſhe brings, | There Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, 

And his fiends haunt him with a thouſand ſtings. 340 | The Goddeſs aims her ſhaft, the nymph expires. 

And now the beauteous Chloris 7 deſcry, 1 e and 45 N 40 

A lovely ſhade, Amphion's youngeſt joy! ere Eriphylè weeps, who looſely fold ©. 

With cis A. = As fought = arms, Her hee e for n luſt of gold. 8 a 
ä But ſhould J all recount, the night would fail, 

Unequal to the melancholy 4 NE 5 = 

And all-compoling reſt my nature craves, , | 410 

Here in the court, or, yonder on the waves; 

In you I truſt, and in the heavenly powers, 

To land Ulyſſes on his native ſhores. 
He ceas : but left ſo charming on their ear 
His voice, that liſtening ſtill they ſeem'd to hear. 415 

Till, riſing up, Arete ſilence broke, | 
Stretch'd out her ſnowy hand, and thus ſhe ſpoke : 
What wonderous man Heaven ſends us in our 
Hd guelt ! ' 1 ; * 
Through all his woes the hero ſhines confeſt; 
His comely port, his ample frame expreſs 420 
A manly air, majeſtic in diſtreſs. 
He, as my gueſt, is my peculiar care, 
360 You ſhare the pleaſure, then in bounty ſhare; 
tn toe at laſt, from curance where he lay, To mg in miſery a We 7 | 
us art revering, gave him back to day; And with a genarous hand reward his ſtay, 42 
Won by prophetic knowledge, ro fulfil | For, ſince kind Heaven with wealth our — 
wei eee rd 365 Give nm by aiding the diſtreſt. 
Leda the fair, the godlike Tyndar's bride: Then ſage Echeneus, whole grave reverend brow 
Hence Pollux ſprung, who wields with fur ious ſway The hand of time had lilver'd o'er with ſnow, 
The deathful tlet matchleſs in the fray ; Mature in wiſdom roſe : Your words, he cries 
gaun 7 N e les, 430 
And Caſtor glorious on th? embattled plain Demand obedience, for your words are wile, 
_ (ne prong Hed; reluQant 25 the rein: 370 50 let our 1 direct the porous way 
turns they viſit this ethereal Io generous act; our part is to obey, 

Aul live er and alternate die While life informs theſe limbs, (the king reply'd) 
In hell beneath, on earth, in heaven above, Well to deſerve be all my cares employ'd : 435 
ien the twin gods, the favourite ſons of Jove. But here this night the royal gueſt detain, 
5 acre*Ephimedia trod the gloomy plain, 375 ill the ſun flames along th' zthereal plain: 

ho _— the Monarch of the boundleſs main; = Ny taſk. 4 ſend Wy re erate 1 

ence Ephialtes, hence ſtern Otus ſprung, ; The ſtranger from our Nnolpitable ſhores ; 
More fierce than giants, more than Sade ſtrong ; | Tread you my ſteps! Tis mine to lead the race, 440 
Ine earth o'erburthen'd groan'd beneath their The firſt in glory as the firſt in place, 
| weight, : | To whom the prince : This night with joy [ ſtay, 
Wore but Orion Cer ſurpaſs'd their height. 380 O, monarch great in virtue as in ſway ! 


And ſtretch the giznt-monſters/o'er the ground. 
There mouruful Phædra with fad Procris 
moves, % 9.44 00 cet 95 
| Both beauteous ſhades, both hapleſs in their loves; 
And near them walk'd, with ſolemn pace and {low, 
Sad Ariadne, partner of their woe; =, | 
The royal Minos Ariadne bred, 2B 
| She Theſeus lov'd; from Crete with Theſcusfled; 400 
Swift to the Dian ifle the hero flies 


Nor paid too dearly for unequal'd charms ; 
Great in Orchomenos, in Pylos great, 345 
He ſway'd the ſceptre with imperial ſtate. 
Three gallant ſons the joyful monarch told, 
vage Neſtor, Periclimenus the bold, 

And Chromius laſt 3 but of the ſofter race, 
One nymph alone, a miracle of grace. | 
Kings on their thrones for lovely Pero hurn; 
The fire denies, and kings rejected mourn. 
To him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 
Whoſe arm ſhould raviſh from Phylacian fields * 
The herds of Iphiclus, detain'd in wrong; 

Wild, furious herbs, unconquerably ſtrong ! 

This dares a ſeer, but nought a ſeer prevails, 

In beauty's cauſe illuſtriouſly he fails; 

Twelve moons the foe the captive youth detains 
In painſul dungeons, and coercive chains; 
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2405 POPE'S 


If! thou the circling year my ftay eontrol, 
To raiſe a bounty noble as thy ſoul ; 4: 4 
The cireling year 1 wait; with ampler ſtores 
And fitter pomp to hail my native ſhores; 6 
Then by my realms due homage would be paid ; * | 
For wealthy kings are loyally obey' d! 1 

O king! for ſuch thou art, and ſure thy blood 450 
Through veins (he cry'd) of royal fathers flow'd; 
Unlike thoſe vagrants who on falſehood live, 
Skill'd in ſmooth tales, and artful to deceive ; 
Thy better ſoul abhors the liar's part, 
Wiſe is thy voice, and noble is thy heart; 
Thy words like muſic every breaſt control, 
Steal through the ear, and win upon the ſoui; 
Soft, as ſome ſong divine, thy ſtory flows, 
Nor better could the Mufe record thy woes. 

But ſay, upon the dark and diſmal coaſt, 460 
Saw*ft thou the worthies of the Grecian hoſt ? 
The godlike leaders who, in battle ſlain, 

Fell before Troy, and nobly preſt the plain? 
And, lo! a length of night behind remains, | 
The evening ſtars {till mount th* æthereal plains, 
Thy tale with raptures I could hear thee tell, 
Thy woes on earth, the wondrous ſcenes in hell, 
Till in che vault of Heaven the ſtars decay. 

And the ſky reddens with the riſing day. 

O worthy of the power the Gods aflign'd 470 
(Ulyſſes thus replies) a king in mind! 
Since yet the early hour of night allows 
Time for diſcourſe, and time for ſoft repoſe, 
If ſcenes of miſery can entertain, | 
Woes I unfold; of woes a diſmal train. 
Prepare to hear of murder and of blood: 
Of godlike heroes who uninjur'd ſtood 
Amidſt 2 war of ſpears in foreign lands, 
Yet bled at home, and bled by female lands. 

Now ſummon'd Proſerpine to hell'sblack hall 480 
The heroine ſhades; they vaniſh'd at her call. 

When, lo! advanc'd the forms of heroes flain 5 


455 


475 


By ſtern Ægiſthus, a majeſtic train; 

And high above the reſt, Atrides preſt the plain. 

He quaff d the gore: and ſtraight his ſoldier 

knew, a 485 

And from his eyes pour'd down the tender dew; 

His arms he ſtretch'd; his arms the touch deceive, 

Nor in the fond embrace, embraces give : | 

His ſubſtance vaniſh'd, and his ſtrength decay'd, 

Now all Atrides is an empty ſhade. 490 
Mov'd at the fight, 1 for a ſpace reſign'd 

To ſoft afhiction all my manly mind; 

At laſt with tears—O what relentleſs doom, 

Imperial phantom, bow'd thee to the tomb? 

Say, while the ſca, and while the tempett raves, 495 

Has fate oppreſs'd thee in the roaring waves, 

Or nobly ſeiz'd thee in the dire alarms | 

Of war and flavghter, and the claſh of arms? 
The ghoſt returns: O chief of human-kind 

For active courage and a patient mind; 

Nor while the ſca, nor while the tempeſt raves, 

Has Fate opprefs'd me on the roaring waves! 

Nor nobly ſciz'd me in the dire alarms 

Of war aud flaughter, and the claſh of arms. 

Stabb'd by a murderous hand Atrides dy'd, 

A foul adultcrer, and a faithleſs bride; 

Ev'n in my mirth and at the friendly feaſt, 

O'er the full bowl, the traitor ſtabb'd his gueſt ; 


500 


505 
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Thus by the gory arm of ſlaughter falls | 
The ſtately ox, and bleeds within the ſtalls. $10 
But not with me the direful murder ends, 
Thele, theſe expir'd! their crime, they were my 
friends! : | 


Thick as the boars, which ſome luxurious lord - 


Kills for the feaſt, to crown the nuptial board. 
When war has thunder'd with its loudeſt ſtorms, 315 
Death thou haſt ſeen in all her ghaſtly forms; 


In duel met her, on the liſted ground, 


When hand to hand they wound return for wound, 

But never have thy eyes aſtoniſh'd view'd 

So vile a deed,' fo dire a ſcene of blood. 

Ev'n in the flow of joy, when now the bowl 

Glows in our veins, and opens every ſoul, 

We groan, we faint; with blood the dome is dy'd, 

And o'er the pavement floats the dreadful tide 

Her breaſt all gore, with lamentable cries, 523 

The bleeding innocent Caſſandra dies! 

Then though pale death froze cold in every vein, 

My ſword I ſtrive to wield, but ſtrive in vain; 

Nor did my traitreſs wife theſe eye-lids cloſe, 

Or decently in death my limbs compoſe. 530 

O woman, woman, when to ill thy mind 

Is bent, all hell contains no fouler fiend :' 

And ſuch was mine! who baſely plung'd her ſword 

Thro' the fond boſom where ſhe reign'd ador'd ! 

Alas! I hop'd, the toils of war o'ercome, 535 

To meet ſoft quiet and repoſe at home; 

Deluſive Hope! O wife, thy deeds diſgrace 

The perjur'd fex, and blacken all the race; 

And ſhould poſterity one virtuous find, 

Name Clytemneſtra, they will curſe the kind. 540 

O injur'd ſhade, I cry'd, what mighty woes 

To thy imperial race from woman roſe ! 

By woman here thou tread'ſt this mournful ſtrand 

And Greece by woman lies a deſert land. 
Warn'd by my ills beware, the ſhade replies, 545 

Nor truſt the ſex that is ſo rarely wiſe ; 

Whea earneſt to explore thy ſecret breaſt ; 

Unfold ſome trifle, but conceal the reſt. 

But in thy conſort ceaſe to fear a foe, 

For thee ſhe feels ſincerity of woe : $50 

When Troy firſt bled beneath the Grecian arms, 

She ſhone unrival'd with a blaze of charms; 

Thy infant ſon her fragrant boſom preſs'd, 

Hung at her knee, or wanton'd at her breaſt; 

But now the years a numerous train have ran; 555 

The blooming boy is ripen'd into man; 

Thy eyes ſhall ſee him burn with noble fire, 

The fire ſhall bleſs his ſon, the ſon his ſire : 

But my Oreſtes never met theſe eyes, 

Without one look the murder'd father dies; 500 

Then from a wretched friend this wiſdom learn, 

Ev'n to thy queen diſguis'd, unknown, return; 

For ſince of womankind ſo few are juſt, 

Think all are ſalſe, not ev'n the faithful truſt. 
But ſay. reſides my ſon in royal port, 

In rich Orchomenus, or Sparta's court? 

Or ſay in Pyle? for yet he views the light, 


320 


Then 1: thy ſuit is vain, nor can! ſay 7 
If yer he breathes in realms of cheerful day: 57 
Or pale or wan beholds theſe nether ſkies ; 
Truth I revere : for Wiſdom never lies. 

Thus in a tide of tears our {. rrows flow, 
And add new horror to the realms cf woe; 


Nor glides a phantom thro? the realms of night. | 
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Til fide by ſide along the dfeaty coaſt 575 

4dvanc'd Achilles' and Patroclus' ghoſt, 

4 ſicndly pair! near theſe the + Pylian ſtray'd, 

4nd towering Ajax, an illuſtrious ſhade ! 

War was his joy, and pleas'd with loud alarms, 

None but Pelides brighter ſhone in arms. 580 
Thro' the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, 

And as he ſpeaks the tears deſcend in dew. | 
Com'ſt thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 

Where the van ſpectres walk eternal rounds; | 

Nor ſear'ſt the dark and diſmal waſte to tread, 585 

Throng'd with pale ghoſts familiar with the dead ? 


To ſeek the Theban, and conſult the Fates: 

For (till, diſtreſt, I rove from coaſt to coaſt, 

Loſt to my friends, and to my country loſt, 

But ſure the eve of Time beholds no name 

do bleſt as thine in all the rolls of fame; 

Alive we hail'd thee with our guardian Gods, 


390 


525 And dead, thou rul'ſt a king in theſe abodes. 
| Talk not ruling in this dolorous gloom, 595 
in, Nor think vain words (he cried) can eaſe my doom. 
Rather | chooſe laboriouſly to ber 
A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air, 
$30 A ſave to ſome poor hind that toils for bread ; - 
Than reign the ſceptred monarch of the dead. 600 
But ſay, if in my ſteps my ſon proceeds, 
fre And emulates his godlike father's deeds ? 
U If at the claſh of arms, and ſhout of foes, 
$33 Swells his bold heart, his boſom nobly glows? - 
y, if my fire, the reverend Peleus, reigns, 605 
Great in his Phthia, and his throne maintains: 
Or, weak and old, my youthful arm demands, 
To fx the ſceptre ſtedfaſt in his hands? 
$40 (might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 
8 And death releaſe me from the filent, urn! 610 
This arm, that thunder'd o'er the Phrygian plain, 
rand and ſwell'd the ground with mountains of the 
FF Sould vindicate my injur'd father's fame, [ ſlain, 
, 


Cruſh the proud rebel, and aſſert his claim. 
liluſtrious ſhade, (I cried) of Peleus' fares 

No circumſtance the voice of Fame relates: 

bu hear with pleas'd attention the renown, 

Ine wars and wiſdom. of thy gallant ſon : 

With me from Scyros to the field of fame 

Kaliant in arms the blooming hero came. 

Men Greece aſſembled all her hundred ſtates, 


615 


620 


ODY 3SEY, Book XI. 


To whom with ſighs: 1 paſs theſe dreadful gates | 


Though on the conteſt Thetis gave the laws, * 


To ripen counſels, and decide debates; 


t; Heavens! how he charm'd us with a flow of 
nz $55 ſenſe, 
And won the heart with manly eloquence 
, li firſt was ſcen of all the peers to riſe, 625 
Ie third in wiſdom where they all were wiſe; 
1 ut when, to try the fortune of the day, A 
5 not mov'd tow'rd hoſt in terrible array, 
Age ore the van, impatient for the fight, 
urn; Vith martial port he ſtrode, and ſtern delight ; 630 
1 ps ſtrew'd on heaps beneath his faulchion 
2 groan'd, | 
monuments of dead deform'd the ground. 
Thetime would fail, fhould 1 in order tell 
FOR at loves were vanquiſh'd, and what numbers 
niger W, loſt thro? love, Eurypylus was flain, 635 {fell : 
on and round him bled his bold Cetæan train, 
7 9 Iroy no hero came of nobler line; 
; lr ib of nobler, Memnon, it was thine. 
”, + Antilochus, 
3 ot, VI. 


241 
When llion in the horſe receiv'd her doom, 
And unſeen armies ambuſh'd in its womb; 640 
Greece gave her latent warriors to my carey 
Twas mine on Troy to pour th' impriſon'd war : 
Then when the boldeſt boſom beat with fear, 
When the ſtern eyes of heroes dropp'd a tear ; 
Fierce is his look his ardent valour glow'd, 645 
Fluſh'd in his cheek, or ſallied in his blood; 5 
Indignant ih the dark receſs he ſtands, 
Pants ſor the battle, and the war demands; 
His voice breath'd death, and with a martial air 
He graſp'd his '{word, and ſhook his glittering 
ſpear, | [crown'd, 
And when the Gods our arms with conqueſt. 
When 'Troy's proud bulwarks ſmok'd upon the 
ground, 72 nn.” os ys 
Greece to reward her foldier's gallant toils, 
Heap high his navy with unnumber'd ſpoils. 
Thus great in glory from the din of war 655. 
Safe he return'd without one hoſtile ſcar; _ 3 
Though ſpears in iron tempeſt fain'd around, 
Vet innocent they play'd, and guiltleſs of a wound. 
| While yer 1 ſpoke, the, fliade with tranſport” 


glow'd, 3 bes: 
Roſe in his majeſty, and nobler trod; . 660 
With haughty ſtalk he ſought the diſtant glades 
Of warrior kings, and join d th” illuſtrious ades. 
Now without number ghoſt by ghoſt aroſe, 
All wailing with unutterable woes. 5 
Alone, apart, in diſcontented moad, | N 
A gloomy ſhade, the ſullen Ajax ſtood ; „ 
For ever ſad with proud diſdain he pin d. 
And the loſt arms for ever ſtung his mindz _ 


> 
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And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd.the cauſe. 67 
O why was | victorious in the ſtrife © 
O dear-bought horiour wich ſo n 1 
With him the ſtrength of war, the ſoldier's pride, 
Our fecond hope to great Achilles died! , | 
Touch'd at the fight, from tears I fcarce refrain, 
And tender ſorrbw thrills in every dein; 
Penſive and ſad I ſtand, atTength accoſt | ha 


With accents mild th? inexorable ghoſt. >= 7 TY 


Still burns thy rage ? and can brave ſouls reſent 
Ev'n after Jeath ? Relent, great ſhade, relent ! 680 
Periſh thoſe arms which ty the Gods decree 
Accurs'd our army with the loſs of ther! | 
With thee we feli; Grecce wept thy hapleſs fates ; 
And ſhook aſtoniſh'd through her hundred ſtates; 


Not more, when great Achilles preſs'd the ground, 


| And breath'd his manly ſpirit thro' the wound, 


Oh, deem thy fall not ow'd to man's decree, 


]Jove hated Greece, and puniſh'd Greece in thee! 
Turn then, oh! peaceful turn, thy wrath control, 


And calm the raging tempeſt of thy ſoul. 690 

While yet I ſpeak, the ſhade diſdains to ſtay, 

In ſilence turns, and ſullen ſtalks away. 

Touch'ld at his ſour retreat, thro' deepeſt night. 
Thro'.hell's black bounds I had purſued his flight, 
And forc'd the ſtubborn ſpeQre to reply; 695 
Bnt wondrous viſions drew my curious eye. 
High on a thrope, tremendous to behold, 
Stern Minos waves a mace of hurniſh'd gold ; 
Around ten thouland thouſaud ſpecttes ſtand 
Thro' the wide dome ol Dis, a trembling band. 700 


4.2 « 


Still 3s they plead, the fatal lots he rolls, 


\ Ablolves the juſr, and doomwthe guilty fouls, 
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242. | POPE'S 
There huge Orion, of portentous ſize, 
Swift through the gloom à giant hunger flies; 
A ponderous mace of braſs with direful ſway 705 
Aloft he'whirls, to cruſh the ſavage prey; 
Stern beaſts in trains that by his truncheon fell, 
Now griſly forms, ſhoot o'er the lawns of hell. 
There Tityus large and Jong, in fetters bound, 
O'erſpreads nine acres of infernal ground; 710 
Two ravenous vultures, furious for their food, 
Scream. o'er the fiend, and riot in his blood, | 
Inceſſant gore the liver in his breaſt, . [feaſt, 
'Th' immortal liver grows, and gives th' immortal 
For as o'er Panope's enamel'd plains, "IIs 
Latona journey'd to the Pythian fanes, | 
With haughty love th' audacious monſter ſtrove | 
To force the Goddeſs, and to rival Jove. 
There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds 
Pours out deep groans (with groans all hell re- 
r 720 
Ev'n in the circling floods refreſhment craves, 
And pines with thirſt amidſt a ſea of waves: 
When to the water he his lip applies, m 
Back from his lip the treacherous water flies. 
Above, beneath, around his hapleſs head, 
Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage ſpread; _ - 
ere figs ſky-dyet, a purple hue diſcloſe, 
| Green looks the olive, the pomegranate glows, 
There danglipg pears exalted ſcents unfold, 
And yellow apples ripen into gold; 
The fruit he ſtrives to ſeize: but blaſts ariſe, 
Toſs it on high, and whirl it to the Kies. 
I turn'd my eyes, and as I turn'd ſurvey'd 
A mournful viſion ! the Silyphiav hade; 
With many a weary ſtep, and many a groan, 735 
Up the high hill he heaves a huge round ſlone; 
The huge round Rone, reſulting with a bound, 
Thunders impetuous down, and ſmokes along the 
Again the re leſs orb his toil rene ws, ground. 
Duff mounts in clouds, and ſweat deſcends in dews. 
Now I the 3 Hercules behold, 
A towering ſpectre of ' gigantic mould. 
A ſhadowy form! for high in heaven's abodes 
Himſelf reſides, a God among the Gods ; 


There, in the bright aſſemblies of the 5 
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les of the ſkies, 743 
nectar quaffa, and Hebe crowns his 056. 41 
ere hovering ghoſts, like fowl, his ſhade ſur- 
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Gloomy as night he ſtands, in act to throw 
Th' aerial arrow from the twanging bow. . 
Around his breaſt a wonderous zone is roll's, | 
Where woodland monſters grin in ſretted gold, 
There ſullen lions ſterhly ſeem to roar, 5 
The bear to growl, to foam the duſky boar, 
There war and havoc and deſtruction ſtood, 553 
And vengeful murther red with human blood. 
Thus terribly adorn'd the figures ſhine, 
Inimitably wrought with ſkill divine. 
The mighty ghoſt advanc'd with awful look, 
And, turning his grim viſage, ſternly ſpoke: 760 
O exercis'd in grief | by arts refin d! 


O taught to bear the. wrongs of baſe mankind! | 


Such, fuch was L ! {till toſt from care to care, 
While in your world | drew the. vital air ! 
Ev'n I, who from the Lord of Thunders roſe, - 16; 
Bore toils and dangers, and a weight of woes; 
To a baſe moparch {till a ſlave coufin'd, 
(The hardeſt bondage to a generous mind ? 
Bown to theſe worlds I trod the diſmal way, 
And dragg'd the three-mouth'd dog to upper day; 
Ev'n hell I conquer'd, through the friendly aid 
Of Maia's offspring and the Martial Maid. 
Thus he, nor deign'd for our reply to ſtay, 
But, turning, ſtalk'd with giant ſtrides away. 
, Curious to view the kings of ancient-days, 775 
The mighty dead that live in endleſs praiſe, 
Reſolv'd | ſtand; and haply had ſurvey d 


The godlike Theſeus, and Pirithous' ſhade: 


But ſwarms of ſpectres roſe ſrom deepeſt hell, 
With bloodleſe viſage, and with hideous yell, 780 
They ſcream, they ſhriek; ſad groans and [diſmal 


ſounds | bounds, 


No more my heart the diſmal din ſuſtains, . 
And my cold blood hangs ſhivering in my veins: 
Leſt Gorgon, riſing from th' infernal lakes, 785 
With horrors arm'd, and, curls of hiſſing ſnakes, 
Should fix me, ſtiffen'd at the monſtrous ſight, - 


IA ſtony image; in eternal night ! 
. |Straight from the direful;coaſt to purer air 
-- I ſpeed my flight, and to my mates repair. 790 


My mates aſcend the ſhip ; they ſtrike their oars; 
The mountains leſſen, and retreat the ſhores ;: 
Swift o'er the waves we fly; the freſhening gales 


round, 2. "II nr bY 214 
And clang their pinions with terrific ſound * ? 


* 


Sing through the ſhrouds, and ſtreteh the {welling 


ſails. . ; ; 


i 2* af ? 
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periſs'd by ſbip reel except bimſelf, who, ſwimping 
With which bi relation concludes, | 
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The Sirens, Scylla, and Charybdic. , 
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He relates, bow, after bis return from the Hader, be was ſent by Circe on bis voyage, by the coaft of the Sirens, 
and by the Strait of Scy!la and Charybdis : the manner in which be eſcaped thoſe dangers + how, being caft on 
the ifland Trinacria, bis companions dflroyed the oxen of the Sun : the vengeance that followed ; bow all 


on the maſt of the hip, arriv d on the ifand of Calypſo, 
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Stun my ſcar'd ears, and pierce hell's utmoſt ' 
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day; 


fix our halſers on the ſand, 
A: once deſcend and preſs the deſert land; 3.7 
Th:re, worn aud waſted, loſe bur cares in fleep, 
To the hoarſe murmurs of the rolling deep 

Soon as the morn reſtor'd the day, we pay'd 

Sepulchral honours to Elpenor's ſhade, 
Now by the axe the ruſhing foreſt bends, 
aud the huze pile along the.ſhore aſcends. 
Around we ſtand a melancholy train, 

And a loud groan re-echoes from the main. 

Fierce o'er the pyie, by fanning breezes fpread, 
The hungry flame devours. the filent dea@. 

A riſing tomb, the filent dead to grace, 

Fat by the roarings of the main we place; 

The nag tomb a lofty column bare, 

And high above it roſe the tapering oar. 

Mean time the 1 Goddefs our return farvey'd 
From the pale ghoſts, and hell's tremendous ſhade. 
dwilt ſhe deſcends : A train of nymphs divine 25 
Bear the rich viands and the generous wine : 

In act to ſpeak the F Power of Magic ſtands, - 
And graceful thus accoſts the liſtening bands: 

0 ſons of woe ! decreed by adverſe fares 
Alive to paſs through hell's eternal gates 
All, ſ.on or late, are doom'd that path to tread; 
More wretched you! twice number'd with the 
This day adjourn your cares, exalt your ſouls, 
Indulge the taſte, and drain'the ſparkling bowls; 
And when the morn unveils her ſaffron ray, 
Spread your broad fails, and plovgh the liquid 


1 e 
Lo! Ithis night, your faithful guide, explain 
Your woes by land, your dangers on the main; 
The Goddeſs ſpoke : in feaſts we waſte the day, 
Till Phœbus downward plung'd his burning ray; 
Then fable night aſcends, and balmy reſt 
deals every eye, and calms the troubled breaſt. 
Then curious ſhe commands me to relate 
The dreadful feenes of Pluto's dreary ſtate : 
Ne fat in lence while the tale 1 tell, 
The wondrous viſions, and the laws of hell. 
Then thus: The lot of man the Gods diſpoſe; 
Theſeills are paſt: now hear thy future woes. 
0 prince, attend ! ſome ſavouring Power be kind, 
and print th* important ſtory on thy mind! 
Next, where the Sirens dwell, you plough the 


g is death, and makes deſtruction pleaſe. 
uvlett the man, whom muſic wins to ſtay 
Nigh the curſt ſhore} and liſter ts the lay; 
do more that wretch ſhall view the joys of life, 55 
15 blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife! 
cads they ſport; and wide around 
ones, that whiten all the ground; 
polluted floats with human gore, 
nage taints the dreadful] ſhore. 
dangerous coaſt ; let every car 
Valt the ſong ! tis death to hear! 


ODYSSEY! Boox XII. 243 


HUS o'er the rolling ſurge the veſſel flies, 
Till from th' waves th' Ræan hills ariſe. 
Here the gay morn reſtdes in radiant bowers, 
Here keeps her revels with the dancing Hours; 
Here Pheebus riſing in th? ætherial way, | 
h heavens bright portals pours py rr 


| | Firm to the maſt with chains thyſelf be bound, 


Nor truſt thy virtue to th* enthanting ſound. * © 


if, mad with tranſport, freedom thou demand, 65 


Be every fetter ſtrain d, and added band to band. 
Theſe ſeas o'erpaſt, be wiſe! -but I refrain ' 
To mark diſtin thy voyage o'er the main: 
New horrors riſe! let prudence be thy aide, = 
And guard thy various paſſage tl rough the tide. 50 
High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, 
The boiling billows thundering roll below: 
Through the vaſt waves the dreadful wonders 
nmiove, W 1 
Hence nam'd Erratie by the Gods above. 
No bird of air, no dove of fwifteſt wing, 75 
That bears ambroſia to th ztherial King, 


I5 | Shuns the dire rocks: in vain the cuts the ſkies, | 


The dire rocks meer, and cruſh her as ſhe flies: 
Not the fleet bark, when proſperous breezes play, 
Ploughs o'er that roaring ſurge its deſperate way 3 
O'erwhelm'd it- ſinks : while round a ſmoke ex- 
ires, a Ken: = 
And bu. waves flaſhing ſeem to burn with fires. 
Scarce the fam'd Argo paſs'd theſe raging floods, 
The ſacred Argo fill'd with demigod _ , . 
Ev'n ſhe had ſunk, but Jove's imperial bride ve 85 
Wing'd her fleet ſail, and puſh'd her o'er the tide, 
High in the air the rock its ſummit ſurouds, 
In brooding tempeſts, and in rolling clouds; 
Loud ſtorms around, and miſts eternal riſe, l 3 
Beat its bleak brow, and intercept the ſxies. 4 
When all the broad expanſion bright with day”, 
Glows with th' autumnal or the ſummer ray, 
The ſummer and the autumn glow in vain, _ 
The ſky for ever lours, for ever clouds remain. 
Impervious to the ſtep of man it ſtands, _ 9g 
Though borne by twenty feet, though arm'd with 
twenty hands; . n 
Smooth as the poliſh of the mirror riſe 
The flippery ſides, and ſhoot into the 1 
Full in the centre of this rock diſplay d. . 
A yawning cavern caſts a dreadful ſhade : 190 
Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bor, 
Sent with full force, could reach the depth below. 
Wide to the welt the horrid gulf extends, 
And the dire paſſage down to hell deſcends, 
O fly the dreadful fight! expand thy fails, tos 
Ply the ſtrong oar and catch the nimble gales; 
Here Scylla b<llows from her dire abades, | 
Tremendous peſt! abhorr'd by men and gods! 
Hideous her voice, and with leſs terrors roar .; 
The whelps of lions in the midnight hour. 110 
Twelve feet deform'd and foul the fiends diſpreads; 
Six horrid necks ſhe rears, and fix terrific heads; 
Her jaws grin dreadful with three rows of 
teeth; | | 
Jagyy they ſtand, the gaping den of death; _ 
Her parts obſcene the raging billows hide; 115 
Her boſom terribly o'erlooks the tide. 1 
When ſtung with hunger ſhe embroils the flood, 
The ſea- dog and the dolphin are her food; 
She makes the huge leviathan her prey, ben 
And all the monſters of the watery way; 120 
The ſwifteſt racer of the azure plain 
Here fills her ſails and ſpreads her ars in van; 
| Fell Scylla riſes, in her fury roars, r 
At once ſix mouths expauds, at once fix men de- 
vours. 
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Cloſe; by a rock of leſs enormous height 125 
Breaks th ml waves, and ferms a dangerous 
| Ar ER. De 039 nee. K 
; Full on ph A a fig's green branches riſe, 

And ſhoot g leafy foreſt to the ſkies;  _ 
Beneath Charybdis holds her boiſterous reign 


Midſ roaring whirlpools, and abſorbs the main; 130 


Thrice in her gulfs the boiling ſeas ſubſide, - - 

Thrice in dire thunder ſhe refunds the tide, 
'Oh, if thy veſſel plough the direful waves 

When ſeas retreating roar within her'caves, 

'Ye periſh all ! though he who rules the main 
Lend his ſtrong aid, his aid he lends in vain, 

Ab, ſhun the horrid gulf! by Scylla fly. 

Tis better ſix to loſe, than all to die, 

I then: O nymph propitious to my prayer, 
Goddeſs divine! my gnardian power, declare, 140 
Is the foul figud from human, vengeance freed ? 

Or, if I rife in arms, can Scylla bleed? 
„Then ſhe; O worn by toils, O broke in fight, 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight ? 
Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 
And never, never be to Heaven reſign'd ? 
How vain thy efforts to avenge the Wrong? 
Peathleſs the peſt ! 1 ſtrong! 
Furious and fell, tremencvus to behold! 
Ev'n with a look ſhe withers all the bold! 150 
she mocks the weak attempts of human might; 
Oh fly her rage! thy conqueſt is thy flight. 
: 1 but to ſeize thy arms thou make delay, 
Again the fury vindicates her pre, 
Her fix mouths yawn, and fix are ſnatch'd a- 
r 
From her foul womb Cratæis gave to air 
This dre idful peſt! T6 her direct thy prayer, 
' To curb the monſter in her dire abodes, _ 
c And guard thee through the tumult of the floods. 
Thence to Trinacria's ſhore you bend your 
way, 1 „ 
Where graze thy herds, illuſtrious Source of Day! 
Seven herds, ſeven flocks, enrich the ſacred plains; 
Fach herd; each flock, full fifty heads contains: 
The wodrous kind a length of age ſurvey, 
By breed increaſe not, nor by death decay, 


135 


145 
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Two ſiſter Goddefles poſſeſs the plain, 
The conſtarit guardians,of the woolly train; 
Lampetie fair, and Phaethuſa young, 
From Phœbus and the bright Neæra ſprung. 
Here, watchful o'cr the flocks, in ſhady bowers 170 
And flowery meads they waſte the joyous hours. 
Rob not the God! and ſo propitious gales 
Attend thy voyage, and impel thy ſails; 
But if thy impious hands the flocks deſtroy, 
The Gods, the Gods avenge it, and ye dic! 
- *Tis thine alone (thy friends and navy loſt) 
Through tedious toils to view thy native coaſt. 
She reas'd : and now aroſe the morning ray; 
swift to her dome the Goddeſs held her way. 


165 
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Then to my mates I meaſur'd back the plain, 180 


Climb'd rhe tall bark, and ruſh'd into the main 
Then bending to the ſtroke, their oars they drew 
To their broad breafts, and ſwift the galley flew. 
Up-ſprung a briſker breeze; with freſhning gales, 
The friendly Goddeſs ſtretch'd the ſwelling ſails ; 
We drop our vars; at caſe the pilot guides; 


The veſſel light along the level glides, 


f 


Ih ſtay and learn new wiſdom ſrom the wile' 
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| When, riſing ſad and flow, with penſive look, 


Thus to the melancholy train I ſpoke : 
O friends, Oh ever partners of my woes, 190 
Attend while I what Heaven forcdooms diſcloſe,” 
Hear all | Fate hangs o'er all: on you it lies 
To live, or periſh! to be ſafe, be wiſe ! 
in flowery meads the ſportive Sirens play, 
Touch the ſoft. lyre, and tune the vocal lay; 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 
The Gods allow to hear'the dangerous ſound, 
Hear and obey : if freedom I demand, 
Be every fetter ſtrain'd, and added hand to band, 
While yet 1 ſpeak the winged galley flies, 200 
And, lo! the Siren ſhores like miſts ariſe. 
Sunk were at once the winds : the air above, 
And waves betow, at once forget to move 
Some damon calm'd the air, and ſmouth'd the 


| 195 


„ feep, . S170 
Huſh'd th : loud winds, and charm'd the waves tt 
Now every ſail we furl, each oar we ply ; {fleep. 20g 
Laſh'd by the ſtroke, the frothy waters fly. 
The ductile wax with buſy hands I mould, 
And cleft in ſragments, and the fragments roll'd; 
Th' aerial region now grew warm with dzy, 210 
The wax diſſolv'd beneath the burning ray! 
Then every ear I barr'd againſt the ſtrain, 
And from acceſs of phrenſy lock'd the brain. 
Now round the maſt my mates the fetters roll'd, 
And bound me limb by limb, with ſold on fold. 21g 
Then, bending to the ſtroke, the active train 
Plunge all at once their bars, and cleave the main, 

While to the ſhore the rapid veſſel flies, 
Our ſwift approach the Siren choir deſcries: 
Celeſtial muſic warbles frem their tongue, 
And thus the ſweet deluders tune the ſong : 

Oh ſtay, O pride of Greece! Ulyſſes, ſtay! 
O ceaſe thy courſe, and liſten to our lay! 
Bleſt is the man ordain'd our voice to hear, 
The ſong inſtructs the ſoul, and charms the ear. 2 
Approach! thy ſoul ſhall into raptures riſe" 
Ayproach! and learn new wiſdom from the wiſe: 
We know whate'er the kings of mighty name 
Atchiev'd at Ilien in the field of fame; 
Whate'er beneath the ſun's bright journey lies, 23 


229 


Thus the ſweet 
' >» Wn fc 17 51 ; 
My ſoul takes wing to meet the heavenly ſtrain; 
I give the ſign, and ſtruggle to be free; 
Swiſt row my mates, and ſhoot along the ſea: 23 
New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 
Till, dying off, the diſtant ſounds decay: 
Then, ſcudding ſwiftly fram the dangerous ground 
The deafen'd ear unlock'd, the chains unbound. 
' Now all at once tremendous f.encs unfold; 24 
Thunder'd the deeps, the ſmoking billows roll'd: 
Tumultuous waves embroil'd the bellowing flood 
All trembling, deafen'd, and aghaſt we ſtood: 
No more the veſſel plough'd the dreadful wave, 
Fear ſeiz d the mighty, and unnerv d the brave; 2 
Each dropp'd his oar : but fwift from man to m 
With looks ſerene l turn'd, and thus began: 
O friends! Oh often tried in adverſe ſtorms! 
With ills familiar in more dreadful forms! 
Deep in the dire Cyclopean den yen lay, 


charmers watbled-.o'er th 


25 


Yet ſaſe return'd—Ulyſles led the way. 


| 
, 


25 


Learn courage hence! and in my care conſide: 
Lo! ſtill the ſame Ulyfles is your guide! 
Attend my words! , your oars.anceſlant ply; 
train every nerve, and bid the veſſel fly. 
jf from you juſtling rocks and wavy war 

ove ſafety grants; he grants it to your care. 
And thou whole guiding hand directs our way, 
Pilot, attentive liſten and abey! 


Steer'd by the higher rock; leſt whirl'd aruund 

We ſink, beneath the cireling eddy drown d. 
While yet I ſpeak, at once their oars they ſeize, 

Stretch to the ſtroke; and bruſh the working ſeas. 

Cautious the name of Seylla | ſuppreſt; 

That dreadful ſound had chilFd the boldeſt breaſt. 
Mean time forgetful of the voice divine, 

All dreadful bright my limbs in armour ſhine; 


High on the deck I take my dangerous frand, 270 


Two glittering javelins lighten in my hand. 
Prepar d to whirl the whizzing ſpear I ſtay, 
Til the fell fiend ariſe to ſeize her prey. 
Arauad the dungeon, ſtudious to behold 


The hideous peſt l. my labouring eyes I roll'd; 275 


In vain! the diſmal dungeon dark as night 
Veils the dire monſter, and confounds the ſight. 


Now through the rocks, appall'd with deep diſ- Oft in the dead of night loud winds ariſe, 


may, 
We bend our courſe, and ſtem the deſperate way; 


# 


Dire Scylla there a ſcene of horror forms, 280 


And here Charybdis fills the deep with ſtorms. 


When the tide ruſhes from her rumbling caves 


The rough rock roars; tumultuous boil the waves; 
They toſs, they foam, a wild confuſion raiſe, 


Like waters bubbling.o'er: the fiery blaze; 285 


Eternal miſts obſcure th' aerial plain, 
And high above the rock ſhe ſpouts the main! 
When in her gulfs the ruſhing ſea ſubſides, 


She drains the ocean with the refluent tides: 
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There ſacred to the radiant God of day, 


Graze the fair herds, the flocks promiſcuous ſtray; 
Then ſuddenly was heard along the main f 


255 To low the ox, to bleat the wholly train, Cvey' da 20 


Straight to my anxions thoughts the ſound con - 
The words of Circe and the Theban ſhade ; 
j Warn'd by their awful voice theſe ſhores to ſhun, 


waves 260 | With cautious fears oppreſt, I thus begun: 
Bear wide thy courſe, nor plough thoſe: angry 
Where rolls yon-ſmoke,'yon tumbiing ocean raves; 


O friends! Oh ever exercis'd in care! 
Hear Heaven's conimands, and reverence what ye 
"+7 hear? ae 325 
To fly theſe ſhores the preſeient Theban ſnade 
And Circe warns! O be their voice obey'd: 
Some mighty woe relentleſs Heaven forbodes: 
Fly the dire regions, and revere the Gods! 
While yet I ſpoke, a ſudden ſorrow ran 330 
Through every breaſt, and ſpread from man to 
Till wrathſul thus Eurylochus began: ma 5 
O cruel thou ! ſome fury ſure has ſteel'd 
That ſtubborn ſoul, by toil untaught to yield! 
From ſleep debarr'd, we ſink from woes to woes: 
And cruel envieſt thou a ſhort repoſe ? 
Still muſt we reſtleſs.rove, new ſeas explore, 
The ſun deſcending, and ſo near the ſhore? 
And, lo! the night begins her gloomy reign, 


And doubles all the terrors of the main, 34% 


Laſh the wild ſurge, and bluſter in the ſkies; 
Oh! ſhould the fierce ſouth-weſt his rage diſplay, 
And toſs with riſing ſtorms the watery way, 
Though Gods deſcend from Heaven's aerial plain 
Lo lend us aid, the Gods deſcend in vain : 

Then while the night diſplays her awful ſhade, 
Sweet time of ſlumber : be the night obey'd? 
Haſte ye to land! and when the morning ray 


A ſudden joy in every boſom roſe : 
So will'd ſome demon, miniſter of woes; 
To whom with grief— Oh ! ſwift to be undone, 


The rock rebellows with a thundering ſound; 299 | Conſtrain'd act what wiſdom bids me ſhun, 


Deep, wondrous deep below, appears the ground. 
Struck with deſpair, with trembling hearts we 


vic w' d 


The yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood: 


When, lo! fierce Scylla ſtoop'd to ſeize her prey, 
Sretch'd her dire jaws, and ſwept ſix men away; 
Chicſs of renown'! loud echoing ſhrieks ariſe : 

| turn and view them quivering in the ſkies; 


They call, and aid with out-ſtretch'd arms im- 


. plore ; 


But yonder herds and yonder flocks forbear; 355 
Atteſt the heavens, and call the Gods to hear : 
Content an innocent repait diſplay, | 

By Circe given, and fly the dangerons prey. 

Thus 1 : and while ro ſhore the ve ſlel flies, 
With hands uplifted they atteſt the ſkies ; 350 
Then, where a fountains gurgling waters play, 
They ruſh to land, and end in feaſts tne day: * 
They feed; they quaff; and now (their hunger 

ſed 


lu vain they call; thoſe arms are ſtretch'd no more. | Sigh for their friends davour'd, and mourn the dead. 
as rom ſome rock thit over-hangs the flood, 300 Nor. ceaſe the tears, till each in lumber ſhares 265 


The ſilent ſiſher calls: th' inſidjous food, 
Wich fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 
And ſuèden lifts it quivering to the ſkies: 


So the foul monſter lifts her prey on high, 


A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human cares. 

Now far the night advanc'd her gloomy reign, 
And ſctting ſtars roll'd down the azure plain; 
When, at the voice of Jove, vild whiclw:nds riſe, 


50 pant the wretches, ſtruggling in the ſky; 305 And clouds and double darkneſs veil the ſkies; 370 


In the wide dungeon ſhe devours her food, 


The moon, the ſtars, the bright zthereal hoſt 


And the fleſh trembles while ſhe churns the blood. Seem as extinct, and all their ſplendors loſt ; 


Worn as I am with griefs, with care decay'd; 
Never, | never, ſcene ſo dire ſurvey'd; 


The furious tempeſt roars with dreadful ſound ; 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground. 


My ſhivering blood, congeal'd, forgot to flow; 310; All night it rag'd : when morning rofe, to land 375 


Aghaſt I ſtood, a monument of woe! 

Now from the rocks the rapid veſſel flies, 
And the hoarſe din like diſtant thunder dies; 
To Sol's bright ifle our voyage we purſue, 


We haul'd our bark, and moor'd it on the ſtrand, 

Where in a beautcous grotto's cool recefs 

Dance the green Nereids of the neighbouring ſeas. 
There while the wild winds whiſtled o'er the 


And now the glittering mountains riſe to view. 315 | Thus careful I addreſt the liſtening train ;[main, 380 


| 
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Sheds her bright beam, purſue the deſtin'd way. 350 
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Then o'er my eyes the Gods ſoft lumber ſhed, 
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O friends, be wiſe, nor dare the flocks deſtroy 
Of theſe fair paſtures : if ye touch, ye die. 13 
Warn'd by the high command of Heaven, be aw'd 
Holy the flocks, 2 dreadful is the God! 


That God who fpreads the radiant beams of light, 


And views wide earth and heaven's unmeaſur'd 
height. | 386 


And now the moon had run her monthly round, 


The ſouth-eaſt bluſtering with a dreadful ſound ; 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch'd the woolly train 
Low through the,grove, or range the flowery plain : 
Then fail'd our food; then fiſh we make our prey, 
Or fowl that ſcreaming hunt the watery way. 
Till now, from ſea or flood no ſuccour found, 
Famine and meagre, want beſieg'd us round, 
Penſi ve and pale from grove to grove | ſtray'd, 395 
From the loud ſtoxms to find a fylvan ſhade; .' | 
Therc o'er my hands the living wave I pour; 
And Heaven and Heaven's immortal thrones a- 
dore, ald an u 

To calm the roarings of the ſtormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 400 
While thus Eurylochus ariſing ſaid; 6 25 

O friends, a thouſarid ways frail mortals lead 


To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread; 


* 


But dreadful moſt, when by a flow decay 405 
Pale hunger waſtes the manly ſtrength away. | 
Why ceaſe ye then t' implore the Powers above, 
And offer hecatombs to thundering Jove!' - _ 
Why ſeize ye not yon beeves, and fleecy prey? 
Ariſe unanimous ;. ariſe and flay ! | 410 
And, if the Gods ordain a ſafe return. 
To Phebus ſhrines ſhall riſe, and altars burn. 
But, ſhould the Powers that o'er mankind pre- 
ſide | 
Necree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 


Better to ruſh at once to ſhades below, 415 


Than linger life away, and nouriſh woe 


Thus he: the beeves around ſecurely ſtray, 
When ſwiſt to ruin they invade the prey; 
They ſeize, they kill! but for the rire divine, 
The barley fail'd, and for libations wine. 

Swift from the oak they ſtrip the ſhady pride; 
And verdant leaves the flowery cake ſupply'd. 

With prayer they now addreſs th' ztherial train, 
Slay the ſelected beeves, and flay the flain : 

"The thighs, with fat involv'd, divide with art, 425 
Strew'd o'er with mortals cut from every part. 
Water, inſtead of wine, is brought in urns, 

And pour d profanely as the victim burns. 

The thighs thus, offer d, and the entrails dreſt, 
They roaſt the fragments, and pre pare the feaſt. 430 

»IT was then ſoft ſlumber fled my troubled brain; 
Back to the bark I ſpeed along the main. | 
When, lo! an odour from the feaſt exhales, 
Spreads o'er the coaſt, and ſcents the tainted gales : 
A chilly fear congeal'd my vital blood. _ 435 
And thus obteſting Heaven I mourn'd alond : 

O Sire of men and gods, immortal Jove ! 

Oh, all ye blifsful Powers that reign above! 


420 


Why were my cares beguil'd in ſhort repoſe ? 


O ſatal ſlumber paid with laſting woes: 440 


A deed ſo dreadſul all the Gods alarms, ' 


Vengeance is on the wing, and Heaven in arms! 
Mean time Lampetie mounts th' aerial way, 
And kindles into rage he God of Doy; 
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My wrath is kindled; and my ſoul in flames. 


Through tumbling billows, and a war of wind. 


| Vengeance, ye powers, (he cries) and thou 
whoſe hand ct ; 4 
Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen band! 3 
Slain are thoſe herds which I with pride ſurvey 
When Ws the ports of Heaven I pour the 
ay. a 
Or deep in Ocean plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye Gods! or I the ſkies forego, 450 
And bear the lamp of Heaven to ſhades below 
To whom the Thundering. Power: O Source 
Whote-radiant lamp adorns the azure way, [Day! 
Still may — through heaven's bright por- 
tals riſe, 15 . 


i The joy of earth, and glory of the ſkies; 455 


Lo! my red arm I bare, my thunders guide, 
To daſh th" offenders in the whelming tide, 
To fair Calypſo, from the bright abodes, 


Hermes convey'd theſe councils of the Gods. 


Mean time from man to man my tongue ex- 
claimsz': ii: : N ant 460 


In vain! I view perform'd the direful deed, 


| Beeves, ſlain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. 


Now Heaven gave ſigns of wrath; along the 
ground 7 ph, ö 

Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowing ſound 

Roar'd the dead limbs; the burning entrails 
groan'd. Pe 


* 


Six gvilty days my wretched mates employ 


In impious feaſting, and unhallow'd joy; 19 
The ſeventh aroſe, and now the Sire of Gods | 
Rein'd the rough ſtorms, and calm'd the toſſing 
floods: e | 470 
With ſpeed the bark 'we'climb; the ſpacious ſails 
Loos d from the yards invite th' impelling gales. 
Paſt fight of ſhore, along the ſurge we bound, 
And all above is ſky, and ocean all around! 
When, lo! a murky cloud the Thunderer forms 
Full o'er our heads, and blackens heaven with 
ſtorms. os ic thorns 
Night dwells o'er all the deep: and now outflies 
The gloomy Weſt, and whiſtles in-the ſkies. 
The mountain-billows roar! the furious blaſt 
Howils o'er the ſhroud, and rends it from the maſt ; 
The maſt gives way and, crackling as it bends, 
Tears up the deck; then all at once deſcends; 
The pilot by the tumbling ruin ſlain, 
Daſh'd from the helm, falls headlong in the main. 
Then Jove in anger bids his thunders roll, 485 
And forky lightnings flaſh from pole to pole. 
Fierce at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 
Red with uncommon wrath, and wrapt in flames: 
Full on the bark ir fell; now high now low : 
Toſs'd and retoſs'd, it reel'd beneath the blow; 490 
At once into the main the crew it ſhook : 
Sulphureous odours roſe, and ſmouldering ſmoke. 
Like fowl that haunt the floods, they ſiuk, they 
Tile, Fries; 
Now loft, now ſeen, with ſhrieks and dreadful 
And ſtrive to gain the bark; but Jove denies. . 
Firm at the helm I ſtand, when fierce the main 
Ruſh'd with dire noiſe, and daſh'd the ſides in 


| Snap the ſtrong helm, and bore to ſea the maſt. 


Firm to the maſt with cords the helm l bind, 500 


And ride aloft, to Providence reſign'd. 


Again impetuous drove the furious blaſt, [twain ; 


* 
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Now ſunk the Weſt, and now a Southern breeze 
More dreadful than the tempeſt; laſh'd the ſeas; 
For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, © 
And dire Charybdis rolls her thundering waves. 
All night I drove ; and at the dawn of day, 
falt by the roeks beheld the deſperate way: 
[uſt when the ſea with in her gulfs ſubſides, 

And in the roaring whirlpools ruſh the tices, 
Swift from the float I vaulted with a bound, 
The lofty fig-tree ſeiz'd, and clung around. 
80 to the beam the bat tenacious clings, 

and pendant round it claſps his le at zern wings. 
High in the air the tree its boughs diſplay'd, 
and o'er the dungeen caſt a dreadful ſhade, 
All unſuſtain'd between *he wave and-iky, 
Beneath my feet the whirling billows fly, 
bat. time the judge forſakes the noiſy bar 
Jo take repaſt, and ſtills the wordy war; 
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neaſures to be talen to deſtroy the ſuitors. 
ly, be changes bim into the figure of ati old beggar. 
E ceasg'd; but left ſo pleaſing on their ear 
A pauſe of ſilence huſh'd the ſhady rooms: 
The grateful conference then the king reſumes : 


Beneath this happy roof they end at laſt; 

No longer now from ſhore to ſhore to roam, 
Smooth ſeas and gentle winds invite him home. 
But hear me, princes! whom theie walls encloſe, 


Vith wines unmix'd. (an honour due toage, 


His voice, that liſtening ſtill they ſeem'd tohear. 


Whatever toils the great Ulyſſes paſt, - - 5 


for whom my chanter fangs, and goblet flows 10 


Tocheer the grave, and'warm-the- poet's rage); 
Though labour'd gold and — dazzling veſt 


Charybdis rumbling from her inmoſt caves, 
The maſt refunded on her refluent waves. 
Swift from the tree, the floating maſt to gain, 
Sudden I dropt amicſt the flaſhing main; 
Once more undaunted on the ruin rode, 0 
And oar'd with labouring arms along the flood. 
Unfeen I paſs*d by Scylla's dire abodes : 


247 


So Jove decreed (dread Sire of men and gods). 


| Then nine long days I plough'd the calmer ſeas, 
Heav'd oy the ſurge, and waſted by the breeze. 
Weary and wet th' Ogygian ſhores | gain, 
When the tenth ſun deſcended to the main. 
There, in Calypſo's ever-fragrant bowers, 
Retreſh'. 1 lay, and joy beguil'd the hours. 

My following fates to thee, O King, are known, 
And the bright partner of thy royal throne. © 
Enough: in miſery can words avail? 

And what ſo tedious as a twice told tale? 


%; ; 


K XIII. 


The Arrival of Ulyſſes in Itbacã. 


Ul/ſs takes bis leave of Alcinous and Arete, and embarks in the evening. Next morning the Hip arrives at 
Itbaca; where the ſailors,-as Ulyſſes is yet ſleeping, lay bim on the ſhore with all bis freaſures. On their return 
Neptune changes their ſbip into a roth, In the mean time Ulyſſes, awaking, knows not his native Jibaca, by rs 
ſin of a miſt which Pallas bad caft round him. He breaks into loud lamentations ; till the Goddeſs, 
tu bim in the form of a ſhepherd, diſcovers tha country to him, and Point. out the particular places. 
tells a feigned flory of bis adventures, upon which ſhe manifeſis berſelf, and they conſult together of _ the 

To conceal bis return, and diſguiſe bis perſon the more Hectual- 


appearing 
He then 


A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand 
Of great Alcinous falls, and ſtains the ſand. 
To Jove th' Eternal (Power above all Powers! 
Who wings the winds; and darkens Heaven with 
| ſhowers) - 45 30 
The flames aſcend: till evening they prolong BE 

Thy rites, more ſacred made by heavenly fog : | 
For in the midſt, with public honours grac'd, 
| The lyre divine, Demodocus ! was plac's; 

AH, but Ulyſſes, heard with fix'd delight: 

He fate, and ey*d&he ſan; and wiſh'd the night . 
Slow ſeem'd the ſun to move, the hours to roll > 
His native home deep-imag'd in his ſoul. g 


Lic heap'd already for our godlige gueſt; | as the tir'd ploughman ſpent with ſtubborn toll,. 
Vihout new treaſures let him not remove, 13 | Whoſe oxen long have torn the furrow'd ſoil, 40 
large, and expreſſive of the public love: Sees with delight the ſun's declining ray, 

Eh peer a tripod, each peer & vaſe beftow, if When home with feeble knees he bends 


A general tribute, which the ſtare ſhall Wwe. 
To ſeparate manſions, and retir'd to reſt. 
Now did the roſy-finger'd morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her ſaered light along th- ſkies. 
Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte 
They bore the treaſures, and in ſafety plac'd. 


This ſentence pleas'd: then all heir ſteps addreſi 


The king himſelf the vaſes rang'd with care: 25 


teu bade his followers to the feaſt repair. 


To late repaſt (the day's labout done): ay N 
So to Ulyſſes welenme ſet the ſunn. 
Then inſtant . 4 and the reſt © 
(The Scherian ates) dere d and thusddreſ; 
O thou, the firſt in merit and PWR 1 
And you the peers and princes of the land! 
May every joy be youts! nor this the leaſt, z 
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Be all choſe bounties but confirm'd by Heaven! 
So may | find, when all my wanderings ceaſe, 4 
My confort blameleſs, and my friends in peace. 55 
On you be every bliſs; and every day, | 
In home: felt joys delighted, roll away: re: 
| Yourtelves, your wives, your long-deſcending 
race, | X Fo 
May every God enrich with every grace! 
Sure fix'd on virtue may your nation ſtand, 60 
And nublic evil never touch the land! 
tlis words, well-weigh'd, the general voice ap- 
prov'd ; 
Benign, and inſtant his diſmiſſien mov'd. 
The, monarch to Pontonous gave the ſign, 
To fill the goblet high with roſy wine: 65 
Great Jove the Father firit (he cry'd) implore ; 
Then ſend the ſtranger to his native ſhore. 
The luſcious wine th' obedient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flow'd the purple dravght ; | 
Each from his ſeat to each immortal pours, 70 
Whom glory circles in th' Olympian bowers, 
Ulyſſes ſole with air majeſtic ſtands, ; 
The bowl preſenting to Arete's hands; | 
Then thus: O Queen, farewell! be ſtill poſſeſt 
Of dear remembrance, bleſſing ſtill and bleſt! 75 
Till age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 
Sure fate of every mortal excellence!) 
Farewell! and joys ſucceſſive ever ſpring 
To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
Thus he; then parting prints the ſandy ſhore 80 
To the fair part : a herald march'd before, 
Sent by Alcinous; of Arete's train 
Three choſen maids attend him to the main; 
This does a tunic and white veſt convey, 
A various caſket that, of rich inlay, 35 
And brad and wine the third. The cheerſu 
mates 140 ä ; 
Safe in the hollow paop diſpoſe the cates : 
Upon the deck ſoft painted robes they ſpread,' | 
With linen cover'd for the hero's hed. 
He climb'd the lofty ſtern! then gently preſt 90 
The ſwelling couch, and lay compos'd to reſt. 
Now plac'd in order, the Phæacian train 
Their cables looſe, and launch into the main: {| 
At once they bend, and ſtrike their equal oars, 
And leave the ſinking hills, and leſſening ſhores. 95 
While on the deck the chief in ſilence lies, | 
And pleaſing flumbers ſteal upon his eyes. | 
As fiery courſers in the rapid race 1 & 
Urg'd by fierce drivers through the duſty ſpace, 
- Toſs their high heads, and ſcour along the plain; 100 
So mounts the bounding veſſel o'er.the main. 
Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 
And the black ocean foams and roars below. 
Thus with ſpread ſails the winged galley flies; 
Leſs ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies; 105 
Divine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 
A man, in wiſdom equal to a God! 0 
Much danger, long and mighty toils, he bore, 
In ſtorms by ſea, and combats, on the ſhore: 
All which foft fleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 
Wrapt in a pleaſing, deep, and death - like reſt. 
But when the morning ſtar with early ray i 
Flam'd in the front of heaven, and promis'd day; 
Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſeries 
Fair Ithaca's emerging hills ariſe, 115 


Complete are now the baunties you have given, | 


— 
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Far from the town à ſpacious port appeats, 
Sacred to Phorcys' power, whoſe name it bears: 
Two craggy racks projecting to the main, 

The roaring wind's tempeſtuous rage reſtrain; 
Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 120 
And ſhips ſecute without their halſers ride; 
High at the head a branching olive grows, 
And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs, 


| Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs | 
Delights tha Nereids of the neighbouring ſeas, 12; 


Where bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 
And maſly beams in native marble ſhone ; 

On which the labours of the nymph were roll'd, 
Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 
Within the cave the cluſtering bees attend 130 
Their waxen works, or from the roof depend, 
Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide; 

Two marble doors unfold on either (ide; 

Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend; 


But mortals enter at the northern end. 135 
Thither they bent, and haul'd their ſhip to 
land; 


(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand); 
Ulyſſes ſleepiug on his couch they bore, 

And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore. 

His treaſures next, Alcinous' gifts, they laid 140 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, 

Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, 
Reſum'd their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 
Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread ſupreme 

The vengeance vow'd.for eyeleſs Polypheme, 145 
Before the. throne of mighty Jove he ſtood; 

And ſought the ſecret counſcls of the God: 

Shall then no more, O Sire of Gods, be mine 
The rights and honours of a Power divine? 
Scorn'd ev'n by man, and (oh! ſevere diſgrace!) 
By ſoft Phæacians, my degenerate race! 
Againſt yon deſtin'd head in vain Lſware, ” 
And menac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his ſhore: 
To reach his natal ſhore was thy decree ; | 
Mild I obey'd, for who ſhall war with thee? 155 
Behold him landed, careleſs andafleep, * 
From all th' cluded dangers: of the deep! 

Lo! whcre he lies, amidſt a ſhining ſtore 

Of braſs; rich garments, and refulgent ore: 


And bears triumphant to his native iſe 160 


A prize more worth than Hion's nohie ſpoil- 


ſhowers: 


[Can mighty Neptune thus of man complain q 
Neptune, tremendous o'er the boundleſs main! 163 


Rever'd and awful ev'n/in/heaven's abodes, 
Ancient and great! a God above the Gods! 


it that low race offend thy power divine, 0127 
(Weak, daxing creatures!) is not vengeance thine? 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe. 176 


He faid : the Shaker of the earth replies: 
This then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 

A mark of vengeance on the fable deep: 

To warn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confiding train, 


Full in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe. 

If uch thy will- We will it, Jove replies: 

Even when, with tranſport blackening all the 
ſtrand, 

The ſwarming people hail their ſhip to land, 


ro whom the Father of ti immortal Powers, 
Who {wells the clouds, and gladdens earth with | 


No more unlicens'd thus to brave the main. 175 
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bir her for ever, a memorial ſtone: 180 | Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie l 

villlet her ſeem to ſail, and ſeem alone And whither, whither, its ſad owner fly ? 

The trembling crowds ſhall ſee the ſudden ſhade | Ah why did 1 Alcinous' grace implore ? 

Of whelming mountains overhang their head! | Ah l why forſake Phæacia's happy ſhore ? 
With that the God, whoſe earthquakes rock _ Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

the ground, | And late reſtor'd me to my native land. 250 
Fierce to Phæacia croſs d the vaſt profound. 185 Is this the promis d long expected coaſt, 
gilt as a {wallow ſweeps the liquid way, And this the faith Phœacia's rulers boaſt ? 


249 
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The winged pinnace ſhot along the ſea. | O righteous Gods ! of all the great how few 

The God arreſts her with a ſudden ſtroke, | ATC juſt to Heaven, and to their promiſe true! 

And roots her down an ev-riaſting rock. But he, the Power to whoſe all- ſeeing eyes 255 
Agbaſt the Scherians ſtand in deep ſurpriſe; 190 1 he deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 

All preſs to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes. | "Tis his alone t' avenge the wrongs I bear: 

What hands unſcen the rapid bark teſtram ! For ſt. Il th” oppreſt are his peculiar care. 


And yet it ſwims, or ſcems to ſwim, the main! | To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prova 
Thus they, unconſcions of the deed divine: Their faith. is mine: the reſt belongs to Jove. 260 


Till great Alcinous riſing own'd the ſign. 195 Then en the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 
Behold the long predeſtin'd day! (he cries) The gold, the veſts, the trip»ds, number'd o'er : 

Oh! certain faith of ancient prophectes ! All theſe he found, bu: fill in error loſt 

Theſe ears have heard my royal fire diſcloſe Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt, 

A dreadful tory, big with future woes; . | Sighs ſor his country, and laments again 265 


How mov'd with wrath, that careleſs we convey To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe-reſounding main. 
Promiſcuous every gueſt to every bay, | When, lo ! the guardian Goddeſs of the wiſe, 
Stern Neptune rag'd ; and how by his command Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood before his eyes; 

Firm rooted in the ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand In ſhow a youthſul ſwain, of form divine, 

(A monument of wrath) ; and mound on mound | Who ſcem'd deſcended from ſome princely line, 270 
Should hide our walls, or whelm beneath the | A graccſul robe her ſlender body dreſt, 


ground. 205 |} Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 
The Fates have ſollow'd as declar'd the ſeer. Her decent hand a ſhining javelin bore, 
de humbled, nations! and your monarch hear, And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore. © 
No more unlicens'd brave the deeps, nu more To whom the king: Whoe'er of human race 275 
With every ſtranger paſs from ſhore to ſhore; ; Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſert place ſ 
0n angry Neptune now for mercy call: 210 | With joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend, 
To his high name let twelve black oxen fall, To thee my treaſures and myſelf commend. 
do may the God reverſe his purpos'd will,  J Oh! tell a wretch in exile doom'd to ſtray, 
Noro'er our city hang the dreadful hill. What air | breathe, what country I ſurvey? 480 
The monarch ſpoke : they trembled and obey'd ; [The ſruitſul continent's extremeſt bound, | 
Forth on the ſands the victim oxen led: 215 | Or ſome fair iſle which Neptune's arms ſur- 
The gather'd tribes before the altar ſtand, round ! ; fame, 
And chiefs and rulers, a majeſtic band. Prom what fair clime (ſaid the) remote from 
The King of Ocean all the tribes implore ; | Arriv'it thou here a ſtranger to our name? 
Theblazing altars redden all the ſhore. | Thou ſeeſt an iſland, not to thoſe unknown 285 
Meanwhile Ulyſſes in his country lay, 220 Whoſe hills are brighten'd by the riſing ſun, 


Releas'd from ſleep, and round him might ſurvey Nor thoſe that plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign 


The ſolitary ſhore, and rolling ſea. Behold him ſinking in the weſtern main. 

Let had his mind through tedious abſence loſt The rugged ſoil allows no level ſpace 

The dear remembrance ofchis native coalt ; © | For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 299 

es, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 225 | Yet, not ungrateſul to the peafant's pain, 

Diffus'd around a veil of thicken'd air: Suffices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 

Fer ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen The loaded trees their various ſruits produce, 

His royal perſon from his friends and queen; And cluſtering grapes afford a generous juice: 

Tilthe proud ſuitors for their crimes afford Woods crown our mountains, and in every grove 

An ample vengeance to their injur'd lord. 230 The bounding goats and friſking heifers rove: 
Now all the land another proſpect bore, Soft rains and kindly dews reſreſh the ſield, 

Another port appear'd, another ſhore, Aad riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 

And long-continued ways, and winding floods, | Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd, 


And unknown mountains, crown'd with unknown | Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground. 300 
Penſire and flow with ſudden grief oppreſt [ woods. At this the chief with tranſport was poſſeſt, 
The king aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, His panting heart exulting in his breaſt : 


Caſt a long look o'er all the coaſt and main, Yet, well diſſembling his untimely joys, 

And ſought around, his native realm in vain : And veiling truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 

Then with erected eyes ſtaod fix'd in woe, i Thus, with an air fincere, iv ſiction bold, 305 

And, as he ſpoke, the tears began to flow: 240 His ready tale th' inventive hero teld: . 
Ye Gods! he cry'd, upoir what barren coaſt, | Oft have l heard in Crete this ifland's name; 

" what new region, is Ulyſſes toſt ? | For 'twas from Crete my native foil | came, 

Poſſeſs'd by wild barbarians, fierce in arme! Sell baniſh d there, I fail'd before the wind, 

Or meu whoſe boſom teuder pity Warme? Aud leli my children and my friends behind. 270 
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From fierce Idomeneusꝰ revenge 1 flew, 

hoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew, 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day). 


Unſeen I *ſcap'd ; ang, favour'd by the night, 315 


In a Pheenician veſſel took my flight, 

For Pyle or Elis hound: but tempeſts toſt 
And raging billows drove us on your coaſt. 

In dead of night an unknown port we gain'd, . 
Spent with fatigue, and flept ſecure on land, 
But here the roſy morn renew'd the day, 
While in th' embrace of pleaſing ſleep 1 lay, 
Sucden, invited by auſpicious gales, 

They land my goods, and hoiſt their flying ſails. 
Abandon'd here, my ſortune | deplore, 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 


320 


With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man: 


'Then chang'd her form: and now, divinely | And mighty Neptune's unrelenting rage? 390 


bright, 3 | 

Jove's heavenly daughter ſtood confeſs'd to fight ; 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, 
Skill'd in th” illuſtrious labours of the loom. 

Oh, {M1l. the ſame Ulyſſes! ſhe rejoin'd, 
In uſeful craft ſueceſsſully refin'd ! 
Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind! 
Suffic'd it not, that, thy long labours paſt, 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy native ſhore at }aſt ? 
But this to me? who, like thyſelf, excel 
In arts of counſel, and diſſembling well; 
To me, whoſe wit exceeds the power divine, 340 
No leſs than mortals are ſurpaſs d by thine. 
Know'ſt thou not me? who made thy life my 

care, | | years war: 

Through ten years wandering, and through ten 
Who taught thee arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 
To raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid: 345 
And now appear thy treaſures to protect, 
Conceal thy perſon, thy deſigus direct, 0 
And tell what more thou muſt from Fate expect. 
Domeſtic woes far heavier to be borne ! 
The pride of fools, and ſlaves' inſulting ſcorn, 
But thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate ; 
Yield to the force of uureſiſted fate, 


350 


The laſt, and hardeſt, conqueſt of the mind. 


And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe. man- 
kind, ; 
Goddeſs of Wiſdom ! Ithacus replies, 355 
He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, { 
So ſeldom view'd, and ever in diſguiſe ! 
When the bold Argives led their warring powers, 
Againſt proud Ilion's well-defended towers ; 
Ulyſics was thy care, celeſtial Maid! 360 
Grac'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid. 
But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 
And buund for Greece we plough'd the watery 
_—_ | | 
Our fleet diſpers'd and driven from coaſt to coaſt, 
Thy ſacred preſence ſrom that hour I loſt; 365 
Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, 
And heard thy counſels un Phæacia's ſhure, 
But, by th' almighty author of thy race, - 
Tell me, oh tril! is this my native place? 
For much I tear, long tracts of land and ica 
Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca; 
The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, 
To ſoothe my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 
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Others, long abſent ſrom their native place, 3% 


Fife had 
Like gre 
vouchſa! 
And plat 
Then, t! 
As vihen 


Thus he. The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus te 
plies : | 
How prone to doubt, how cautious, are the wiſe! 
Who, vers'd in fortune, fear the flattering ſhow, 
And taſte not half the bliſs the Gods beſtow, 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires, 


And guard the wiſdom which herſelf inſpires. Though 


Eundrec 


{ 


Thus while he ſpoke, the biue-ey'd Maid began | Once more 'twas given thee to behold thy coaſt : 


335 


| 


JI And inly bleeds, and ſilent waſtes away: 
370 } Eluſive of the bridal hour, ſhe gives 435 


Straight ſeck their home, and fly with eager che at 
pace 4 [brace, Know, | 

To their wives“ arms, and children's dear em. If thou 
| Nut thus Ulyſſes : he decrees to prove What « 
His ſubjects“ faith, and queen's ſuſpeRed love: | 
Who mourn'd her lord twice ten revolving years What hi 
325 , And waſte the days in grief, the nights in tears, g How wi 
Put Pallas knew (thy ſriends and navy loſt) It fits th 
Vet how could I with adverſe Fate engage, fey 
d eve 

Now liſt thy longing eyes, while I reſtore "0 thn 
The pleaſing proſpect of thy native ſhore : Turn he 
Behold the port of Phorcys ! fenc'd around Difour 
With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd. And in 
Behold the gloomy grot ! whoſe cool receſs 30; 4d all 
Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring ſeas! Etrangt 
Whoſe now neglected altars in thy reign From th 
Bluſh'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen ſlain, And the 
Behold ! where Neritus the clouds divides, Go fi 
And ſhakes the waving foreſts on his ſides. 400 rue to 
So ſpake the Goddeſs; and the proſpect clear d, Fer hte 
The miſts diſpers d, and all the coaſt appear'd. Aud ch. 
The king with joy con ſeſs'd his place of birth, At the 
And on his knees ſalutes his mother earth: Where 
Then, with his ſuppliant hands upheld in air, 40% ee 
Thus to the ſea · green Siſters ſends his prayer: Swell tl 
All hail! ye virgin-daughters of the main! With hi 


Ye ſtreams, beyond my hopes beheld again ! 

To you once more your own Ulyſſes bows ; 
Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows! 4to 
If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 

The growing virtues of my youthful ſon, 

To you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, 

And grateſul offerings on your altars laid. 

Then thus Minerva : From that anxious breaſt 
Diſmils thoſe cares, and leave to Heaven the reſt. 
Our taſk be now thy treaſur'd ſtores to ſave, 
Deep in the cloſe receſſes of the cave: 

Then ſuture means conſult—ſhe fpoke, and trod 
The ſhady grot that brighten'd with the God. 49 
The cloſeſt caverns of the grot ſhe ſought ; 


And all 


The gold, the braſs, the rubes, Ulyſſes brought; WW": 
[Theſe in the ſecret gloom the chief diſpoſ'd, . 10 9 
The entrance with a rock the Goddeſs clos d. 62 


Now, ſeated in the olive's ſacred ſhade, 425 
Conſer the hero and the Martial Maid. 5 
The Goddeſs of the azure eyes began: 

Son of Laertes ! much-experienc'd man! 

The ſuitor-train thy earlieſt care demand, 

Of that luxurious race to rid the land: 439 
Three years thy houſe their lawleſs rule has ſcen, 
And proud addreſſes to the matchleſs queen. 

But ſhe thy abſence mourns from day to day, 


aint, 
Athy; 

. . ln 1 
Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes decęives. 


To this Ulyſſes: O, celeſtial maid 5 
rais d be thy counſel, and thy timely aid: 


Ds 6 


* 


de had | ſeen my native walls in vain, 
Vouch/afe the means of vengeance to debate, 
and plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. 
Then, then be preſent, and my ſoul inſpire, 


fire, 
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Me into other realms my cares convey, 475 


Like great Atrides Juſt reſtor'd and ſlain. 440 j Fo Sparta, ſtill with female beauty gay: 


For know, to Sparta thy lov'd offspring came, 
To learn thy fortunes ſrom the voice of Fame, 
At this the father, with a father's care. ? 


k when we wrapp'd Troy's heaven-built walls in Muſt he too ſuffer? he, O Goddeſs! bear 480 


Of wanderings and of woes a wretched ſhare ? 


Though leagued againſt me hundred heroes ſtand, } Through the wild ocean plough the dangerous way, 


320 Eundreds ſhall fall, if Pallas aids my hand. 


ver che anſwer' d: in the dreadful day of fight 
ace, Know, 1 am with thee, ſtrong in all my might. 
em- thou but equal to thyſelf be found, 


And leave his fortunes and his honſe a prey? 

Why would'ft not thou, O all enlighten'd Mind! | 

Inform him certain, and protect him, kind? 485 
To whom Minerva: Be thy ſou] at reſt ; 


What geſping numbers then ſhall preſs the And know, whatever Heaven ordains, is belt. 


bs ground? 

ears, What human victims ſtain the feaſtſul floor! 

Irs, How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! 
It fits thee now to wear 2 dark diſguiſe, 

aſt ; And ſecret walk unknown to mortal eyes. 


For this, my hand ſhal] wither every grace, 
30% 4nd cet; elegance of form and face, 

Oer thy ſmooth ſkin à bark of wrinkles ſpread, 

Turn hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 

Disfigure every limb with coarſe attire, 


n'd. And in thy eyes extinguiſh all the fire 
30% 4d all the wants and the decays of life; 
5! Etrarge thee from thy own; thy ſon, thy wife: 
From the loath'd object every fight ſhall turn, 
zin, Ard the blind ſuitors their deſtruction ſcorn. 


450 To fame 1 ſent him, to acquire renown : 


To other regions is his virtue known : 

Secure he ſits, near great Atrides plac'd! 490 
With friendſhips ſtrengthen'd, and with honours 
But lo ! an ambuſh waits his paſſage o'er ; [grac'd. 


455 Fierce foes inſidious intercept tne ſhore : 


in vain ! for ſooner all the murderous brood 
This injur'd land ſhall fatten with their blood. 495 
She ſpake, then touch'd him with her powerful 


wand : 


460 The ſkin ſhrunk up, and wither'd at her hand: 


A ſwiſt old age o'er all his members ſpread; 

| A ſudden froſt was ſprinkled on his head; 

| Nor longer in the heavy eye-ball ſhin'd 500 
| The glance divine, forth-beaming from the mind. 


Go firſt the maſter of thy herds to find, 465 His robe, which ſpots indelible beſmear, 


300% (rn: to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: '| In rags diſhoneſt flutters with the air: 
ear'd, Ferthee he ſighs : and. to the royal heir A ſtag's torn hide is lapp'd around his reins; CY 
d. And chaſte Penelope extends his care. A rugged ſtaff his trembling hand ſuſtains; 505 
h, At the Coracian rock he now reſides, And at his ſide a wretched ſcrip was hung, 
Wire arcthuſa's ſable water glides; 450 Wide-patch'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 
„ 405MM [fc fable water and the copious mail So look'd the chief, ſo mov'd, to mortal eyes 
r: Sell the fat herd; luxuriant, large repaſt ! Object uncouth! a man of miſeries! f 
n Wik him, reſt peaceful in the rural cell, While Pallas, cleaving the wide field of air, $10 
4nd all you aſ his faithſul tongue ſhall tell; To Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. 
1 4to 
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d The wall was ſtone from neighbouring quarries 


ihrongh mazy thickets of the woodland frade, borne, 


Encircled with a fence of naked thorn, 


And ſtrong with pairs, by many a weary ſtroke 15 
5 Of ſtubborn ladour hewn from heart of oak; 


Twelve ample ceils, the lodgment of his herd. 
Full fifty pregnant females each contain d; 
pe males without (a ſmaller race) remain; 29 


10 Dosm'd to ſuppiy the ſuitors' wallcſul ſcaſt, 


A ſtock by daily luxury dcereas'd! 
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Now ſcarce four hundred left, Theſe to deſend, 

Four ſavage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. 

Here ſate Eumæus, and his cares apply'd 25 

To form ſtrong buſkins of well-ſcaſon'd hide. 

Of four aſſiſtants who his labour ſhare, 

Three now were abſent on the rural care; 

Tho fourth drove victims to the ſuitor train; 

But he, of ancient faith, a ſimple ſwain, 30 

Sigh'd, while he furniſh'd the luxurious board, 

And weary'd Heaven with wiſhes for his lord. 
Soon as Ulyſſes near th' encloſure drew, 

With open mouths the ſurious maſtiffs flew : 

Down face the ſage, and cautious to withſtand, 35 

Let fall th* offenſive truncheon from his hand. 

Sudden, the maſter runs; aloud he calls; 


And from his haſty hand the leather falls; 


With ſhowers of ſtones he drives them far away; 

The ſcattering dogs around at diſtance bay. 40 
Unhappy ſtranger! (thus the faithful ſwain 

Began with accent gracious and humane,) 

What ſorrow had been mine, if at my gate 

Thy reverend age had met a ſhameful face! 


Enough cf woes already have l known ; 45 


Enough my maſter's ſorrows and my own. 


While here (ungrateſul taſk |) his herds I feeò, 


Ordain'd for lawleſs rioters to bleed; 

Ferhaps, ſupported at another's buard, 

Far from his country roams my hapleſs lord! 50 
Or ſigh'd in exile forth his Jateſt breath, 


Now covecr'd with th' eternal ſhade of death! 


But enter this my homely roof, and ſee 
Our woods not void of hoſpitality. 
Then tel! me whence thou art? and what the ſhare 
Of woes and wanderings thou wert born to bear ? 
He ſaid, and, ſeconding the kind requeſt, . 
With friendly ſtep precedes his unknown gueſt. 
A ſhaggy goat's ſoft hide beneath him ſpread, 
And with freſh ruſhes heap'd an ample bed: 60 
Joy touch'd the hero's tender ſoul, to find | 


So juſt reception from a heart ſo kind: 


And oh, ye Gods! with all your bleſſings grace 

(He thus broke forth) this friend of human race! 
The ſwain reply'd : It never was our guiſe 5 

To light the poor, or aught humane deſpiſe ; 

For Jove unfolds our hoſpitable door, 

*Tis Jove that ſends the ſtranger and the poor. 

Little, alas! is all the good lean; : 

A man oppreſs'd, dependent, yet a man: 70 

Accept ſuch treatment as a ſwain aitords, 

Slave to the inſolence of youthful lords! 

Far hence is by unequal Gods remov'd 

That man of bounties, loving and belov'd ! 

"To whom whate'er his flave enjoys is ow'd, 75 

And more, had Fate allow'd, had been beſtow'd: 


But Fate condemus him to a foreign ſhore; 


Much have | forrow'd, but my maſter more. 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrece refign'd ; _ 
Ah, periſh Helen! periſt all her kind! 80 
For whoſe curs'd cauſe, in Agamemnon's name, 
e trod fo fatally the paths of Fame. 

His veſt ſuccinct then girding round his waiſt, 
Forth ruſh'd the ſwain with hoſpitable haſte, 
Stra ght to the lodgements of his herd he run, 85 
W ere the ſat porkers flept beneath the ſun; 


- CG, Wo, his cutias launch'd the fpouting blood: 


1 kezc quaites'd, ing'd, and fix d on forks of wood, 


/ 
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All haſty on the hiſſing coals he threw: 
And ſmoking back the taſteful viands drew, 
Broachers and all; then on the boatd diſplay'd 


e ready meal, before Ulyſſes laid 


With flour imbrown'd; next mingled wine yet new 
And luſcious as the bees neQareous dew : 

Then fate companion of the friendly feaſt, 95 
With open look; and thus beſpoke his gueſt: 
Lake with free welcome what our hands prepare, 
Such fcod as fall to ſimple ſervants ſhare ; 

The beſt our Lords conſume; thoſe thoughtleſs peers, 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears! 100 
Yet ſure the Gods their impious acts deteſt, 


And honour juſtice and the righteous breaſt. 


Pirates and conquerors, of harden'd mind, 

The foes of peace, and ſcourges of mankind, 

To whom offencing men are made a prey 105 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away; 
Even theſe, when of their ill-got ſpoils poſſeſs'd, 
rind ſare tormentors in the guilty breaft : 
Some voice cf God cloſe whiſpering from within, 
„ Wretch! this is viJany, and this is ſin.” 110 
But theſe, no doubt, ſome oracle explore, 

That telle, the great Ulyſſes is no more. 

Hence ſprings their confidence, and from our ſighs 
Their rapine ſtrengthens, and their riots riſe: 
Conſtant as Jove the night and day beſtows, 113 
Bleeds a whole hecztomb, a vintage flows. 

None match'd this hero's wealth, of all who reign 
D'er the fair iſlands of the neighbouring main, 
Nor all the monarchs whoſe far-dreaded ſway 
The wide extended continents obey : 120 
Firſt, on the main land, of Ulyſles' breed 
Twelve herds, twelve flocks, on ocean's margin ſeed; 
As many ſtalls for ſhaggy goats are rear'd; 

As niany lodgements for the tuſky herd; 

Thoſe foreign keepers guard: and here are ſeen 125 
Twelve herds cf goats that graze our ut moſt green: 
To native paſtors is their charge aſſign'd; 


And mine the care to feed the brifly kind: 


Each day the fatteſt bleeds of either herd, 
All to the ſuitors waſteful board preferr'd. 130 
Thus he, benevoicnt ; his unknown gueſt 
With hunger keen devorrs the ſavoury feaſt; 
While ſchemes of vengeance ripen in his breaſt. 
Silent and thoughtful while the board he cy'd, 
Eumæus pours on high the purple tide ; 135 
The king with ſmiling looks his joy expreſo'd, 
And thus the kind inviting hoſt addrets'd: 
Say new, what man is he, the man Gdepl-r'd 
So rich, ſo potent. whom you ſtyſe your lord; 


And now in honour's glory's bed at reft ? 

Whoever was the warrior, he muſt bc 

Fo fame no ftrarger, nor perhaps ta me; . 

Who (fo the Gods, ard ſo the Fates on dain'd) 

Have wander'd many a ſea, and many a land. 145 
Small is the faith, the prince and queen aſcribe. 

(Reply'd Eumæus) to the wande ring tribe. 

For needy ſtraugers ſtill to flattury fly,. 

And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie. 

Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 150 

Dehides with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear remembrance makes his image riſe 


And calis tne ſpringing ſorrows from her eyes. 


Late with ſuch aMu-nce and poſicſhons bleſt, 140 : 


150 


such thou may'ſt be. But he whoſe name you 
Moulders in earth, or welters on the wave, [crave 
Or food for fiſh or dogs his relicke li-, 

Or torn by birds are ſcatter'd through the ſky. 

80 periſh'd he: and left (for ever loſt) 

Much woe to all, but fare to me the moſt, 

80 mild a maſter never ſhalll find; I65 
Leſs dear the parents whom | left behind, 5 
Lels ſoft my mother, leſs my father kind, 

Not with ſuch trax.ſport would my eyes run o'er, 
Again to hail them in their native ſhore; - 
As lov'd Ulyſſ:s once more to embrace, * 165 
Reſtor'd and breathing in his natal place. 

That name for ever oread, yet cverdear, 

Even in his abſence I pronounce with fear: 

ln my reſpect, he bears a prince's part; 


But lives a very brother in niy heart. 170 
Thus ſpoke the faithful ſwain; and thus re- 
join'd 


The maſter of his grief, the man of 3 mind: 
Ulylles, friend! ſhall view his old abodes 
(Diſcruſtſul as thou art); nor doubt the Guds. 


Nor ſpeak I rafhly, but with ſaith avei r'd, 175 
Ard what I ſpeak, atteſting Heaven has heard. 

If fo, a cloke and veſtare be my meed : 

Till his return, no title ſhall I plead, { 
Tho' eertain-be my news, and great my need. 


Whom want itſelf can force untruths tc tell, 180 
My foul deteſts him as the gates of hell. 

Thou firſt be witneſs, hoſpitable Jove ! 
And every God inſpiring ſocial love; 
and wiineſs every houſchold power that waits 
Guards of theſe fires, and angel of theſe gates! 185 
Fre the next moon increaſe, or this decay, 
His ancient realms Ulyſſes ſhall ſurvey, 
In blond and duſt each proud oppreſſor mourn, 
And the loſt glories of his houſe return. 

Nor ſhall that mees be thine, nor ever more 190 
Shall lov'd Ulyſſes hail this happy ſhore 
(Replied Eumæus): to the preſent hour 
Now turn thy thoughts, and joys within our 
From fad reflection let my ſoul repoſe: [power. 
The name of him awakes a thonfand woes. 195 
But guard him, Gods! and to theſe arms reſtore ! 
Not his true conſort can deſire him more; 
Nat old Lacrtes, broken with deſpair: 
Net young Telemachus, his blooming heir. 
Alus, Telemachus! my ſorrow's flow 200 
Alreſh for thee, my ſecond cauſe of woe ! | 
Lise ſome fair plant ſet by a heavenly hand, 
Be grew, he flouriſh'd, and he bleſt the land; 
In all the youth the father's image ſhin'd, 
Bright in his perſon, brighter in his mind. 205 
What man, or God, deceiv'd his better ſenſe, 
Fir on the iwelling feas to wander hence ? 
To diſtant Pylos hapleſs is he gone, 
To ſeck his father's fate and find his own! 
tr traitors wait his way, with dire deſign 210 
10 end at once the great Arceſian line. 
but let us leave him to their wills above; 
the iates of men are in the hand of Jove. 
aud now, my venerable gueſt! declare 
Your name, your parents, and your native air. 215 
vincere from whence begun your courſe relate, 
And to what ſhip 1 owe the friendly freight? 

Thus he: and thus (with prompt invention 
The cautious chief his ready Nory told: hold) 
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Our ſtates myſelf and Idomen employ 


On dark reſerve what better can prevail, 220 
Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 
Than when two friends, alone, in peaceful place ) 


| Confer, and wines and cates the table grace; 


But moſt, the kind inviter's cheerful face? 

Thus might we ſit, with ſocial goblets crown'd, 225 

Till the whole circle of the year goes round ; 

Not the whole circle of the year' would clofe 

My long nartation of a life of woes. 

But ſuch was Heaven's high will! Know then, I 
came 

From ſacred Crete, and from a ſire of fame; 230 

Caſtor Hylacides (that name he bore) 

Belov'd and honour'd in his native race: 

Bleſt in his riches, in his children more. 

Sprung from a handmaid, from a bought embrace. 

| ſhar'd his kindnefs with his lawſul race : 235 

But when that fate, which all muſt undergo, 

From earth remov*d him to the ſhades below; 

The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 

And each was portion'd as the lots decide. 

Little, alas! was leſt my wretched ſhare, 240 

Except a houſe, a covert from the air: 

But what by niggard fortune was denied, 

A willing widow's copious wealth ſupplied. 

My valour was my plea, 2 gallant mind | 

That, true to honour, never lagg'd behind 00 

(The ſex is ever to a ſoldier kind). 

Now waſting years my ſormer ſtrength confound, 

And added woes have bow'd me to the ground; 

Yet by the ſtubble you may gueſs the grain, 

And mark the ruins of no vulgar man. 

Me, Pallas gave to lead the martial ſtorm, 

And the fair ranks of battle to deſorm: 

Me, Mars inſpir'd to turn the foe to flight, 

And tempt the ſecret ambuſh of the night. 

Let ghaſtly death in all his forms appear, 255 

[| ſaw him not, it was not mine to fear. 

Before the reſt I rais'd my ready ſteel ; 

Che firſt I met, he yielded, or he fell. 

But works of peace my ſoul diſdain'd to bear, 

Ihe rural labour, or domeſtic care. 260 

Co raiſe the maſt, the miſſile dart to wing, 

And ſend ſwift arrows ſrom the bounding ſtring, 

Were arts the Gods made grat ful ro my mind : 


250 


hoſe Gods, who turn (to various ends deſign'd, 
The various thoughts and talents of mankind, 
Before the Grecians touch'd the Truian plain, 

Nine times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign ſields 1 ſpread my glory far, 

Great in the praiſe, rich in the ſpoils of war : 
[hence charg'd with riches as increas d in fame, 270 
To Crete return'd, an hunourable name. 

But when vr-at Jove that direſul war decreed, 
Which rous'd all Greece, and made the mighty 
h {biced ; 
To lead their fleets, and carry death to Troy. 275 
Nine years we'warr'd; the tenth ſaw Ilion ſall; 
Homeward we ſail'd, but Heaven diſpers'd us all. 
One only month my wife enjoy'd my ſtay; 

So will'd the God who gives and takes away, 

Nine ſhips I mann'dpequipp'd with ready ſtores, 280 
Intent to voyage to th Ægyptian ſhores; 

In feaſt and facrifice my choſen train 


Crete's ample fields diminiſh to our eye; 


Six days conſum'd; the ſeventh we plough'd the 
(main, 


Bcſore the Boreal blaſts the veſſols fly; 285 
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Safe through the level ſeas we ſweep our way; 

The ſteer- man governs, and the ſhips obey. 

The fifth fair morn we ſtem th' Ægyptian tide : 

And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride : 

To anchor there my fellows I command, 290 

And ſpies commiſſion to explore the land. 

But, ſway'd by luſt of gain, and headlong will, 

The coaſts they ravage, and the natives kill, 

The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 

And horſe and foet in mingled tumult riſe. 295 

The reddening dawn reveals the circling fields, 

Horrid with briſly ſpears, and glancing ſhields. 

Jove thunder'd on their fide. Our guilty head 

We turn'd to flight; the gathering vengeance 
ſpread [dead. 


On all parts round, IP heaps on heaps lie 200 


I then explor'd my thought, what courſe to prove; 

(And ſure the thought was dictated by Jove, 

Oh! had he left me to that happier doom, 

And ſav'd a life of miſeries to come !) 

The radiant helmet from my brews unlac'd, 305 

And low on carth my ſhield tand javelin caſt, 

I met the monarch with 2 ſuppliant's face, 

Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace. 

He heard, he ſav'd, he plac'd me at his ſide; 

My ſtate he pity'd, and iny tears he dried, 310 

Reſtrain'd the rage the vengeful foe expreſs'd, 

And turn'd the deadly weapons from my breaſt. 

Pious ! to guard the hoſpitable rite,? 

And fearing Jove, whom merty's works delight. 
In Zgypt thus with peace and plenty bleſt, 315 

I liv'd (and happy ſtill had liv'd) a gueſt, 

On ſeven bright years fucceſſive bleſſings wait; 

The next chang'd all the colour of my fate. 

A falſe Phœnician, of inſidious mind, 


' Vers'd in vile arts, and foe to human kind, 320 
With ſemblance fair invites me to his home ; 


I ſeiz'd the proffer (ever fond to roam) 

Domeſtic in his faithleſs roof I ſtay'd, 

Till the ſwift ſun his annual circle made. 

To Libya then he meditates the way ; 325 

With guileful art a ſtranger to be cay, 

And ſell to bondage in a foreign land : , 

Much doubting, yet compell'd, I quit the ſtrand. 

Through the mid ſeas the nimble pinnace ſails, 

Aloof of Crete, from the northern gales : 330 

But when remote her chalky cliffs we loſt, 

And far from ken of any other coaſt, 

When all was wild expanſe of ſea and air; 

Then doam'd high Jove due vengeance to pre- 
are. | 

He 1 a night of horrors o'er their head 335 

(The ſhaded ocean blacken'd as it ſpread); 

He launch'd the fiery bolt; from pole to pole 


Broad burſt the lightnings, deep the thunders roll; 


In giddy rounds the whirling ſhip is toſt, 

And all in clouds of ſmothering ſulphur loſt. 340 
As from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 

The ſable crows with intercepted flight ſhue: 
Drop headlong : ſcarr'd and black with fulph'rous 
So from the deck are hurl'd the ghaſtly crew. 
Such end the wicked ſound! but, Jove's intent 345 
Was yet to ſave th' oppreſs'd and innocent 

Plac'd on the maſt (the laſt recourſe of life) 


With winds and waves I held unequal ſtrife; 


For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 


ho tenth foft wafts me to Theſprotia's ſhore, 350 


The monarch's ſun a ſtipwreck'd wretch reliev' 
The ſire with hoſpitable rites receiv'd, : 
And in his palace like a brother plac'd, 
With gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac'd, 
While here I ſojourn'd, oft I heard the fame 355 
How late Ulyſſes to the country came, | 
How lov'd, how honour'd, in this court he ſtay'd 
And here his whole collected treaſure lay'd; : 
; I ſaw myſelf the vaſt unnumber'd ſtore ; 
Of ſteel elaborate, and reſulgent ore, 2 
And braſs high heap'd amidit the regal dome; 
Immenſe ſupplies ſor ages yet to come! | 
Mean time he voyag'd to explore the will 
Of Jove, on high Dodona's holy hill. 
What means might beſt his ſaſe return avail, 365 
| Fo come in pomp, or bear a ſecret ſail ! 
Full oft has Phidon, whilſt he pour's the wine, 
Atteſting folemn all the Powers divine, 
That ſoon Ulyſles would return, declar'd, 
The ſailors waiting, and the ſhips prepar'd, 370 
But firſt the king diſmiſs*'d me from his ſhores, 
For fair Dulichium crown'd with fruitful ſtores; 
Yo good Acaſtus' friendly care conſign'd ! 
But other counſels pleas'd the ſailors mind: 
New frauds were plotted by the fairhleſs train, 375 
And miſery demands me once again. 
Soon as remote from ſhore they plough the wave, 
With ready hands they ruſh to ſeize their ſlave; 
Then with theſe tatter's fags they wrapp'd me 
round, : 
(Stripp'd of my own) and to the veſſel bound. 380 
At eve, at Ithaca's delightſul land | 
The ſhip arriv'd : forth iſſuing on the ſand 
They ſought repaſt; while to th' unhappy kind, 
The pitying Gods themſelves my chains unbind. 
Soft I deſcended, to the ſea applied 385 
My naked breaſt, and ſhot along the tide. 
Soon paſ,'d beyond their ſight, I left the flood, 
And took the fpreading ſhelter of the wood. 
Their prize eſcap'd the faithleſs pirates mourn'd; 
But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ſhip re- 
turn'd. 3 
Screen'd by protecting Gods from hoſtile eyes, 
They led me to a good man and a wiſe, 
To live beneath thy hoſpitable care, 
And wait the woes Heaven dooms me yet to bear. 
Unhappy gueſt ! whoſe ſorrows touch my mind! 
(Thus god Eumæus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 
For Teal ſufferings ſince I grieve ſincere, 
Check not with feilacies the ſpringing tear 
Nor turn the paſſion into groundleſs joy 
For him, whom Heaven has deſtin'd to deſtroy. 408 
Oh! had he periſn'd on ſome well-fought day, 


Or in his friend's embraces died away! 


That grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might 
raile 

Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe : 

His praiſe, eternal on the faithful ſtone, 405 

Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 

Now ſnatch'd by hatpics to the dreary coalt, 

Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt! 

While penſive in this ſolitary den, 

Far from gay cities and the ways of men, 410 

linger life; nor to the court repair, 

But when the conſtant queen commands my care; 

01 when to taſte her haſpitable woerd, 


Some gueſt arrives, with rumours of her lord; 
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woe, 
And here the tears, and there the goblets flow. 


By many ſuch I have been warn'd; but chief 


By one Ætolian robb'd of all belief, 
Whoſe hap it was to this our roof to roam; 
For murder baniſh'd from his native home. 420 
He ſwore, Ulyſſes on the coatt of Crete 
Staid but a ſeaſon to refit his fleet ; 
A ſew revolving months ſhould waft him v'er, 
Fraught with bold warriars, and a Luuudleſs ſtore. 
O thou! whom: age has taught to underſtavd, 425 
And Heaven has guided with a favouring kaud! 
On God or mortal to obtrude a lie 
Forbear, and dread to flatter as to die. 
Not for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, 
But dear reſpe& to Jove, and charity.” 430 
And why, O ſwain of unbelieving mind ! 
(Thus quick reply'd the wiſeſt of mankind) 
Doubt you my oath? yet more my faith to try, 
A ſolemn compact let us ratify, 5 
And witneſs every Power that rules the iky! 435 
If here Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, 
Be then my prize a tunic and a veſt; 
And, where my hopes invite me, ſtraight tranſport 
In ſafety to Dulichium's friendiy court. 
But, if he greets not thy deſiring eye, 440} 
Hurl me from yon dread precipice on high; 
The due reward of ſrand and perjury. © 
Doubtleſs, O gueſt! great land and praiſe 
were mine 
(Reply'd the ſwain for ſpotleſs ſaith divine) 
If. after ſocial rites and gifts beituw'd, 445 
I {tain'd my hoſpitable hearth With blood, 
How would the Gods my righteous toils ſucceed, 
And bleſs the hand that made a ranger biced ? 
No more—tli' approaching hours of ſilent night 
Firſt claim refeQtion, then to reſt invite; 450 
Beneath our humble cottage let us haſte, 
And here, unenvy'd, rural daintics taſte, _ 
Thus commun'd theſe; while to their lowly 
dome : 
ne ſull-fed ſwine return'd with evening home; 
Cempell'd, reluQant, to the ſeveral ſties, 455 
Wich din obſtreperous, and ungrateſul cries. | 
Then to the flaves. Now from the herd the beſt 
vl, in honour of our ſoreign gueſt: 
With him let us the genial banquet ſhare, 
For great and many are the gricſs we bear: 460 
While thoſe who from our labours heap their 
board, 
Blapheme their feeder, and forget their lord. 
Thus ſpeaking, with diſpatchful hand he took 
a weighty axe, and cleft the ſolid oak; 
This cn the earth he pil'd; a boar full fed, 465 
Of five years- age, before the pile was led: | 
The ſwain, whom acts of piety delight, 
Oblrrvant of the Gods, begins the rite; 
firit ſhears the forchead of the briftly boar, 
Aud ſuppliant ſtands, invoking every Power 470 
To ſpeed Ulyſſes to his native ſhore. 
A knotty ttake chen aiming at his head, 
own dropp'g he groaning, and the ſpirit fled. 
The ſcorching flames climb round on every fide : 
Then the ſing'd members they with ſkill divide; 
Vn theſe, in rolls of fat involv'd with art, 
is choiceſt morſels lay from every part. 


| 


and theſe indulge their want, aud thoſe the'r | Some in the flames, beſtrow'd with flour, they 


threw : 
Some cut in fragments, from the forks they drew: 
Theſe while on ſeveral tables they diſpoſe, 480 
As prieſt himſelſ the blamelefs ruſtic roſe ; 
Expert the deſtin'd victim to diſpart 
In ſeven juſt portions, pure of hand and heart, 
One ſacred to the nymphs apart they lay; 
Another to the winged ſon of May: 485 
The rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, : 
The king the chine, the honour of the ſeatt, 
Who ſate delighted at his ſervant's board; 
The faithful fervant joy'd his unknown lord. 
Oh! be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 498 
As well thou clalm'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love! 
Be ther thy thanks (the bounteous ſwain re- 
ply d) 
Enjoyment of the good the Gods provide. 
From God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; 
Thele he decrees, and he but ſuffers thoſe: 495 
All power is his, and whatſoe'er he wills, 
The will itſelf, omnipotent, fulfils, 
This ſaid, the firſt fruits to the Gods he gave; 
Then pour'd of offer'd wine the ſable wave: 
In great Ulyfles' hand he plac'd the bowl, 500 
He ſate, and ſweet reflection cheer'd his ſoul. 
The bread from caniſters Meſaulius gave, 
(Eumeus proper treaſure bought this flave, 
And led from Taphos, to attend his board, 
A ſervant added to his abſent lord) 505 
His taſk it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 
And from the banquet take the bowls away; 
And now the rage of hunger was repreſs'd, 
And each betakes him to his couch to reſt, 
Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 
The face of things; the winds began to roar : 
The driving ſtorm the watery weſt wind pours, 
and Jove deſcends in deluges of ſhowers, 
Studious of reſt and warmth, Ulyſſes lies, 
Foreſeeing from the firſt the ſtorm would riſe; 515 
In mere neceſſity of coat and cloak, 
With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke : 
Hear me, my friends! who this good banquet 
. grace; 
Tis ſweet to play the fool in time and place, 
And wine can of their wits the wiſe beguile, 5 20 
Make the ſage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 
The grave in merry meaſures friſk about, 
And many a long-repented word bring out. 
Sirice to be talkative I now commence, | 
Let wit caſt off the ſullen. yoke of ſenſe. [days! 
Once I was ſtrong (would Heaven reſtore thoſe 
And with my betters claim'd my ſhare of praiſe, 
Ulyſſes, Menclaus, led forth a band, 
And join'd me with them ('twas their own com- 
mand); 
A deathful ambuſh for the foe to lay, 530 


Beneath Troy's walls by night we took cur way: 


There clad in arms, along the marſhes ſpread, 

We made the ozier-fringed bank our bed. 

Full ſoon th' inclemency of Heaven I fect, 

Nor had theſe ſhoulders covering but of ſteel, 535 

Sharp blew the north; fnow whitcuing all the 
fields [ſhields. 

Froze with the blaſt, and gathering glaz d our 

There all but I, well fenc'd with cloak and veſt, 

Lay saver'd by their ample ſhiclds at reſt, 
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The {kill of weather and of winds unknown, 
And truſted to my coat and ſhield alone 


HOMER 


The honours and the offices of men: 


Some maſter, or ſome ſervant would allow 


Fool that I was! I left behind my own; 540 7 tatter'd as I look, 1 challeng'd then 


When now was waſted more than half the night, 
Aad the ſtars faded at approaching light; 
Sudden jogg'd Ulyſſes, who was laid 


545 
Faſt by my ſide, and ſhivering thus I ſaid; _ 
Here longer in this field 1 cannot lie; 
The winter pinches, and with cold 1 die, 
And die aſham'd (O wiſeſt of mankind) 
The only fool who left his cloak behind. 550 


He thought, and anſwer'd : hardly waking yet, 
Sprung in his mind the momentary wit 
(That wit, which, or in council or in fight, 
Still met th* emergence. and determin'd right.) 
Huſh thee, he cry'd, (ſoft-whiſpering in my ear) 
Speak not a word, leſt any Greek may hear— 
And then (ſupporting on his arm his head) 
Hear me, companions ?, (thus aloud he ſaid) 
Methinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie : 
Ev'n now a viſion ſtood before my eye, $eof 
And ſure the warning viſion was from high: 
Let from among us ſome ſwift courier riſe, 
Haſte to the general, and demand ſupplies, 
Upſcarted Thoas ſtraight, Andrzmon's ſon, 
Nimbly he roſe, and caſt his garment down; 565 
Iuftant, the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; 
That inſtant in his cloak I wrapp'd me round : 
And ſafe I flept, till brightly dawning ſhone 
The morn conſpicuous on her golden throne. 
Oh, were my ſtrength as then, as then my age ! 
Some friend would feace me from the winter's 
rage. 


Forth haſted he to tend his briſtly care: 


A cloak and veſt—but I am nothing now! 373 
Well haſt thou ſpoke (rejoin'd th' attentive 
[wain) 


* 


{| Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain ! 


Nor garment ſhalt thou want, nor aught beſide, 

Meet for the wandering ſuppliant to provide, 

But iq the morning take thy clothes again, 390 

For here one veſt ſuffices every ſwain; 

No change of garments to our hinds is known : 

But, when return'd, the good Ulyſſcs' ſon 

Witd better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 

His gueſt, and ſend thee where thy ſoul deſires, 58; 
The honeſt herdſman roſe, as this he fad, 

And drew before the hearth the ſtranger's bed: 

The fleecy ſpnils of ſheep, a goat's rough hide 

He ſpreads; and adds a mantle thick and wide; 

With ſtore to heap above him, and below, ggo 

And guard each quarter as the tempeſts blow. 

There lay the king and all the reſt ſupine; 

All, but the careful maſter of the ſwine : 


Well arm'd, and fenc'd againſt nocturnal air; 595 
His weighty ſaulchion o'er his ſhoulder ticd : 
His ſhaggy cloak a mountain goat ſupplied : 
With his broad ſpear, the dread of dogs and men, 
He ſecks his lodging in the rocky den. 

There to the tuſcy herd he bends his way. 600 
Where, ſcreen's from Borcas, high o'cr-arch'd 


| they lay. 


BOOK XV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Return 


of Telemachus. : 


2e Goddeſs Minerva commands Telemachus in o viſion to return to Jiß aca. Piſiſtratus and he take leave of 
MMenelaiis, and arrive at Pylos, where they part; and Telema bus ſits ſarl, after having received on 


board Theoclymenus the ſoothſayer. 


The ſcene then my to the cottage of Eumaus, who entertains Ulyſſes 
with a recital of bis adventures. In ihe mean time 


elemachus arrives on the coaft, and, ſending the vi. 


fel to the town, proceeds by himſelf to the lodge of Eumerus. 


OW had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, 
Fam'd for the dance, where Menclaus reigns; 
Anxious ſhe flies to great Ulyſſes beir, 
His inſtant voyage challeng'd all her care. 
Beneath the royal portico diſplay'd, 5 
With Neſtor's ſon, Telemachus was lay'd; 
In fleep profound the ſon of Neſtor lies; 
Not thine, Ulyſſes! Care unſeal'd his eyes: 
Reftleſs he griev'd, with various fears oppreſs'd, 
And all thy fortunes roll'd within his breaſt. 10 
When, O Telemachus! (the Goddeſs ſaid) | 
Too long in vain, too widely haſt thou ſtray'd, 
Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal right 
The robber's prize, the prey to lawleſs might. 
On fond purſuits negleQful while you roam, 15 
Ev'n now the hand of rapine ſacks the dome. 


Hence to Atrides; and his leave implore 

To launch thy veſſel for thy natal ſhore; 

Fly, whilſt thy mother virtuons yet withſtands 
Her kindred's wiſhes, and her ſire's commands ; 20 
Through both Eurymachus purſues the dame, 
And with the nobleſt gifts aſſerts his claim. 
Hence, therefore, while thy ſtores thy own remain; 
Thou know'lſt the practice of the ſemale train: 
Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe 25 
They flight the pledges of their former vows; 
Their love is always with the lover paſt; 

Still the ſucceeding flame expels the laſt. 

Let o'er thy houſe ſome choſen maid preſide, 
Till Heaven decrees to bliſs thee in a bride. 30 
But now thy more attentive ears incline, 
Obferve the warnings of a Power divine: 
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Then o'er his ample ſhoulders whirl'd the cloak, 
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zur thee their ſuares the ſuſtor lords ſhall lay 

i; Samos? ſands, or ſtraits of Ithaca: 

To ſeize thy life ſhall lurk the murderous band, 35 

Fre yer thy footſteps preſs thy. native land. 

No—ſooner far their riot and their Juſt 

Aleovering earth mall bury deep in duſt ! 

Then diſtant from the ſcatter'd iſlands ſteer, 

Nor let the night retard thy full career; 49 

Thy heavenly guardian ſhall inſtruct the gales, 

go lmooth thy paſſage, end ſupply thy ſails : 

And when at Ithaca thy labour ends, 

dend to the town thy veſſel with thy friends; 

But ſcek thou firſt the maſter of thy ſwine 45 

(For {till to thee his loyal thoughts incline) : 

There paſs the night: while he his courſe purſues 

To bring Penelope the wiſh'd-for news, 

That thou, ſafe ſailing from the Pylian ſtrand, 

Art come to bleſs her in thy native land. 50, 
Thus ſpoke the Goddeſs, and reſum'd her flight, 

To the pure regions of eternal light. 

Mean while Piſiſtratus he gently ſhakes, [wakes : 

And with theſe words the lumbering youth a- 
Riſe, ſon of Neſtor ! for the road prepare, <5| 

And join the harneſs'd courſers to the car. | 
What cauſe, he cried, can juſtify our flight, 

To tempt the dangers of forbidden night ? 

Here wait we rather, till approaching day 

Shall prompt our ſpeed, and point the ready way. 60 

Nor think of flight, before the Spartan king 

dall bid farewell, and bounteous preſents bring; 

Giſts, which, to diſtant ages ſafely ſtor'd, 

The cred act of friendſhip ſhall record. leaſt, 
Thus he. But when the dawn beſtreak'd the 

Tie king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt. 

As ſonn as his approach the hero knew, 

The ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 


Reſpectful met the monarch, and beſpoke ; 70 
Hail great Atrides, favour'd of high Jove! 

Let not thy friends in vain for licence move. 

Swilt let us meaſure back the watery way, 

Nor check our fpeed, impatient of delay. 
wich defire ſo ſtrong thy boſom glows, 75 

ll, ſaid the king, ſhould I thy wiſh oppoſe; 

For elt in others freely I reprove 

The ill-tim'd efforts of officious love; 

Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 

And both the golden mean alike condemn. 80 

Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, 

Vko drives the free, or ſtays the haſly friend; 

True friendſhip's laws are by this rule expreſs'd, 

Welcome the coming, ſpecd the parting gueſt. 

Vet ſtay, my friends, and in your chariot take 35 

The nobleſt preſents that our love can make: 

Mean time commit we to our women's care, 

dome choice domeſtie viands to prepare; 

ihe traveller, riſing from the ban quet gay, 

Ludes the labours of the tedious way. 90 

Thea if a wider courſe ſhall rather pleaſe | 

Through ſpacious Argos, and the realms of Greece. 

Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend; 

Himſelf thy convoy to each royal ſriend, 

No prince will let Ulyſſes heir remove 9 5 

Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of love; 


From thoſe the woll- pair'd mules we ſhall receive, 


| To me this preſent of Vulcanian frame, 


oe 


To whom the youth, for prudence fani'd, replied « 
O monarch, care of Heaven ! thy people's pride! 
No friend in Ithaca my place ſupplies, | 
No powerful hands are there, no watchſul eyes: 
My ſtores expos'd, and fenceleſs houſe demand 

The ſpeedieſt ſuecour from my guardian hand; Tog 
LeR, in a ſearch too anxious and too vain 

Of one loſt joy, 1 loſe what yet remain. 

His purpoſe when the generous warrior heard, 
He charg'd the houſehold cates to be prepar'd. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 110 
Was Boethœdes Eteonus come; 

Swift as the word he forms the rifiog blaze, 


And o'er the coals the ſmoking fragments lays. 


* 


Mean time the king, his ſon, aud Helen, went 


Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a coſtly ſcent. 


The king ſelected from the glittering rows 


A bowl; the prince a ſilver beaker choſe. 
The beauteous queen revolv'd with careful eyes 


Her faireſt textures of unnumber'd dyes, 


And choſe the largeſt : with no vulgar art 
Her own fair hands embroider'd every part: 
Beneath the reſt it lay divinely bright, 


128 


Like radiant Heſper o'er the gems of night. 


Then with cach gift they haſten'd to their gueſt, 


And thus the king Ulyſſes” heir addreſs'd: 125 


Since fix d are thy reſolves, may thundering Jove 
With happieſt omens thy deſires approve | | 


This filver bowl, whoſe coftly margins ſhine 


Euchas'd with gold, this valued giſt be thine 

130 
From Sidon's hoſpitable monarch came; | 
To thee we now conlign the precious load, 


The pride of kingsand labour of a God. 


Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 


The ſilver vaſe with living ſculpture wrought. 135 
The beauteous queen, advancing next, diſplay'd 


The ſhining veil, and thus endearing faid : 
Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long ſince, in better days, by Helen wove : 


Safe in thy mother's care the veſture lay, 14 


Jo deck thy bride, and grace thy nuptial day. 


Mean time may'ſt thou with happieſt ſpeed regain 

Thy ſtately palace, and thy wide domain. | 
She ſaid, and gave the veil; with grateful loo 

The prince the variegated preſent took, 145 


paſe' d, 
High on a throve, the king each ſtranger plac'd. 
A golden ewer th' attendant damſel brings, 
Replete with water ſrom the cryita! ſprings : 
With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplies I59 
A fitver laver of capacious ſize. 
They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 
'The glittering caniſters are crown'd with bread; 
Viands of various kings allure the taſte, 
Of choicelt ſort and favour; rich tepaſt! I55 
Whilſt Eteonus portions out the ſhares, 
Atrides' fon the purple draught prepares. 
nd now (vach feated with the genial feaſt, 


| And the ſhort rage of. thirſt and hunger ecas'd) 


Ulyſſes' ſon, with his illuſtrious friend, _ 
The horſes join'd, the poliſſi'd car aſcend. 

Along the court the fiery ſteeds rebound, 

And the wide portal echoes to the ſound. 


Theſe will the caldron, theſe the tripod give, | 


Er bowl embole'd whoſe golden figures live. 
Yar, VI. 


The king precedes; a bowl with fragraut wine 


| {Libatzon deſtin'd to the powers. d. vauc ) 165 
| K 
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And now, wien through the royal dome they - 
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His right-hand beld: before the ſtecds he ſtands, 
Then, mix'd with prayers, he utters theſe com- 
mands: | 

Farewell, and proſper, youths' Jet Neſtor know 
What grateful thoughts {till io this boſom glow, 
For all the proofs of his paternal care, I7c 
Through the long dangers of the ten ycars war. 
Ah! doubt not our report (the prince rejpin'd) 
Of all the virtues of thy generous mind. 

And oh! return'd might we Ulyſſes meet! 

To him thy preſents ſhow, thy words repeat: 175 
How will each ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe ! 
How will each gift indulge us in thy prai ſe! 

Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the right: 
Advanc'd the bird of Jove : aulpicicus ſight! 

A milk-white fowl his clinching talons bore, 180 
With care domeftic pamper'd at the floor. 
| Peaſants in vain with threatening cries purſue, 

In ſolemn ſpeed the bird majeſtic flew | 
Full dexter to the car: the proſperous ſight 
Fill'd every breaſt with wonder and delight. 

But Neſtor's ſon the cheerful ſilence broke, 
And in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke. 
Say, if to us the Gods theſe omens ſend, 
Or fates peculiar to thyſelf portend ? 

Whilſt yet the monarch paus'd with doubts op- 

preſs d, | 5 190 
The beauteous queen reliev'd his labouring breaſt. 
Hear me, ſhe cried, to whom the Gods have gi - 
ven N 6 
To read this ſign, and myſtic ſenſe of Heaven. 
As thus the plumy ſovereign of the air 
Left on the mountain's brow his callow care, 195 
And wander'd through the wide zthereal way 
To pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey; 
So ſhall thy godlike father toſs'd in vain 
Through all the dangers of the boundleſs main, 
Arrive (or is per chance already come) 200 
From flaughter'd gluttons to releaſe the dome. 

Oh! if this promis'd blifs by thundering Jove 
(The prince replied) ſtand fix'C in fate above; 
To thee, as to ſome God, l'Il temples raiſe, | 
And crown thy altars with the coſtly blaze. 205 

He ſaid; and, bending o'er his chariot, flung 
Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong; 
The bounding ſhafts upon the harneſs play, 
Till night deſcending intercepts the way. 
To Diecles, at Pheræ, they repair, . 
Whoſe boaſted fire was ſacred Alpheus' heir; 
With him all night the youthful ſtrangers ſtay'd, 
Nor found the hoſpitable rites unpay'd. 0 
But ſoon as morning from her orient bed 
Had ting'd the mountains with her earlieſt red, 215 
They jain'd the ſleeds, and on the chariot ſprung; 
The brazen portals in their paſſage rung. 

To Pylos ſoon they came ; when thus begun 
To Neſtor's heir Ulyſſes? godlike fon : 
Let not Piſiſtratus in vain be preſt, 

Nor unconſenting hear his friend's requeſt ; 
His friend by long hereditary claim, 

In toils his equal, and in years the fame. 
No farther from our veſſel, I implore, 
The courſers drive: but laſh them to the ſhore. 225 
Too Jong thy father would his friends detain; 

I dread his prefter'd kindneſs urg'd in vain. 

The hero paus'd and ponder'd this requeſt, 
Waile iove and duty warr'd within his breaſt. 
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At length reſolv d. he turn'd his ready hand, 230 
And laſh'd hi panting cout ſers to the ſtrand. 
There, while within the poop with care he ſtor'd 
The regal preſcuts of the Spartan lord; 
With ſpeed hegone (ſaid he ; call every mate, 
Ere yet to Neſtor I the tale relate: 23 
Ti true, the fervour of his gencrous heart 
Brooks no repulſe, nor could thou ſon depart ; 
Aimſelf will ſeek the ter, nor wilt thou find, 
in word alone, th= Pylian monarch kind: 
But when, arriv'd, he thy return ſhall know, 240 
How will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow! 
This ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes his horſes fire, 
| \nd ſoon he reach'd the palace of his fire. 
Now (cried Telemachus) with ſpcedy care 
1oiſt every ſail, and every oar prepare. 
wiſt as the word his willing mates obey, 
ind ſeize their ſeats, impatient ſor the ſea; 
Mean time the prince with ſacrifice aJores 
Minerva, and her guardian aid implores; | 
When lo! a wretch ran breathleſs to the ſhore, 250 
New from his crime, and reeking yet with gore. 
A ſeer he was, from great Melampus ſprung, 
Melampus, who in Pylos flonriſh'd long, 
Fill, urg'd by wrongs, a foreign realm he choſe, 
Far from the hateful cauſe of all his woes. 235 
Neleus his treaſures one long year detairs; 
As long, he groan'd in Philacus's chains: 
Mean time, what anguiſh, and what rage, combin'd, 
For lovely Pero rack'd his labouring mind 
Yet 'ſcap'd he death; and vengetul of his wrong 260 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along : : 
Then (Neleus vanquiſh'd, and corſign'd the Fair 
To Bias“ arms) he ſought a foreign air; : 
Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 
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From him Antiphates and Mantius came : 
The firſt begot Oielus great in fame, 5 
And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 
The people's ſaviour, and divinely wiſe, 
Be lov'd by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies, wr 
Yet ſhort his date of life by female pride he dies. 
From Mantius Clitus, whom 'Aurora's love 
Snatch'd from his beauty to the thrones above: 
And Polyphides on whom Phcebus ſnone 
With fulleſt rays, Amphiaraus now gone; 
In Hypereſia's groves he made abode, 
And taught mankind the counſels of the God. 
From him ſprung Theoclymenus, who found 
(The ſacred wine yet ſoaming on the ground) 
Telemachus: whom, as to Heaven he preſs'd 280 
His ardent vows, the ſtranger thus addreſs'd : 
O thou! that doſt thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations and with ſolemn prayer; 
By that dread Power to whom thy vows are 
aid: 8 ; : 
By all ho lives of theſe; thy own dear head, 285 
Declare ſincerely to no foe's demand 1 
thy name, thy lincage, and paternal land. 
Prepare then, ſaid Telemachus, to know 
A tale ſrom ſalſehood ſree, not free from woe, 
From Ithaca, af royal birth, I came, 85 
And great Ulyſſes (ever honour'd name) 
Was once my ſire : though now for ever loſt 
In Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt! 
Whoſe fate inquiring through the world we rove ; 
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The laſt, the wretched, proof of filial love. 295 


There form'd his empire; there his palace roſe, 263 
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The ftrariger then: Nor ſhall I aught conceal, 
Bi! th= dire ſeeret of my fate reveal. 
0f my own tribe an Argive wretch I flew ; 
Whoſe powerful friends the luckleſs deep purſue 
With uurelenting rage, and force from home 
The bluod ſta n'd exile, ever doom'd to roam. 
but bear, O Lear me o'er yon azure flood; 
Receive the ſuppliant! ſpare my deſtin'd blood! 
3ravger (re plied the prince) ſecurely reſt 
Afan:'d in our faith ; henceforth our gueſt, 305 
Thus affable, Ulyſſes godlike heir f 
Tikes from the ſtranger's hand the glittering ſpear: 
Fe clinibs the ſhip, aſcends the ſtern With haſte, 
And by his fide the gueſt accepted plac'd, 
The chief his orders gives: th' obedient band 319 
Vith due obſervance wait the chict's command ; 
wich ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbiud 
The (pacious ſheer, and ſtretch it to the wind. 
Minerva calls ; the ready gales obey 
wich rapid ſpeed to whirl them o'er the ſea. 315 
Crunus they paſs'd, next Chalcis roll'd away, 
When thickening darkneſs clos'd the doubtful day; 
The filver Phæa's glittering rills they loſt, 
Andſkimm'd along by Elis' ſacred coaſt. 
Then cautious through the rocky reaches wind, 
ud, turning fudden, ſhun-the death deſign'd. 
Mean time the king, Eumeeus, and the reſt, 
kite in the cottage, at their rural feaſt : 
The banquet paſt, and ſatiate every man, 
To try his hoſt, Ulyſſes thus began: 325 
Yet one night more, my friends, indulge - your 
ueſt ; 
The my purpoſe in your walls to reſt 
Tomorrow for myſelf 1 muſt provide, 
And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: 
Ptiznt to roam the ſtreet, by hunger led, 330 
And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
There in Ulyſſes! roof 1 may relate 
Uhle wanderings to his royal mate: 
or, mingling with the ſuitors' haughty train, 
at undeſerving ſome ſupport obtain. 
Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, 
Patron of induſtry and manual arts: 
few can with me in dextrous works contend, 
The pyre to build, the ſtubhorn oak to rend; 
o turn the taſteful vi and o'er the flame; 
Ir ſoam the goblet with a purple ſtream. 
Sch are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, 
Whom fortune dooms to ſerve the rich and great. 
Mas! (Eumzus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 
om ſprung a thought ſo monſtrous in thy mind ! 
on that godleſs race thou would'ſt attend, 
ne owes thee ſure a miſerable end! 
licir wrongs and blaſphemics aſcend the ſky, - 
dd pull deſcending vengeance from on high. 
Nt luch, my friend, the ſervants of their feaſt; 350 
blooming train in rich hoe br dreſt, 
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ith earth's whole tribute he bright table bends, 
ſmiling round celeſtiaWouth attends. 

Wy then: no eye aſkance beholds thee here: 

et is thy converſe to each ſocial ear; 358 
l-pleas'd, and pleaſing, in our cottage reſt, 

Till good Telemachus accepts his gueſt 
ith genial gifts, and change of fair attires, 

nd ale conveys thee where thy ſoul deſires. 

To him the man of woes: O gracious Jove ! 360 

werd this ſtranger's hoſpitable love! 
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Who knows the ſon of ſorrow to relieve, 

Cheers the ſad heart, nor lets affliction grieve, 

Of all the ills unhappy mortals know, 

A life of wanderings is the greateſt woe: 

On all their weary paths wait care and pain, 
And pine and penury, a meagre train. 

Fo ſuch a man ſince harbour you afford, 

Relate the farther fortunes of your lord; 

What cares his mother's tender breaſt engage, 370 
And fire forſaken on the verge of age 

Beneath the ſun prolong they yet their breath, 

Or range the houſe of darkneſs and of death? 
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| Io whom the ſwain: Attend what you inguire ; 


Laertes lives, the miſerable fire 
Lives, but implores of every Power to lay 
he burden down, and wiſhes for the day, 
Torn from his offspring in the eve of life, 
Vorn from th' embraces of his tender wife, 
Sole, and all comſortleſs, he waſtes away 
Old age, untimely poſting ere his day, 
She too, ſad mother! for Ulyſſes loſt 
Pin'd out her bloom, and vaniſh'd to a ghoſt. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous Gods ! avert, 
From every friendly, every feeling heart!) 385 
While yet ſhe was, tho' clouded o'er with grief, 
Her pleaſing converſe miniſter d relief; 
With Ctimene, her youngeſt daughter, bred, 
One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. | 
But when the ſoftly-ſtealing pace of time 
Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
To Samos' iſte ſhe ſent the weaded fair ; 
Me to the fields, to tend the rural care; 
Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 
Nor leſs the darling object of her love. 
Her hapleſs death my brighter days o'ercaſt, 
Yet Providence deſerts me not at laſt; 
My preſent labours food and drink procure, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the poor. 
Small 1s the comfort from the queen to hear 
Unwelcome news, or vex the royal ear; 
Black and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants ſtand, 
Nor dare to queſtion where the proud command: 
No profit ſprings beneath uſurping powers: 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 405 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns ; 
Proud are the lords, and wretched are the ſwains, 
The ſuffering chief at this began to melt; 
And, O Eumzus ! thou (he crics} haſt felt 
The ſpite of fortune too! her cruel hand 
Snatch'd thee an infant from thy native land ! 
Snatch'd from thy parent's arms, thy parents“ eyes, 
To early wants! a man oſ miſerics! 
| Thy whole ſad ſtory, from its firſt, declare. 
Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 415 
Where once thy parents dwelt ? or did they keep, 
In humbler liſe, the lowing herds and ſheep ? 
So left perhaps to tend the fleecy train, 
Rude pirates ſeiz'd, and ſhipp'd thee o'er the 
main ? 
Doom'd a fair prize to grace ſome prince's board, 
The worthy purchaſe of a foreign lord, 
if then my fortunes can delight my friend, 
A ſtory fruitful of events attend : 
Another's ſorrows may thy ear enjoy, 


375 


380 


390 


395 


400 


410 


And wine the lengchen'd internals employ, 
Long nights the now decliving year beſtows ; 
A part we. cuuſcerate to ſoft repote, 
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A part in pleaſing talk we entertain; 

For too much reſt itſelf becomes a pain. 

Let theſe, whom fleep invites, the call obey, 
Their cares reſuming with the dawning day: 

Here let us ſeaſt, and to the feaſt be join'd 

Diſcourſe, the ſweeter banquet of the mind; 

Review the ſcrics of our lives, and taſte | 

The melancholy joy of evils palit: 435 

For he who much has ſuffer*d; much will know; 

And pleas'd reniembrance builds de'ight on woe. 

Above Ortygia lies an iile of fame, 

Far hence remote, and Syria is the name 

(There curious eyes inſcrib'd with wonder trace 

The ſun's diurnal, and his annual race); 

Not large, but fruitful ; ſtor'd with graſs, to keep 
The bellowing oxen, and the bleating ſheep ; 

Her ſloping hills the mantling vines adorn, 

And her rich valleys wave with golden corn. 

No want, no famine, the glad natives know. 

Nor ſink by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; 

But when a length of years unnerves the ſtrong, 

Apollo comes, and Cynthia comes along. 

They bend the ſilver bow with tender ſxill, 

And, void of pain, the ſilent arrows kill. 

Two equal tribes this fertile land divide, 

Where two fair cities riſe with equal pride. 

But both in conſtant peace one prince obey, 

And Cteſius there, my father, holds the ſway. 455 

Freighted, it ſcems, with toys of every ſort 

A ſhip of Sidon archor'd in our port; 

What time it chanc'd the palace entertain'd, 

Skill'd in rich works, a woman of their land: 

This nymph, where anchor'd the Phœnician train 

To waſh her robes deſcending to the main, 

A ſmcoth-tongued ſailor wan her to his mind 

For loves deceives the beſt of woman-kind). 

A ſudden truſt from ſudden liking grew; 

She told her name, her race, and ali ſhe knew. 465 

I too (ſhe cried) ſrom glorious Sidon came, 

My father Ary bas, of wealthy fame; 

But, ſnatch'd by pirates from my native place, 

The Taphiars fold me to this man's embrace. 

Haſte then (the falfe deſigning youth reply*d) 
Haſte to thy country ; love ſhall be thy guide; 
Haſte tc thy father's houſe, thy ſather's breaſt, 
For till he lives, and lives with riches bleſt, 


« Syyear firſt (ſhe cry' d) ye ſailors ! to reſtore ? 
475 


430 


4455 


450 


& A wretch in ſaſcty to her native ſhore.“ 

Swift as ſhe aſk'd, the rcady ſailors [wore. 

She then proceeds: Now let our compact made 

Be nor by ſigual nor by word betray'd, 

Nor ncar me any of your crew deſcried 

By road frequented, nor by fountain fide. 

Be filence ſtill our guard. The monarch's ſpies 

(For watchful age is ready to ſurmiſe) 

Are ſtill at hand; and this, reveal'd, muſt be 

Death to yourſelves, eternal chains to me. 

Your veſſel loaded, and your traffic paſt, 

Diſpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte ; 

Then gold and coſtiy treaſures will I bring, 

And more, the infant offspring of the king. 

Him, child-like wandering forth, I'll lead awey, 

(A noble prize !) and to your ſuip convey, 490 
Thus ſpoke the dame, and homeward took the 

A year they traffic, and their veſſel load, [road, 

Their ſlores complete, and ready now to weigh, 

& Ipy was ſert their ſammons to convey 3, 
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With level car along the glaſſy deep. 


| 


The night; then down to ſhort repoſe they lay ; 


| 


| 


An artiſt to my father's palace came, 

With gold and amber chains, elaborate frame: 
Each female eye the glittering links employ, 
"They turn, review, and cheapen every toy, 
He took th' occaſion as they ſtood intent, 
Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 566 
She ſtraight purſued, and ſeiz'd my willing arm; 
I follow'd ſmiling, innocent of harm, 

Three golden goblets iu the porch fhe ſound 
(The gueſts not enter'd, but the table crown'd; 
Hid in her fraudſul b: ſom, theſe fhe bore : 


50; 
Now ſet the ſun, and darkened all the ſhore, 


'| Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 


Prepar'd to launch the freighted veſſel rides; 


Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, ant 
ſwe 


zn 
Six calmy days and fix ſmooth nights we fail, 


And conſtant Jove ſupplied the gentle gale. 
The ſeventh, the fraudful wretch, (no cauſe de 
cried_ . 
'Teuch'd by Diana's vengeful arrow, died. 
Down dropp'd the caitiff-corſe, a worthleſs load 
Down to the deep; there roll'd, the future food 
Of fierce ſea-wolves, and monſters of the flood. 
An helpleſs infant, I remain'd behind; 
Thence borne to Ithaca by wave and wind ; 
Sold to Laertes by divine command, Ju 
And now adopted to a foreign land. 

To him the king: Reciting thus thy cares, 
My facred ſoul in all thy ſorrows ſhares : | 
But one choice bleſſing (ſuch is Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitter draught of ill: ;: 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 
The Gods, have in a maſter, given a friend. 
Whatever frugal nature needs is thine, 
(For ſhe needs little) daily bread and wine. 
While l, ſo many wanderings paſt and woes, . 
Live but on what thy poverty beſtows. 

So paſs'd in pleaſing dialogue away 


Till radiant roſe the meſſenger of day, 5 
While in the port of Ithaca, the band $; 
Of young Lelemachus approach'd the land; | 
Their fails they loos'd, they laſh'd the mc 
alide, | 8 
And caſt their anchors, and the cables tied: 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending join 
In gratcful banquet o'er the roſy wine. $4 
When thus the prince: Now each his courſe pu 
to the fields, and to the city you. llue 
Long abſent hence, I dedicate this day 
My ſwains to viſit, and the works ſurvey. 
Expect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 54 
Our Cebt of ſafe return, in feaſt and ſaerifice. 
Then Theoclymenus: But who ſhall lend, 
Mean time, protection to thy ſtranger-friend ? 
Straight to the queen and palace ſhall | fly, 
Or, yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply? 55 
The prince return'd ; Renown'd in days of yo 
Has ſtood our ſather's hoſpitable door; 
No other roof a ſtranger ſhould receive, 
No other hands than ours the welcome give. 
But in my abſence riot fills the place, 53 
Nor bears the modeſt queen a ſtranger's face; 
From noiſeful revel far remote ſhe flies, 


But rarely ſecn, or {966 with weeping eyes. 


No—lct 
Of natu! 
He woo! 
And en 
With W 
And th 

Thu: 
The ha 
His de: 
The cl 
Betwe 


Or HIT ON get oo this: Dh. JEN 


8 
* 

1 

kN 


| | 
ODYSSEY, 

No-let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, | 

Of nature court. ous, and by far the beſt 560 


He wooes the queen with more reſpectiul ime, 

And emulates her former-huſband's fame: 

With what ſucceſs, tis Jove's alone to knoy, 

And the hop'd ruptiais turn to juy or woe 
Thus ſpeaking, on the right up-ſoar'd in gir 565 

The hawk, Apollo's ſwift-wing'd meſſenger; 

His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove; 

The clotted feathers, ſcatter'd from above, 

Between the hero and the veſſel pour | 

Thick plumage, mingled with a fanguine ſhower. 
Th' obſerving augur took the prince aſide, 

Seiz'd by the hand, and thus prophetic criec © 

Yor bird that dexter cuts th' terial road, 

Roſe ominous, nor flies wit] ut a God: 

No race but thine ſhall Ithaca obey. _ | $74 

To thine, for ages, Heaven decrees the ſway. 

Succeed the omen, Gods! (the youth rejoin'd) 
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And ſoon each envied happineſs attend 
The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 330 
Then to Peirzus—Thou whom time has prov'd 
A faithful ſervant, by thy prince belov'd ! 
Till we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 
Accept this charge with honour at our hand: 

To this Peiræus: Joyful l obey, 585 
Well pleas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay, 
The preſence of thy gueſt ſhall beſt reward 
(If long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord, 
With that their anchors he commands to weigh, 
Mount the tall bark, and launch into the ſea. 598 
All with obedient haſte ſorſake the ſhores, 
And, plac'd in order, ſpread their equal oars. 
Then icom the deck the prince his ſandals takes; 
Pois'd in his hand the pointed javelin ſhakes. 
They part; while leſſening from the hero's view, 
Swift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 


goon ſhall my bounties ſpeak a gratcſul mind, 


Lhe hero trod the margin of the main, | 
And reach'd the manſion of his faithful ſwain. 
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BOOK XVI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Diſcover of Ulyſſ-s to Telemachuge 


YPejemacbus arriving at the lodge of Fumeus ſends bim to carry Penelope the news of bis return. Minerva appear- 


ing to Ulyſſes, commun. li him to diſcover himſclf to bis fon. The princes, who bad lain in ambuſs ta interce pt 
Telemachus in bis ⁊vay, their project being defeaicd, return to Libacas c 


OON as the morning bluſh'd along the plains 
Ulyſſes and the monarch of the ſwains 

Awake the fleeping fires, their meal prepare, 
And forth to paſture ſend the briſtly care. | 
The princes near approach the dogs deſcry, Li 
And fawning round his feet confeſs their joy. 
Their gentle blandiſhment the king furvey'd, 
Heard his reſounding ſtep, and inſtant ſaid: 


His ſteps I hear; the dogs familiar play. Io (way; 
While yet he ſpoke, the priace advancing drew 

Nigh to the lodge, and now appear'd in view. 

Tranſported ſrom his feat Eumæus ſprung, 


Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hung; 
Kiſſing his cheek, his hand, while from his eyes 15 


The tears rain'd copious in aſhower of joy. 
As ſome fond ſire, who ten long winters grieves, 
From foreign climes an only ſon receives, 
(Child of his age) with ſtroog paternal joy 
Forward he ſprings, and claſps the favourite boy: 
$0 round the youth his arms Eumæus ſpread, 
Asif the grave had given him from the dead. 
And 1s it thon ! my ever-dear delight ! 
Ob, art thou come to bleſs my long 'nyg ſight! 


Never, | never hop'd to view this day, 25 
When o'er the waves you plough'd the deſperate 


way. 

Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor'd, 
Oh give theſe cyes to feait upon their lord! 
Enter, oh fellom ſeen ! for lawleſs powers 


Tov much det-i thee [rom thy ſylvan buwgts. 30 


* 


| The prince replied : Eumæus, I obey ; 
To ſeek thee, friend, I hither took my way, 
But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide, 
Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride ? 
'Yaus he, and thus the monarch of the ſwains: 
Severely chaſte Penelope remains; 
But, loſt to every joy, ſhe waſtes the day 


| ln tedious cares, and weeps the night away, 
Some well known friend, Eumæus, bends this 


He ended; and (receiving as they paſs 

The javelin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 49 

They reach'd the dome; the dome with marble 

His ſeat Ulyſſes to the prince refign'd. [ſhin'd 

Not ſo—(exclaim'd the prince with decent grace) 

For me, this houſe ſhall find an humbler place: 

T' uſurp the honours due to ſilver hairs 

And reverend ſtrangers, modeſt youth forbears 
Inſtant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts ſupplies, ; 

And bids the rural throne with oziers riſe, 

There ſate the prince: the feaſt Eumæus ſpread, 

And heap'd the ſhining caniſters with bread. 59 

Thick o'er the board the plenteous viands lay, 

The frugal remnants of the former day. 7 

Then in a bowl he tempers generous wines, 

Around whoſe verge a minucivy twines. 

And now, the rage of thirſt and hunger fled 5 

Thus young Ulyſſes to Eumæus faid: : s 

Whence, father, from what fhore this frag. 
ger, ſay, | 

What veſſel bore him o'er the watery way? 

To human ſtep our land imperviqus lies, ; 

And round ths coaſt ac cumfluent uccans ride. 


* 
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The ſwain returns: A tale of ſorrows hear: 
in ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air, 

Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 
For Heaven has wove his thread of life with pain. 
Half. breathleſs *ſcaping to the laud he flew 65 
From Theſprot marintrs, a murderous crew. 

To thee, my ſon, the ſuppliant 1 refign, 

gave him my protection, grant him thine. 

Hard taſk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy friend, 
Willing to aid, unable to defend. 5,90 
Can ſtrangers ſafely in the court reſide, 

Midſt the fwell'd infolence of luſt and pride? 
Ev'n I unſafe : the queen in doubt to wed, 

Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed: 

Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 75 
Deaf to the mighty Ulyſſzan name. 

However, ftranger, from our grace receive 

Such honours as befit a prince to give; 

Sandals, a ſword, and robes, reſpect to prove, 
And fafe to ſail with ornamencs o love. 80 
Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train, 

= from the court, from danger far, detain. 

is mine with food the hungry to ſupply, 

And clothe the naked from th' inclement ſky. 
Here dwell in ſafety from the ſuitors wrongs, 85 
And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tungues, 
For ſhouldſt thou ſuffer, powerleſs to relieve, - 

1 muſt behold it, and can only grieve. 

The brave encompaſs'd by an hoſtile train, 
O'erpower'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 90 

To whom, while anger in his boſom glows, 
With warmth replies the man cf mighty woes: 
Since audience mild is deign'd, permit my tongue 
At once to pity and reſent thy wrong. 

My heart weeps blood to ſee a foul ſo brave 935 
Live to baſe inſolence of power a ſlave. 
But tell me, doſt thou, prince, doſt thou behold, 
And hear, their midnight revels uncontrol'd? 
Say, do thy ſubjeEg in bold faction riſe, 
Or prieſts in fabled oracles 2dviſe ? 100 
Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy power, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needſul hovs ? 
Oh! that I were from great Ulyſſes ſprung, 
Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were 
| ſtrung; 

Or, Heavens might he return! (and ſoon appear 
He ſhall, I truſt: a hero ſcorns deſpair!) 
Might he return, I yield my life a prey 
To my worſt foe, if that avenging day 
Be not their laſt : but ſhould 1 lofe my life 
Oppreſs'd by numbers in the glorious ſtrife, 110 
I chooſe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 
Rather than bear diſhonour, worſe than death; 
Than ſec the hand of violence invade 
The reverend ſtranger, and the ſpotleſs maid ; 
Than ſee the wealth of kings conſum'd in waſte, 115 
The drunkard revel, and the gluttons ſeaſt. 

Thus he, with anger flaſhing from his eye ; 
Sincere the youthful hero made reply: | 
Nor leagued in ſactious arms my ſubjects riſe, 

Nor prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe ; I20 
Nor are my brothers who ſhould aid my power 
Turn'd mean deferters in the needful hour. 

Ah me! | boaſt no brother; Heaven's dread King 
Gives from our ſtock an only branch to ſpring, 
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An vunbþſt offspring of a fire unbleſt! 

Each neꝶhbouring realm, conducive to our woe. 
Sends fyth her peers, and every peer a foe: 1 30 
The _ proud Samos and Dulichium fills, 

And loſty Zacinth crown'd with ſhady hills, 

Ev'n Ithaca and all her lords invade 

Th' imperial ſceptre, and the regal bed: 

The queen, averſe to love, yetaw'd Ly power, 13 5 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour! 
Meantime their licence uncontrol'd I bear; 


And l ja the bed counubial grac'd, 


Ev'n now they envy me the vital air: are 
But Heaven will ſure revenge, and Gods there 
But go, Eumæus! to the queen impart 140 
Our ſale return, and cafe a mother's heart. 
Yer ſecret go; for numerous are my foes, 
And here at leaſt I may in peace repoſe. 
To whom the ſwain : | hear, and I obey : 
But old Laertes weeps his life away, 145 
And deems thee loſt: ſhall I my ſpeed employ 
To bleſs his age: a meſſenger of joy? 
The mournful hour that tore his ſon away 
Sent the ſad ſire in ſolitude to tray ; 
Vet, buſied with his flaves to eaſe his woe, 150 
He dreſs'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 


| Nor food nor wine reſus' d: but ſince the day 


Nor wine nor food he taſtes; bus ſunk in woes, 
Wil 


Nr pi to Pylos plough'd the watery way, 


ſprings the vine, no more the garden 
| blows; 155 
Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, 
Penſive and pale he wanders, half a ghoſt. 
Wretched old man! (with tears the prince re- 
turns) | 
Yet ceaſe to go w Hat man ſo bleſt but mourns ? 
Were every wiſh indulg'd by favouring ſkies, 166 
This hour ſhould give Ulyſſes to my eyes. 
But to the queen with ſpeed diſpatchſul bear- 
Our ſafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: 
And let ſome handmaid of her train reſort 
To good Laertes in his rural court. 165 
While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay, 
He brac'd his ſandals on, and ſtrode away: 
Then from the Heavens the Martial Goddeſs flies 
Through the wide fields of air, and cleaves the 
In form a virgin in ſoft beauty's bloom, [ſkies ; 170 
Skill'd in th' illuſtrious labours of the loom. 
Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtood diſplay'd, 
But unapparent as a viewlefs ſhade 
Eſcap'd Telemachus (the Powers above, 
Seen or unſeen, o'er earth at pleaſure move): 175 
The dogs intelligent confeſs the tread 
Of power divine; and howling, trembling, fled. 
The Goddeſs, beckoning, waves her deathleſs 
hands; - 
Dauntleſs the king before the Goddeſs ſtands. 
Then why (ſhe ſaid) O ſavour'd of the ſkies! 188 
Why to thy godlike ſon this long diſguiſe ? 
Staud forth reveal'd : with him thy cares employ 
Againſt thy foes; be valiant, and deſtroy! 
Lo! I deſcend in that avenging hour, 


To combat by thy fide, thy guardian Power. 185 
She ſaid, and o'et him waves her wand of 
gold; \ | : 
Imperial robes his manly limbs infold ; 


Alone Laertes reign'd Arceſius' heir, I25 | At once with grace divine his frame improves : 


Alone Ulyfles drew the vital air. 


At ouce with majeſty enlarg'd he moves; 


15 
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Youth fluſh'd his reddening chec, and from his 
brows _ 190 
A length of hair in ſable ringlets vs; 
His blackening chin receives a deer ſhade ; 
Then from his eyes upſprung the \rrior Maid, 
The hero re- aſcends: the princyer-aw'd 
carce lifts his eyes, and bows as ti God, 193 
Then with ſurpriſe (ſurpriſe chaſti} by fears) 
How art thou chang'd ! (he cry'd) God appears 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic gce, 
For other glories lighten from thnce! _ 
If Heaven be thy abode, with pioutare 200 
Lo! Uthe ready ſacriſice prepare: 
Lo! gifts of Jabour'd gold : dorn thſhrine, 
To win thy grace: Oh ſave us, Pow Divine! 
Few are my days, Ulyſſes made ply, 


Nor I, alas deſcendant of the ſky 205 


| am thy father. Oh my ſon! my n! 
That ſathcr. ſor whoſe ſake thy dayhave run 
One ſcene of woe: to endleſs caregnſign'd, 
And outrag'd oy the wrongs of baſmankind. 
Then ruſhing to his arms, he kiſs'his bey 210 
With the ſtrong raptures of a parent joy. 
Tears bathe his cheek, and tears e ground be- 
dw: | 85 
He ſtrain'd him cloſe, as to his br-afte grew. 
Al me ! (excla ims the prince with fid deſire) 
Thou art no, thou can't no: be mſtre 215 
Heaven fuck illuſi n only can impo 
By the {alle joy to aggravate my wo\ 
Who but a God can change the genell doom, 
Aad give to wither'd age a youthfuhloom ? 
Laie, wern with years, in weedwbſcene you 
trod; 220 
Now, cloth'd in majeſty, you move God! 
bordcar, he cry'd; for Heaven reſeie that name, 
Give to thy father, but a father's clan: 
Other Ulyſſes ſhalt thou never ſee, 
lam Ulyiles, I my ſon) am he. 225 
Twice ten ſad years o'er earth and oan toſt, 
s given at length to view my nativ coaſt, 
Pala, unconquer'd Maid, my frame jrrounds 
With grace divine; her power admits o bounds : 
the c'er my limbs old age and wrinkleſhed; 23c 
Now, firong as youth, magnificent I trad. 
The Gods with eaſe rail man depreſs r raiſe, 
Hut the lowly, or the proud debaſe. 
He ſpoke, and fate. The prince wh tranſport 
: few, ; 'dew 2: 235 
ung round his neck, while tears hi cheek be- 
Nor leſs the father pour'd a ſocial flood | 
They wept abundant, and they wept ud. 
4s the bold eagle with fierce ſ.rrow ſing, 
wy parent vult ure, mourns her raviſh'dyoung; 
bey cry, they ſcream, their unfled}d brood a 
To 3 churl, and borne by deah e 
now alond: and tears in tides had rn, : 
deir grief unfiniſh'd with the — . : N 
at checking the ſull torrent in its flov, 2325 
4 9s —_ interrupts the ſolemn _ | 
ip tra 
hag rte ported thee, O father, 
all, all (UI 
[tell 


d hands have oar'd thee @ the way? 
yſſes inſtant made reply) 


thee all, my child, my only joy ! | 
, , l 250 
izacians bore me to the — align'd, 5 
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wag in th' embrace of ſleep, the faithful train 
Oer ſeas convey'd me to my native reign : 
Embroider'd veftures, gold, and braſs, ars laid 255 
Conceal'd in caverns in the ſylvan ſhade, 

Hither, intent the rival rout to ſlay, 
And plan the ſcene of death, f bend my way: 

So Pallas wills—but thou, my ſon, explain 


"Tis mine to judge if better to employ 
Aſſiſtant force, or ſingly to deſtroy. 

O' er earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 
Thy well tried wiſdom, and thy martial fame, 
Yet at thy words | ſtart, in wonder loſt; 265 
Can we engage, nor decades, but an hoſt? 

Can we alone in furiou battle ſtand, 

Againſt that numerous and determin'd band? 

Hear then their numbers: from Dulichium came 
I'wice ewenty-fix, all peers of mighty name, 270 
Zix are their menial train: twice twelve the boaſt. 


| Of Samos: twenty from Zacynthus' coaſt : 


And twelve our country's pride ; to theſe belong 
Medon and Phemiws ſkill'd in heavenly ſong. | 
Two ſewers from day to day the revels wait, 275 
Exact of taſte, and ſerve the feaſt in ſtate. 


haves ſuch a foe th' unequal fight to try, 


Were by faiſe courage unreveng'd to die. 

Then what aſſiſtant powers you boaſt, relate, 

Fre y-t we mingle in the ſtern debate. 280 
Mark well my voice, Ulyſſes ſtraight replies: 

What need of aids, if favour'd by the ſkies? 

If ſhielded te the dreadful fight we move, 

By mighty Pallas, and by thundering Jove. 
Sufficient they (Telemachus rejoin'd) „ 285 

Againſt the banded powers of all mankind: 

They, high enthron'd above the rolling clouds, 

Wither the ſtrength of man, and awe the Gods. 

Such aids expeR, he cries, when ſtrong in might 

We riſe terrific to the taſk of fight. 290 

But thou, when morn ſalutes th“ aerial plain, 

The court reviſit and the lawleſs train: 

Me thither in diſguiſe Eumzus leads, 

An aged mendicant in tatter'd weeds. 

There, if baſe ſcorn inſult my reverend age; 295 

Bear it, my ſon ! repreſs thy riling rage. | 

if outrag'd; ceaſe that outrage to repel; 

Bear it, my ſon! howe'er thy heart rebel. 

Yet ſtrive by prayer and counſel to reſtrain 

Their lawleſs inſults, though thou {trive in vain: 300 

For wicked cars are deaf to Wiſdom's call, 

And vengeance ſtrikes whom heaven has doom'd 

to fall. [ipires 

Once more attend: When * ſhe whoſe power in- 

The thinking mind, my ſoul to vengeance fices; 


Aloft convey the inſtruments of death, 
Armour and arms; and if miſtruſt ariſe, 
Thus veil they truth in plauſible diſguiſe : 

« Theſ: glittering weapons, ere he ſail'd te 
| « Tro 
4 Ulyſſes view'd with ſtern heroicjyy: 310 
“Then, beamingo'er th*illumin'd wall they ſhone: 
« Now duſt diſhonours, all their luſtre gone. 
« bear them hence (ſo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 
« From the pollution of the fuming fires ; 


« Ye ruſh to arms, and ftain the feaſt with blood g 


"ation eyer to the ſtranger kind; 


* 


| 7 Minerva. 


The names and numbers of th audacious train; 269 


| give the ſian: that inſtant, frem beneath, 305 


« Leſt, when the bowl inflames, in vengeful mood 
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t Oft ready ſwords in luckleſs hour incite 

The hand of wrath, and arm it for the fight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive : 

For Jove infatuates all, and all believe, 320 

Yet leave for each of us a ſword to wield, | 

A pointed javelin, and a fenceleſs ſhield. 


But by my blood that in thy boſom glows, 


By that regard, a ſon his father owes ; y 2 
The ſecret, that thy father lives, retain 325 


Lock'd in thy boſom from the houſchold train; 


Hide it from all; even from Eumæus hide, 
From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 
One care remains, to note the loyal few 


Whoſe faith yet laſts among the menial crew; 330 


And, nothing, ere we riſe in vengeance, prove 
Who loves his prince : for ſure you merit love. 

To whom the youth: To emulate I aim 
The brave and wiſe, and my great father's ſame. 
But re · conſider, ſince the wiſeſt err, 1 7 
Vengeance reſolv'd, tis dangerous to defer. 

What length of time munſt we conſume in vain, 
Too curious to explore the menial train? 
While the proud foes, induſtrious to deſtroy 
Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy, 340 
Suffice it in this exigence alone 
To mark the damſels that attend the throne : 
Diſpers'd the youth reſides; their faith to prove 
Jove grants henceforth, if thou haſt ſpoke from 

Ove. 
whill in debate they waſte the hours away, 345 

Th' aſſociates of the prince repaſs'd the bay; 


With ſpeed they guide the veſſel to the ſhores; 


With ſpeed debarking land the naval ſtores ; 

Then #althful to their charge, to Clytius bear, 

And truſt the preſents to his fricndly care. 350 

Swift to the queen a herald flies t 'impart 

Her ſon's return, and eaſe a parent's heart ; 

Leſt, n fad prey to ever-muſing cares, 

Pale grief deſtroy what time a while ſorbears. 
Th'-uncautious herald with impatience burns, 355 

And cries aloud : Thy ſon, O Queen, returns : 

Eumzus ſage approach'd th' imperial throne, 

And breath'd his mandate to her ear alone, 

Then meaſur'd back the way—The ſuitor band, 


Stung to the ſoul, abaſh'd, confounded, ſtand; 360 


And iſſuing from the dome, before the gate, 
With clouded looks, a pale aſſembly ſate. 
At length Eurymachus: Our hopes are vain; 
Telemachus in triumph ſails the main. 
Haſte, rear the maſt, the ſwelling ſhroud diſplay ; 
Haſte, to our ambuſh'd friends the news convey. 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when, turning to the 
ſtrand, 
Amphinomus ſurvey'd th' aſſociate band; 
Full to the bay within the winding ſhores 
With gathcr'd ſails they ſtood, and lifted oars. 370 
O friends! he cry'd, elate with riſing joy, 
See to the port ſecure the veſſel fly! 
Some God has told them, or themſelves ſurvey 
The bark eſcap'd; and meaſure back their way. 
Swift at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 375 
They moor the veſſel and unlade the ſtores : 
Then moving from the ſtrand, apart they fate, 
And full and frequent, ſorm'd a dire debate. 
Lives then the boy ? he lives. (Antinous cries) 
The care of Gods and favourite cf the ſkies. 330 
L 


4 


All night we vch'd, till with her orient wheels 

| Aurora flam'd jove the eaſtern hills, 

And from the ty brow of rocks by day 

Took in the om with a broad ſurvey : 

Yet ſafe he ſail the Powers celeſtial give 385 

To ſhur the hien ſnares of death, and live. 

But die he ſhaland thus condemn'd to bleed. 

Be now the ſce of inſtant death decreed : 

Hope ye ſucceſ undaunted cruſh the foe. 

ls he not wiſe znow this, and ſtrike the blow. 390 

Wait ye, till hio arms in council draws 

The Greeks, atſe too juſtly to our cauſe ? 

Strike ere, theates conven'd, the foe betray 

Our murderougmbuſh on the watery way. 

Or chooſe ye Vrant from their rage to fly 395 

Qutcaſts of eau, to breathe an unknown ſky ? 

The brave prent misfortune ; then be brave, 

And bury futu danger in his grave. 

Returns he? abuſh'd we'll his walk invade, 

Or where he Hes in ſolitude and ſhade : 406 

And give the face to the queen a dower, 

Or him ſhe blew&s in the bridal hour. 

But if ſubmiſie you reſign the ſway, 

Slaves to a boy go, flatter and obey. 

Retire we inſht to our native reign, * 405 

Nor be the with of Kings conſum'd in vain; 

Then wed wim choice approves : the queen be 
| | given | ; ven. 

To ſome bleſtzrince, the prince decreed by Hea- 
Abaſh'd, thſuitor train his voice attends; 

Till from his frone Amphinomus afcends, 410 

Who o'er Duſium ſtretch'd his ſpacious reign, 

A land of pleſy, bleſt with every grain: 

Chief of the umbers who the queen addreſod, 

And though pleaſing, yet diſpleaſing leaſt. ; 

. Soft were his forès: his actions wiſdom ſway d; 

Graceful a whe he paus'd, then mildly ſaid : 


| ſtocd | 
'Tis horrible ſhed imperial blood! 
Conſult we fit th' all-ſeeing powers above, 


If they aſſen ev'n by this hand he dies; 
If they forbi I war not with the ſkies. : 

He ſaid : he rival train his voice zpprov'd, 
And riſing ittant to the palace mov'd. 
Arriv'd, wit wild tumultuous noiſe they ſate, 425 
Recumbent þ the ſhining throne of ſlate. 

Then Meon, conſcious of their dire debates, 
The mur derus council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd at ie dreadful ſtory ſhe deſcends : 


Full where te dome its ſhining valves expands, 
Sudden befoe the rival powers ſhe ſtands 3 
And, veilin decent with a modeſt ſhadz 

Her cheek, ndignant to Antinous ſaid ; 


Renown'd fr wiſdom, by ch' abuſe accurs a 
Miſtaking ſme proclaims thy generous mind! 
Thy deeds dnote thee of the baſeſt kind. ER 
Wretch ! taleſtroy a prince that ſriendſhip giv: , 
While in hi!gueſt his murderer he receives! 44 
Nor drcad ſperior Jove, to whom ng He 
The cauſe d ſuppliants, and revenge ot Wre g. 
Haſt thou prgot (ingrateſul as thou art) „ 
Who ſav'd hy ſather with a friendly part! 
{ ' z . | 


O ſriends, orbear! and be the thought with- | 


And the ſurebracles of rightecus Jove. 420 | 


Her haſty ſtps a damſel-train attends. 430 


O void offaith ! of all bad men the worſt! 435Y 


d, 
te, 4235 


atcs, 


My friend, adieu; let this ſhort ſtay ſuffice; 
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Lawleſs he ravag'd with his martial powers 445 Holy repaſt! That inſtant from the ſkies 475 

The Taphyan pirates on Theſprotia's ſhores; The Martial Goddeſs to Ulyſſes flies : 

Eucag'd, his life, his treaſures they demand ; She waves her golden wand, and re- aſſumes 

Viyfſes ſav'd him from th* avenger's hand, From every feature every grace that blooms; 

and would'ſt thou evil for his good repay ? At once his veſtures change; at once ſhe ſheds 

His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray ? 450 Age o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads; 480 

aflict his queen? and with a murderous hand Leſt to the queen the ſwain with tranſpert fly, 

Deſtroy his heir ? — but ceaſe, tis I command. Unable to contain th' unruly joy. [claim 
Far hence thoſe fears, (Eurymachus reply d) : When near he drew, the prince breaks forth: Pro- 


i 


0 prudent princeſs ! bid thy ſoul confide. What tidings, friend? what ſpeaks the voice of 
Breathes there a man who dares that here flay, 455 Fame ? 
While I behold the golden light of day? Say, if the ſuitors meaſure back the main, 485 
No: by the righteous Powers of Heaven I ſwear, . Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt for blood in vain ? 
His blood in vengeance ſmokes upon my ſpear. . Whether, he cries, they meaſure back the flood 
Viyſſes, when my infant days I led, Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt in vain for blood, 
With wine ſuffic'd me, and with dainties fed: 460 Eſcap'd my care: where lawleſs ſuitors ſway, 
My generous ſoul abhors th* ungrateful part, ; Thy mandate borne, my foul diſdain'd to ſtay. 490 
And my friend's ſon hves deareſt to my heart, But from th' Hermaan height I caſt a view 
Then fear no mortal arm; if Heaven deſtroy, Where to the port a bark high hounding flew; 
We muſt reſign: for man is born to die. ({ſpir'd ; Her freight a ſhining band: with martial air 

Thus ſmooth he ended, yet his death con- | Each pois'd his ſhicld, and each advanc'd his ſpear : 
Then ſorrowing, with ſad ſtep the queen retir'd, And, if aright the*: ſearching eyes ſurvey, 495 
With ſtreaming eyes all comfortleſs deplor d, Th' eluded ſuitors ſtem the watery way. ſwiles, 
Touch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord : The prince, well pleas'd to diſappoint their 
Nor ceas'd till Pallas bid her ſorrows fly, ' Steals on his fire a glance, and ſecret ſmiles. 
And in ſoft ſlumber ſcal'd her flowing eye. 470 And now, a ſhort repaſt prepar'd, they fed, 

And now Eumæus, at the evening hour, Till the keen rage of craving huuger fled, goo 
Came late returning to his ſylvan bower. Then to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 
Ulyſſes and his ſon had drels d with art | And in ſoft fleep forgot the cares of day. 
Ajearling boar, and gave the Gods their part, 
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BOOK XVI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Tdmachns returning to the city relates to Penelope the fum of his travels, Ulyſſes is conducted by Eumels to 
the palace, where his old dog Argus dchnowledges his maſler, after an abſence of twenty years, and dies 
with joy, Eunidur returns inte the country, and Ulyſſes remains among the ſuitors, whoſe bebaviour is 
deſcr ibed, D 


Coo as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, iTo want like mine the peopled town can yield 
Sprinkled with roſeate light the dewy lawn; More hopes of comfort than the lonely field, 
lh haſte the prince aroſe, prepar'd to part; : Nor fits my age to till the labour'd lands, 
His hand impatient graſps the pointed dart; Or ſtoop to taſks a rural lord demands. 45 
Fur on his feet the poliſh'd ſandals ſhine, 5 Adieu! but, ſince this ragged garb can bear 
And thus he greets the maſter of the ſwine: . so ill th' inclemencies of morning air, 
A few hours ſpace your me here to ſtay; 
| haſte to meat my mother's longing eyes, 0 5 
And end her tears, her ſorrows, and her ſighs. | With riper beams when Phœbus warms the day. 
But thon, attentive, what we order heed; 10 Thus he: nor anght Telemachus repiy'd, 
This hapleſs ſtranger to the city lead; But left the manſion with a lofty ſtride : 
By public bounty fer him there be fed, Schemes of 2 his pondering breaſt elate, 
And bleſs the hand that ſtretehes forth the bread. { Revolving deep the ſuitors ſydden fate. | 
To wipe the tears from all afflicted eyes, Arriving now before th* imperial hall; 35 
will may covet, but my power denies, 15 He props his ſpear againſt the pillar'd wall; 
lf this raiſe anger in the ſtranger's thought, Then like a lion o'er the threſhold bounds ; 
The pain of anger puniſhes the fault: 5 The marble pavement witli his ſtep reſounds; 
The very truth I undiſguis'd declare; His eye firſt glanc'd where Euryelea ſpreads 
kor what ſo eaſy as to be ſincere? With ſurry ſpoils of beaſts the fplendid beds. 
To this Ulyſſes : What the prince requires a0 She ſaw, ſhe wept, ſhe ran with eager pace, 


| NOM removal, feconds my deſires. And reach'd her maſter with a long embrace. 
ol. he; L 1 


My ſteps Eumzus ſhall to town convey, 
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All crowded round the family, appears 

With wild entrancement, and ecſtatic tears. 

Swift from above deſcends the royal fair 45 
(Her beauteous checks the bluſh of Venus wear, 
Chaſten'd with coy Diana's penſive air); ; 
Hangs o'er her ſon; in his embraces dies; 

Rains kiſſes on his neck, his face, his (yes; 


| The golden ewer.a nymph attendant brings, 
Replcniſh'd ſrom the pure tranſlucent ſprings; 10g 
With copious ſtreams that golden ewer ſupplies 

A ſilver laver of capactous ſize : : 

'They waſlr: the table, in. ſair order ſpread, 

ls pil'd with viands and the ſtrength of bread. 

Full oppolite, before the folding gate, 110 


Few words ſhe ſpoke, though much ſhe had to ſay; The penſive mother fits in humble ſtate: 
And ſcarce thoſe few, for tears, could force tbeir Lowly ſhe ſate, and with dejected view 


way. 


The fleecy threads her ivory fingers drew. 


Light of my eyes! he comes! unhop*defor joy! The prince and ſtranger ſhar'd the genial feaſt, 


Has Heaven from Pylos brought my lovely boy ? 


So ſnatch'd from all our cares !—Tell, haſt tl.ou 


known 


Till now the rage of thirſt and hunger ceas'd. 115 
When thus the queen. My fon ! my only fricud! 
Say, to my mournſul couch ſuall I aſcend ? 


Thy father's fate? and tell me all thy own. $5 (The couch deſerted now a length of years: 


O deareſt, moſt rever'd of woman kind! 
Ceaſe with thoſe tears to melt a manly mind 
(Replied the prince): nor be our fates deplor'd, 
From death and treaſon to thy arms reſtor d. 
Go bathe, and, rob'd in white, aſcend the towers. 


With all thy handmaids thank the immorteI powers; 


To every God vow hetacombs to bleed, 


And call Jove's vengeance on their guilty deed. 


While to th' aſſembled council I repair; 


The couch for ever water'd with my tears!) 


Say, wilt thou not (ere yet the ſuitor-crew 120 


Return, and riot ſhakes our walls anew) 
Say, wilt thou not the leaſt account afford ? 
The leaſt glad tidings of my abſent lord? 

To her the youth: Wercach'd the Pylian plains, 
Where Neſtor, ſhepherd of his people, reigns. 125 
All arts of tenderneſs to him are known, 

Kind to Ulyſſes“ race as to his own ; 


A ſtranger ſent by Heaven attends me there; 65 No father with a fonder graſp of joy 


My new accepted gueſt I haſte to find, 


Now to Pirzus' honour'd charge conſign'd. 


The matron heard, nor was his word in vain. 


Strains to his boſom his-long-abſent boy. 


Or glide a ſpectre in the realms beneath; 


She bath'd; and, rob'd in white, with all her For farther ſearch, his rapid ſteeds tranſport 


train, 


My lengthen'd journey to the Spartan court. 


To every God voy''d hecatombs to bleed, 70 | Their Argive Helen I beheld, whoſe charms 


And call'd Jove's vengcance on the guilty deed. 


gate; 


(So Heaven decreed j engag'd the- great in arms. 135 


Arm'd with his lance, the prince taen paſs'd the 85 cauſe of coming told, he thus rejoin'd; 


Two « vgs behind, a faithful guard, await; 

Pallas his form with grace divine improves; 

The gazing crowd aumires him as he moves: 75 
Him, gathering round, the haughty ſuitors greet _ 
With ſemblance fair, but inward deep deceit. 
Their falſe addreſſes generous he denied, 

Paſs' d on, and ſate by faithful Mentor's fide; 


And ſtill his words live perfect in my mind. 
Heavens! would a ſoft, inglorious, daſtard train 

An abſent hero's nuptial joys profane! 

So with her young, amid the woodland ſhades, 140 

A timorous hind the lion's court invades, 

Leaves in that fatal lair her tender fawns, 

And climbs the cliff, or feeds along the lawns; 

Mean time returning, with remorſeleſs ſway 


With Antiphus, and Halitherſes ſage 80 The monarch ſavage rends the panting prey: 145 


(His father's counſellors, rever'd for age). 


Ot his own fortunes, and Ulyſſes' fame, 


Much aſk'd the ſeniors; till Pirzus came. 

The ſtranger - gueſt purſued him cloſe behind; 
Whom when Telemachus beheld, he join'd, 385 
He (when Pirzus aik'd for ſlaves to bring 

The gifts and treaſures of the Spartan king) 


With equal fury, aud with equal fame, 

Shall great Ulyſſes re- aſſert his claim. 

O Jove! Supreme! wWwhom men and Gods revere ; 
And thou whoſe luſtre gilds the rolling ſphere : 
With power congenial join'd, propitious aid 150 
The chief adopted by the Martial-Maid!- 

Such to our wiſh the warrior ſoon reſtore, 


Thus thoughtful anſwer'd: Thoſe we mall not | As when, contending on the Leſbian ſhore, 


4 move, 
Dark ard uncenſcious of the will of Jove; 


His proweſs Philomelides confeſs' d, 
And loud acclaiming Greeks the victor bleſs'd; 155 


We know not yet the full event of ali: _ 90 | Then ſoon th' invaders of his bed and throne 


Stabb'd in his palace if your prince muſt fall, 

Us, and our houſe, if treaſon muſt o'erthrow, 

Better a friend poſſeſs them, than a foes . 

If death to theſe, and vengeance Heaven decree, 

Riches are welcome then, not elſe, to me. 95 

Till then retain the gifts.—The hero ſaid, 

And in his hand the willing ranger led. 

Then diſ-array'd,'the ſhining bath they ſought, 
(Wich unguents ſmooth) of poliſh's marble 
| wrought; f — 


Their love preſumptuous ſhall by death atone; 
Now what you queſtion of my ancient friend. 
With truth 1anfwer; thou the truth attend. 
Learn what | heard the * ſea- born ſcer relate, 160 
Whoſe eyes can pierce the dark receſs of tate. 

Sole in an iſle, impriſon'd by the main, 

The ſad ſurvivor of his numerous train, 

Ulyſſes lies; detain'd by magic charms. 4 
And preſs'd unwilling in Calypſo's arms. 165 
No ſailors there, no veſſels tu convey, 


Obedicut handmaids with aſüſtant toil 100 | Nor oars to cut th' immeaſurable way 


bupoly the limpid wave, and fragrant oi: 
Then o'er their limbs refulgent rebes they threw, 
And fre from bathing to their ſears withdrew, 


This told Atrides and he told no moro, 
Thence ſafe I voyag'd to my native ſhores 
* Proteus. 


But all unknown, if yet Ulyſſes breathe, 130 


110 


130 
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He ceas d; nor made the penſive queen reply, | 
But droop'd her head, and drew a ſecret ſigh. 
When Theolclymenus the ſeer began: 
0 ſuſlering conſort of the ſyffering man! 
What human knowledge could, thoſe kings might 
But I the ſecrets of high Heaven reveal. 175 (tell; 
Before the firſt of Gods be this declar'd, 
before the board whoſe bleſſing we have ſhar'd : 
Witneſs the genial rites, and witneſs all 
This kouſe holds ſacred in her ample wall ! 
Fen-now this inſtant, great Ulyſſes lay'd 180 
At reſt, or wandering in his country's ſhade, 
Their guilty deeds, in hearing and in view, 
Secret revolves; and plans the vengeance due: 
ol this ſure auguries the Gods beſtow'd, 
When firſt our veſſel anchor'd in your road. 185 
Succeed thoſe omens, Heaven ! (the queen re- 
join'd) | 
$ ſhall our bounties ſpeak a grateful mind; 
And every envied happineſs attend 
The wan, who calls Penelope his ſsiend. 
Thus commun'd they: while in the marble court 
(Scene of their inſolenee) the lords reſort ; 
Athwart the ſpacious ſquare each tries his art, 
To whir! the diſk, o: aim the miſſile dart. 
Nor did the hour of ſweet repaſt arrive, 
And from the field the victim flocks they drive; 
Medon the herald (one who pleas'd them beſt, 
And honour*d with a portion of their feaſt) 
To bid the banquet, interrupts their play. 
dwilt to the hell they haſte ; aſide they lay 
Their garments, and, ſuceinct, the victims ſlay. 
Then ſheep and goats and briſtly porkers bled; . 
Ard the proud ſteer was o'er the marble ſpread. 
While thus the copious banquet they provide; 
Along the road converſing fide by fide, | 
Proceed Ulyſſes and the faithful ſwain: 205 
Vhen thus Eumæus, generous and humane: 
To town, obſervant of our lord's beheſt, 
Now let us ſpeed ; my friend, no more my gueſt! 
let like myſelf 1 wiſh'd thee here preferr'd, 


Guard of the flock or keep roof the herd. 210 


But much to raiſe my maſter's wrath 1 fear; 
Ite wrath of princes ever is ſcvere. 
Then heed his will, and be our journey made 
Witte the broad beams of Phebus are diſplay'd, 0 
07 ere brown evening ſpreads her chiliy ſhade, 
uit thy advice, (the prudent chief rejoin'd) 
And ſuch as ſuits the dictate of my wind. 
lcon ; but help mie to ſome ſtaff, to Ray 
Ny feeble lep, fince rugged is the way. 
Acroſs his ſhoulders then the ſcrip he flung, 220 
Vide patch'd, and faſten'd by a twiſted thong: 
a Laff Eumæus gave. Along the way 
Cizerly they fare: behind, che keepers ſtay; 
Meſe with their watchful dogs (a conſtant guar”) 
Supply nis abſence, and attend the herd. 225 
Ald now his city ſtrikes the monarch's eyes, 
Alas! how chang'd! a man of miſeries; 
bropp'd on a ſtaff, a beggar old and bare, 
ung diſhoneſt fluttering with the air! 
9W pals'd the rugged road, they journey down 
"ie cavern'd way &-ſcending to the town, 
here, from the rock, with liquid lapſe diſtils 
Alimpid fount ; that, ſpreads iu parting rills, 
us current thence to ſerve the city brings: 
An uſe] wth adorn'd by ancient Kies. - 235 


* 


[A molly altar, deep embower'd in green; 


And holy horrors ſolemnize the ſhade, 245 


He ey'd the ftranger, and imperious ſpoke: 


'Twas but for ſcraps he atk'd, and aſk'd in vain. 


lf any labour thoſe big joints could learn, 


{ The hero ſtood ſelf-conquer'd, and endur'd. 


Nerituss Ithacus, Polyctor, there, 

In ſculptur'd ſtone immortaliz'd their care, 
[n marble urns receiv'd it from above, 

And ſhaded with a green ſurrounding grove ; 
Where ſilver alders, in high arches twin'd, 240 
Drink the cold ſtream, and tremble to the wind. 
Beneath, ſequeſter'd to the nymphs, is ſeen 


f 


Where conſtant vows by travellers are paid, 


Here with his goats (not vow'd to ſacred flame, 


But pamper'd luxury) Melanthius came: | 
Two grooms attend him. With an envious look 


The good old proverb how this pair fulfil! 250 
One rogue is uſher to another ſtill. | \ 

Heaven with a ſecret principle eudued RM, 
Mankind, to ſeek their own ſimilitud e. [gueſt ? 
Where goes the ſwine-herd with that ill-look'4 
That giant glvtton, dreadful at a feaſt ? 255 
Full mavy a poſt have thoſe broad ſhoulders worn, 

From every great man's gate repuls'd with ſcorn; 
To no brave prize aſpir'd the worthleſs ſwain, 


To beg, than work, he better underſtands ; 269 
Or we perhaps might take him off thy hands, 

For any office could the ſlave be good, | 

I'o cleanſe the fold, or help the kids to food; 


Some whey, to waſh his bowels, he might earn. 
To cringe, to whine, his :dle hands to ſpread, 
Is all, by which that graceleſs maw is fed. 
Yet hear me if thy impudence but dare 
Approach yon walls, I propheſy thy fare : 
Dearly, ſull dearly, ſhalt thou buy thy bread 270 
With many a footſtool thundering at thy head. 

He thus: nor inſolent of word alone, 
Spurn'd with his ruſtic heel his king unknown; 
Spurn'd, but not mov'd : he like a pillar ſtood, 
Nor ſtirr'd an inch, contemptuous, from the road: 
Doubtful, or with his ſtaff to ſtrike him dead, | 
Or greet the pavement with his worthleſs head. 
Short was that doubt ; to quell his rage inur'd, 


But, hateful of the wretch, Eumæus heav'd 280 
His hands obteſting, an this prayer conceiv'd: 


Daughters of Jove! who from th' æthereal bowers 8 
Deſcend to ſwell the ſprings, and ſeed the flowers! 
Nymphs of this fountain: to whoſe ſacred names 


Our rural victims mount in blazing flames!“ 285 
To whom Ulyſſes' piety preferr'd i 

The yearly firſtling cf his flock and herd; 
Sneceed my wiſh; your votary reſtore: 

Oh, be ſonte God his convoy to our ſhore! 


Due pains ſhall puniſh then this flave's offence, 290 ' 


And humble all his airs of inſulence, 

Who, proudly ſtalking, leaves the herds at large, 

Commences courtier, and neglects his charge. 
What mutters he? (Melauthius ſharp rejoins) 

This crafty miſcreant big with dark deſigns! 295 

The day ſhall come; nay, 'tis already near, 


hen, ſlave! to fell thee at a price too dear, 


Niuſt be ry care; and hence tranſport thee o'er, 
A load and ſcandal to this happy ſhore). 


Oh! that as ſurely great Apollo's dart, 300 
Or ſome brave ſuitor's ſword, might. pierce the. 
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Of the proud ſon ; as that we ſtand this hour 
In laſting ſafety from the father's power ! | 
So ſpoke the wretch, but, ſhunning farther 
7. Way. 
Turn'd his proud ſtep, and left them on di 
Straight to the feaſtful palace he repair'd, 
Famuliar enter'd, and the banquet ſhar'd ; ; 
Beneath Eurymachus, his patron lord, 


He took his place, and plenty heap'd the board, |! 


Mean time they heard, ſoft-circling in the ſky, | 

Sweet airs aſcend, and heavenly minfirelſy 2 

(For Phemius to the lyre attun'd the ſtrain) : ö 

Ulyſſes hearken'd, then 2ddreſs'd the ſwain : 
Well may this palace admiration claim, 

Great, and reſpondent to the maſter's fame! 315 


Stage above ſtage th* imperial ſtructure ſtands, 


Holds the chief honours, and the town commands: 
High walls and battlements the courts encloſe, 
And the ſtrong gueſts defy an hoſt of foes. 
Far other cares its dwellers now employ : 320 
The throng'd aſſembly, and the feaſt of jo: 
I ſce the ſmokes of ſacrifice aſpire, | 
And hear (what graces every feaſt) the lyre. 
Then thus Eumzus : Fudge we which were beſt ; 
Amidſt yon revellers a ſudden gueſt 325 
Chooſe you to mingle, while behind I flay? 
Or | firſt entering introduce the way? 
Wait for a ſpace without, but wait not long ; 
This is the houſe of violence and wrong : 
Some rude inſult thy reverend age may bear; 330 
For like their lawleſs lords the ſervants are. 
Juſt is. O friend! thy caution, and addreſs'd 
(Replied the chief) to no unheedful breaſt ; 
The wrongsand injuries of baſe mankind 
Freſh to my ſenſe, and always in my mind. 335 
The bravely- patient to no fortune yields: wy 
On rolling oceans, and in fighting fields, 
Storms have I paſs'd, and many a ſtern debate; 
And now in humbler fcene ſubmit to Fate, 
What cannot Want? TH: bleſt ſhe will expoſe, 340 
And lam learn'd in all her train of woes; a 
She fills with navies, hoſts, and loud alarms, 
The ſea, the land, and ſhakes the world with 
arms! | 
Thus, near the gates conferring as they drew, 
Argus, the dog, his ancient maſter knew; 345 
He, not unconſcious of the voice and tread, "II 
Lifts to the ſound his ear, and rears his head; 
Bred by Ulyſſes, nouriſh'd at his board, 
But, ah! not fated long to pleaſe his lord ! 
To him, his ſwiftneſs and his ſtrength were vain ; 
The voice of glory call'd him o'er the main, 
Till then in every ſylvan chaſe renowp'd, 


Wich Argus, Argus, rung the woods areund; 


With him the youth purſu'd the goat or fawn, 
Or trac'd the mazy leveret o'er the lawn. 355 
Now left to man's ingratitude he Jay, 
Uuhous'd, negleRed in the public way; ; 
And where in heaps the rich manure was ſpread, 
Obſcene with reptiles, took his ſolid bed. 

He knew his lord; he knew, and ſtrove to 


in ſqualid veſts, with many a gaping rent, 


|] (Smooth'd by the workman to a poliſh'd plain); 


meet; : 360 
Tu vain he ſtrove to crawl, and kiſs his feet ; 
Yet all he could) his tail, his ears, his eyes, 


Salut his muſter, and confeſs his joys. 


Sui p.iy touch'd the mighty maſter's ſoul; 


Adown his cheek a tcar unbidden ſtole, 


365 | He fed, and ccas'd when filence held the re. 
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Stole ee" od 3 he turn'd his head, and 
ry ö \ 
The drop humane: then thus impaſſion'd cry'd; 
What noble beaſt in this abandon'd ſtate and les 
Lies here all helpleſs at Ulyſſes gate ? ; (Not b 
His bulk and beauty ſpeak no vulgar praiſe; 470 Dooms 


If as he ſeems he was in better days, With ſ 
Some care his age deſerves: or was he priz'd Humbl 
For worthleſs beauty ! therefore now deſpis'd? The pr 
Such dogs and men there are, mere things of ſtate, With f 
And always cheriſh'd by their friends, the Great, Iequir} 
Not Argus ſo (Eumæus thus rejoin d) And e 
But ſerv'd a maſter of a nobler kind, ; Whil 
Who never, never ſhall behold him more The be 
Long, long fince periſh'd on a diſtant ſhore ! My lo 
Ob! had you ſeen him, vigorous, bold, and young, The ge 
Swift as a ſtag, and as a lion ſtrong ; Full 
Him no fell ſavage on the plain withſtood, Thouy 
None *ſcap'd him, boſom'd in the gloomy wood; _ 
His eye how piefcing, and his ſcent how true, bring 
To wind the vapour in the tainted dew ! 33; Wy (ft 
Such, when Ulyſics left his natal coaſt ; ; bj: 

| Nor years uunerve him, and his lord is loſt! Enoug 
The women keep the generaus creature bare, 0! gi 
A fleek and idle race is all their care: Such | 
The maſter gone, the ſervants what reſtrains ? 399 Toſh 
Or dwells humanity where riot reigns ? | To 
Jove fix'd it certain, that whateyer day | Thy 

| Makes man a flave, takes balf his worth away. Who 
This ſaid, the honeſt herdſman ſtrode before ; | The 
The muſing monarch pauſes at the door: 393 Koun 
The dog, whom Fate had granted to behold Tho 
His lord, when twenty tedious years had roll'd Thoſ 
Takes a laſt look, and, having ſeen him, dies: Or b 
So clos d for ever faithful Argus' eyes! Wy bt 


And now Telemachus, the firſt of all, 400 ur. 


Obſerv'd Eumæus entering in the hall; Theſ 
Diſtant he ſaw, acroſs the ſhady dome; Via 
Then gave a ſign, and heckon'd him to come: tis 
There ſtood an empty ſeat, where Ne was plac'd, ty 
In order due, the ſteward of the feaſt. 404 Vaju 
(Who now was buſied carving round the board): To 
Eumzus took, and plac'd it near his lord. For 
Before him inſtant was the banquet (prong (fr 
And the bright baſket pil'd with loaves of bread. 6 

0 


Next came Ulylles, lowly at the door, 41 
A figure deſpicable, old, and poor, 


Propp'd on a ſtaff, and trembling as he went, 
Then, reſting on the threſhold of the gate, 
Againſt a cypreſs pillar lean'd his weight 414 


The thoughtful ſon beheld, and call'd his fwain : 

Theſe viands. and this bread, Eumeus ! bcar, 
And lit yon mendicant our plenty ſhare : 

Then let him circle round the ſuitor's board, 420 
And try the bounty of each gracious Jord : 

Bold let him act, encourag'd thus by me; 

How ill, alas! do want aud ſhare agree! 

His lord's command the ſaithful ſcrvant bears; 
The ſecming beggar anſwers with his prayers. 425 
Bleſt be Telemachus ! in every deed 
luſpire him, Jove ! in every wiſh ſucceed ! ; 
This ſaid, the portion from his ſon convey'd 
With ſmiles receiving on his ſerip he lay d. 

Long as the minſtrel ſwept the ſounding wire, 430 


bon as the ſuitors from the banquet roſe, 

Minerva prompts the man of mighty woes 

To tempt their bounties with a mighty art, 

anc learn the generous from th' ignoble heart 435 
(Not but his ſoul, reſentſul as humane, 

dooms to ſull vengeance all the offending train); 
With ſpeaking eyes, and voice of plaintive ſound, 
Humble he moves, imploring all aronnd. 

The proud feel pity, and relief beſtow, 440 
With ſuch an image touch'd of human woe; 
Inquiring all, their wonder they confeſs, 

And eye the man, majeſtic in diſtreſs. 

\{hile thus they gaze and queſtion with their eyes 
The bold Melanthius to their thought replies: 445 
My lords ! this ſtranger of gigantic port 
The good Eumzus uſher'd to your court. 

Full well I mark'd the features of his face, 
Though all unknown his clime, or noble race. 

And is this preſent, ſwineherd ! of thy hand? 450 
Fring'lt thou theſe vagrants to infeſt the land? 
{Returns Antinous with retorted eye) 

Objects uncouth! to check the genial joy. 
Enough of theſe our court already grace, 
ol giant ſtomach, and of famiſh'd face. 4355 
Such gueſts Eum@us to his Py brings, 

To ſhare our feaſt, and lead the life of kings. 

To whom the hoſpitable ſwain rejoin'd: 

Thy paſſion, prince, belies thy knowing mind. 

Who calls, from diſtant nations to his own, 460 
The poor, diſtinguiſh'd by their wants alone ? 
kound the wide world are ſought thoſe men divine 
Vo public ſtructures raiſe, or who deſign ; 

Thoſe to whoſe eyes the gods their ways reveal, 

Or bleſs with ſalutary arts to heal; 405 
hut chief to poets ſuch reſpect belongs, 

b rival nations courted for their ſongs ; 

Theſe ſtates invite, and mighty kings admire, 

Vide as the ſun diſplays his vital fire. ; 

kisnot ſo with want! how ſew that feed 470 
A wretch unhappy, merely for his need 

Urjuſt to me and all that ſerve the ſtate, 

To love Ulyſſes is to raiſe thy hate. 

for me, luffice the approbation won 

0f my great miſtreſs, and her godlike ſon, 475 

To him Telemachus : No more incenſe 
Th: man by vature prone to inſolence: 
biurious minds juſt anſwers but provoke — 

Then turning to Antinous, thus he ſpoke : | 


Thus drives the ſtranger from our court and land. 

leaven bleſs its owner with a better mind! 

rom envy free, to charty inclin'd. 

This both Fenclope and I afford : 

Then, prince! be bounteous of Ulyſſes' board. 485 

lo give another's is thy hand ſo flow ? 

ouch me ſweet, to ſpoil, than to beſtow ? 
Whence, great Telemachus ! this lofty ſtrain ? 

(Antinous cries with inſolent diſdain) 


Our walls this twelvemonth ſhould not ſee the ſlave. 


ODYSSEY, Boox XVII. 269 


Beſtow, my friend ! thou doſt not ſeem the worſt - 
Of all the Greeks, but prince-like and the firſt; 
Then, as in dignity, be firſt in worth, 


Once 1 enjuy'd in luxury of late Fearth! 500 
Whatc'er gives man the envied name of great; 
Wealth, ſervants, friends, were mine in better days; 
And hoſpitality was then my praiſe : 

In every ſorrowing ſoul I pour'd delight, 50s 
And poverty ſtoed ſmiling in my fight. | 
But Jove, all governing, whoſe only will 


Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 


Sent me (to puniſh my purſuit of gain) 

With roving pirates o'er th* Egyptian main; 316 
By Egypt's ſilver flood our ſhips we moor; 

Our ſpies commiſſion's ſtraight the coaſt explore; 
But, impotent of mind, with lawleſs will 

The country ravage, and the natives kill. 

The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 515 


And horſe and foot in mingled tumult riſe : 


The reddening dawn reveals the hoſtile fields, 

| Horrid with briſtly ſpears, and gleaming ſhields: 
Jove thunder'd on their fide : our guilty head 

We turn' d to flight; thegathering vengeanceſpread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the foes in ſervitude detain; 

| Death ill-exchang'd for bondage aud far pain! 

| Unhappy me a Cyprian took a- board, 

And gave to Demetor, Cyprus haughty lord: 525 
Hither, to '{cape his chains, my courſe I ſteer, _ 
Still curs'd by fortune, and inſulted here! 

To whom Antinous thus his rage expreſs d: 
What god has plagu'd us with this gormand guelt ? 
' Unleſs at diſtance, wretch ! thou a behind 530 
Another iſle, thay Cyprus more unkind; 5 
Another Egypt, ſhalt thou quickly find. 

From all thou begg'ſt, a bold audacious ſlave; 
Nor all can give ſo much as thou can crave, 


' Shameleſs they give, who give what's not their own, 
The chief, retiring : Souls like that in thee 

in ſuit ſuch forms of grace and diguity. 

Nor will that hand to utmoſt need afford 

The ſmalleſt purtion of a waſteful byard, 540 

Whoſe luxury whole patrimonies ſweeps; 

Yet ſtarving Want, amidſt the riot, weeps. 

The haughty ſuitor with reſentment burns, 

Ando, ſourly fmiliog, this reply returns: 


And dumb for ever be thy flanderous tongue ! 
He ſaid, and high the whirling tripod flung. 
| His ſhoulder- blade receiv*d th' ungentle ſhock ; 
He ſtood, and mov'd not, like a marble rock; 
But ſhook his thoughtſul head, nor more com- 
Sedate of ſon], his character ſuſtain'd, [plain'd, 55® 
And inly form'd revenge: then back withdrew ; ? 


Thanks to thy care wh ſc abſolute command 480 | Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng: c 


Before his feet the well-fill'd ſcrip he threw, 
And thus wich ſemblance mild addreſs'd the crew: 


Portions like mine if every ſuitor gave, 490 | May what I ſpeak your princely minds approve, 55% 


fe ſpoke, and liſting high above the beard 

b ponderous footſtool, ſhook it at his lord. 
The reſt with equal hand conferr'd the bread ; 
fr fll'd his ſcrip, and to the threſhold ſped; 495 
bu firſt before Antinous ſtopp'd and laid: 


Ye peers and rivals in this noble love! 

Not for the hurt I grieve, but for the cauſe. 

If, when the ſword our country's quarrel draws, 
Or if, defending what is juſtly dear, 

From Mars impartial fome broad wound we bean 
The generous motive digniſies the ſcar. 


And I ſhall praiſe thee through the boundleſs 


nes aber; a 
on ny” BY — — 


Nor wonder I, at ſuch profuſion ſhown ; 335 - 
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270 
But for mere want, how hard to ſuffer wrong ! 
Want brings enough of other ills along! 
Yet, if injuſtice never be ſecure, 
If fiends revenge, and Gods aſſert the pdor, 565 
Death ſhall lay low the proud aggreſſor's head, 
And make the duſt Antinous' bridal bed. 

Peace, wretch! and eat thy bread without of- 

fence, 

(The ſuitor cry'd) or force ſhall drag thee hence, 


- Scourge thro" the public ſtreet, and caſt thee there, 


A mangled carcaſe for the hounds to tear. 
His furious deed the general anger mov'd, 
All, ev'n the worſt, condemn: and ſome reprov'd. 
Was ever chief for wars like theſe renown'd ? 
IIl fits the ſtranger and the poor to wound. 575 
Unbleſt thy hand; if in this low diſguiſe 
Wander, perhaps, ſome inmate of the ſkies; 
They (curious oft' of mortal actions) deign 
In forms like theſe, to round the earth and main, 
Juſt and unjuſt recording in their mind, 380 
And with ſure eyes inſpecting all mankind. 
Telemachus, abſorpt, in thought ſevere, 
Nouriſh'd deep anguiſh, though he ſhed no tear; 
But the dark brow of ſilent ſorrow ſhook : 
While thus his mother to her virgins ſpoke: 585 
© On him and his may the bright God of day 
That baſe, inhoſpitable blow repay !” 
The nurſe replies: If Jove receives my prayer, 
Not one ſurvives to breathe to-morrow's air.“ 
All, all are foes, and miſchief is th-ir end; 59c 
Antinous moſt to gloomy death a friend; 
(Replies the queen) the ſtranger hegg'd their grace, 
And melting pity ſoſten'd every face ; | 
From every other hand redreſs he found,” 
But ſell Antinous anſwer'd with a wound, 595 
Amidſt her maids thus ſpoke the prudent queen, 
Then bade Eumzus call the pilgrim in. 
Much of th' experienc'd man | long to hear, 
If or his certain eye, or liſtening car, ; 
Have learn d the fortunes of my wandering lord ?Goc 
Thus ſhe, and good Eumæus took the word. 
A private audience if thy grace impart, . 
The ſtranger's words may eaſe thy royal heart. 
His ſacred eloquence in balm diſtils, . 
And the ſooth'd heart with ſecret pleaſure fills, 605 


Three days have ſpent their beams, three nights 


+ 


have run OM 

Their ſilent journey, ſince his tale begun, 
Unſimſh'd yet! and yet I thirſt to hear, 
As when ſome Heaven-taught poet-charms the ear, 
(Suſpending ſorrow with a celcſtial ſtrain, 610 
Breath'd from the gods to ſoften human pain) 
Time ſteals away with unregarded wing, 
And the ſoul hears him, though he ceaſe to ſing. 
__U;yffes late he ſaw, en Cretan ground, 85 
{His father's gueſt) ſor Minos' birth renown'd. 615 
He now but waits the wind, to waft him o'er, 
With boundlcfs treafure, from 'Theſprotia's ſhore, 

To this the queen: The wanderer let me hear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 


Devour the grazing ox and browzing goat, 620 


And turn my generous vintage down their throat, 
For where's an arm, like thine, Ulyſſes! ſtrong, 
To curb wild riot, and to puniſh wrong? | 
She ſpoke. Felemachus then ſneez'd aloud z 
Conltrain'd, his noſtrils ect.o's through the crowd. 


POPE's HOMER. 


bvut'ſirſt refreſh : and at the dawn of day 


The ſmiling queen the happy omen bleſsd: 
So may thefe impious fall, by fate oppreſod!“ 
hen to Eumzus : Bring the ſtranger, fly! 
And if my queſtion meet a true reply, | | 
Grac'd with a decent robe he ſhall retire, 630 
gilt in ſeaſon which his wants require, 

Thus ſpoke Penclope. Eumzus flies 
in duteous haſte, and to Ulyſſes cries: 
Che Queen invites thee, venerable gueſt! 


A ſecret inſtin& moves her troubled breaſt, 633 NJ bv 
Of her long abſent Jord ſrom thee to gain Pens 
Some light, and ſoothe her ſoul's eternal pain. 
if true, if faithful thou; her grateful mind 
If decent robes a preſent has deſign's;  _ W 
So finding favour in the royal eye, 640 url 
hy other wants her ſubject ſhall ſupply. : 
Fair truth alone (the patient man reply'd) 2 : 
My words ſhall dictate, and my lips ſhall guide, * 
To him, to me, one common lot was given, 15 4 
In equal woes, alas! involv'd by Heaven. 445 w_ 
Much of his fates I know; but check'd by fear 3 
I ſtand : the hand of violence is heres 5 
ler boundleſs wrongs the ſtarry ſkies iuvade, *"y : 
And injur'd ſuppliants ſeek in vain for aid. 2 l 
Let for a ſpace the penſive queen attend, 650 1 Fa 
Nor claim my {tory till the ſun deſcend ; = 
hen in ſuch robes as ſuppliants-may require, is 
Compos'd and cheerful by the genial fire, 48 
When loud uproar and lawleſs riot ceaſe, zn h 


hall her pleas'd ear receive my words in peace. 55 "Eg 
_ Swift to the queen returns the gentle ſwain : 15 
And ſay, (ſhe cries,) does fear, or ſhame, detain 


Che cautious ſtranger ? With the begging kind Un 
Shame ſuits but ill. Eumæus thus r:join'd ; Wha | 
He only aſks a more propitious hour, 660 Ik. 
And ſhuns (who would not?) wicked men in Alike. 
power; a And c. 

At evening mild (meet ſeaſon to confer) "hk 
By turns to queſtion, and by turns to hear, 
Whoc'er this gueſt (the prudent queen replies) . 
His every ſtep and every tbought is wiſe: 665 Prove 
For men like theſe on earth he ſhall not find Let 1 
in all the miſcreant race of human kind. _ 
Thus ſhe : Eumizus all her words attends, How 1 
And, parting, to the ſuitor powers deſcends Me 
There ſeeks Telemachus, anc thus apart 50 Aton 
in whiſpers breathes the fondneſs of his heart: Why 
The time, my lord, invites me to repair Like f 
Hence to the lodge; my charge demands my care. pro 
Theſe ſons of murder thirſt thy life to take; =: 
Oh guard it, guard it for thy ſervant's ſake | 675 F . 
Thanks to my friend, he crics; but now the hour Tae 
Of night draws on, go ſeek the rural bower : | Th 


7 

: More 
Hither a victim to the gods convey. . 8 KG 
Our life to Heaven's immortal Powers we truſt, 685 Thus 
Safe in their care, ſor hcaven protcRs the jult. 


Th 
Obſervant of his voice, Eumæus fate And | 
And fed recumbent on a chair of ſtate. be 1 
Then inſtant roſe, and as he mov'd along Yoa 
Twas riot all amid the ſuitor throng, _ 685 Wiy 

Fhey feaſt, they dance, and raiſe the mir*hſul 
ſong. 5 : Wik 


Till now, declining toward the cloſe of day, 


he ſun vbliquely Mot his dewy ys 


ODYSSEY, 


Boox XVIII. - 29% 


ook rw. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Tue Fight of Ulyſſes and Trus. 


Wiz fix'd in thought the penſive hero ſate, 


A mendicant approzch'd the royal gate; 


byo A furly vagrant of the giant kind, 
The ſtain of manhood, of a coward mind ; 
7 From feaſt to fcaſt, infatiate to devour 5 
ide, fe flew, attendant on the genial hour. 
| Him on his mother's knees when babe he Jay, 
9 de nam'd Arnavs on his natal day: 


ut lrus his aſſociates call'd the boy, 
pradis d the common meſſenger to fly ; 10 
Ius, a name expreſſive of th' employ. 

from his own roof, with meditated blows, 1 
Re ſtrove to drive the man of mighty woes. 

Hence, dotard, hence ! and timely ſpeed thy way, 
leſt dragg'd in vengeance thou repent thy ſtay; 15 
de how with nods aſſent yon princely train! 
but, honouring age, in mercy I reſtrain! 

Ihpeace away! leſt, if perſuaſions fail, 5 
Ibis arm with blows more eloquent prevail. | 

Tv whom, with ſtern regard: Oli infolence, 20 
Indecently to rail without offence; __ 
hat bounty gives, without a rival ſhare ; 
lak, what harms not thee, to-breathe this air: 

Alike on alms we both precarious live : 

And canſt thou envy when the great relieve? 25 

know, from the bounteous Heavens all riches 
flow, | | 

and what man gives, the Gods by man beſtow ; 

Froud as thou art, henceforth no more be proud, 

Let! imprint my vengeance in thy blood; 

Vdas lam, ſhould once my fury burn, 30 
How would'ft thon fly, nor ev'n in thought return? 
Mere woman-glutton! (thus the churl reply'd) 

Atongue ſo flippant, with a throat ſo wide! 
Viyceaſe I, Gods! to daſh thoſe teeth away, 

, cars Lie ſome wild boar's, that, greedy ol his prey, 35 
: Urouts the bearded corn? Riſe, try the ſight, 

| 6:5 Þ d well thy loins, approach and feel my might: 


he hour * defeat, before the peers engage 3 ; 

5 «qual ſight ! when youth contends with age : 
Ap in a wordy war their tongu' s diſplay 40 
Are lierce tents, preluding to the tray ; 

9. 685 Utinous hears, and, in a jovial vein 

ult, Thus with ee 

uſt. 5 with loud laughter to the ſuitor-train: 
rr day in mirth, my friends, employ, 
E lo! the Gods conſpire to crown our joy. 45 
ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 

685 1 wry mcndicents contentious ſtand; 

*hſul urge we not to blows? Well pleas'd they 

| N lprifig 
71 | Nitfrom their ſcats, and thickening form a ring. 


635 Nh beggar Irus inſults Ulyſſes ; the ſuitors promote the quarrel, in which Irus is worfled, and miſerably handled, 
a Penelope deſcends, and receives ie preſents of the ſuitors, The dialogue of Ulyſſes with Eurymachus. ; 


To whom Antinous: Lo! cnrich'd with blood, 50 

A kid's well-fatted entrails (taſteful od) 

On glowing embers lie; on him beſtow 

The choiceſt portion who ſubdues his toe ; 

Grant him unrivall'd in theſe walls to ſtay, 

The ſole attendant on the genial day. | 55 
'The lords applaud : Ulyſſes then with art, 


Worn as lan with age, decay'd with woe, 
Say, is it baſeneſs to decline the foe ? 
Hard conflict ! when calamity and age 60 
With vigorous youth, unknown to cares, engage! 
Yet, fearful of diſgrace, to try the day 
Imperious hunger bids, and I obey; 
But ſwear, impartial arbiters of right, 


The peers aſſent : when ſtraight his ſacred head 
Telemachus uprais'd, and ſternly ſaid : 

Stranger, if prompted to chaſtiſe the wrong 
Of this bold inſolent; confide, be ſtrong! 

Ih' injurious Greek, that dares attempt a blow, 59 
at inſtant makes Telemachus his foe ; . 
And theſe my friends + ſhall guard the ſacred tics 
Of hoſpitality, for they arc wile. 

Then, girding his ſtrong loins, the king prepares 
To cloſe in combat, and his body bares; 75 
Broad ſpread his ſhoulders, and his nervous thighs 
By juſt degrees, like well-turn'd columns, riſe : 
Ample his cheſt, his arms are round and long, 
And each ſtrong joint Minerva knits more ſtrong. 
(Attendant on her chief): the ſuitor-crowd 33 
With wonder gaze, and gazing ſpeak aluud : . 

Irus! alas! ſhall Irus be no more ? 

Black fate impends, and this th' avenging hour! 

Gods! how his nerves a matchleſs ſtrength pro- 

claim, | frames? 

Swell o'er his well-ſtrung limbs, and brace his 
Then, pale with fears, and ſickening at the fight, 
They dragg'd th' unwilling Irus to the fight; 
From his blank viſage fled the coward blood, 
And his fleſh trembled as aghaſt he ſtood. 

Oh, that ſuch baſeneſs ſhould diſgrace the light! o 
O hide it, Death, in everlaſting night ! 
| (Exclaims Antinous) can a vigorous foe 

Meanly decline to combat age and woe? 
But hear ine, wretch! if recreant in the fray, 
That huge bulk yield this ill-conteſted day. 95 
Inſtant thou ſail'ſt, to Echetus reſign'd; 
A tyrant, fierceſt of the tyrant kind, 
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+ Antinous and Eurymachus. 
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And fears well feign'd, diſguis'd his dauntleſs heart; 
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Wha caſts thy mangled ears and nofe a prey 
To hungry dogs, and lops the man away. 
While with indignant ſcorn he ſternly ſpoke, 100 
In every joint the trembling lrus ſhook ; 
Now front to front each frowning champion ſtands, 
And poiſes high in air his adverſe hands. 
The chief yet doubts, or to the ſhades below 
To {cli the giant at one vengeful blow, 
Or ſave his life; and ſoon his life to ſave - 
| The king reſolves, for Mercy ſways the brave, 
That inſtant Irus his huge arm extends, 
Full on the ſhoulder the rude weight deſcends : 
Tue ſage Ulyſſes, fearful to diſcloſe 
The hero latent in the man of woes, 
Check'd half his might; yet riſing to the ſtroke, 
His jaw-bone daſh'd, the craſhing jaw-bone broke: 
Down dropp'd he ſtupid from the ſtunning wound; 
| Hisfeet, extended, quivering beat the ground; 115 
His mouth and noſtrils ſpout a purple flood; 
His teeth, all ſhatter'd, ruſh inmix'd with blood. 
The peers tranſported, as outſtretch'd he lies, 
With burſts of laughter rend the vaulted ikies! 
Then dragg'd along, all bleeding from the wound, 
His length of carcaſe trailing prints the ground; 
Rais'd on his feet, again he reels, he falls, 
Till propp'd, reclining on the palace walls : 
Then to his hand a ſtaff the victor gave, 
And thus with juſt reproach addreſs'd the ſlave: 125 
There, terrible, affright the dogs, and reign 
A dreaded tyrant o'er the beſtial train ! 
But mercy to the poor and ſtranger ſhow, 
Leſt Heaven in vengeance ſend ſome mightier woe. 
*> Scornful he ſpoke, and o'er his ſhoulder flungr 30 
The broad-patch'd fcrip ; the ſerip in tatters hung 
111-join'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 
Then, turning ſhort, difdain'd a further ſtay; 
But to the palace meafur'd back the way. 
There as he reſted, gathering in a ring 135 
The peers with ſmiles addrefs'd their unknown 
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king: | | 
Stranger, my Jove and all th' aerial Powers, 
With every bleſſing crown thy happy hours! 


Our freedom to thy proweſs'd arm we owe 
From bold intrufion of thy coward foe : 
Inſtant the flying ſail the flave ſhall wing 
To Echetus, the monſter of a king. 
While pleas'd he heats, Antinous bexts the food, 
A kid's well fatted entrails, rich with blood. 
The bread from caniſters of ſhining mold I45 
Amphinous ; and wines that laugh in gold: 
- And, oh! (he mildly cries) may Heaven difplay 
A beam of glory o'et thy ſuture day! 
Alas! the brave too oft is doom d to beat 
The gripes of poverty, and ſtings of care. 150 
To whom with thought mature the king re- 
plies; | 85 
The . fpeaks wiſely, when the ſoul is wife; 
Such was thy father ! in imperial ſtate, 
Great without vice, that oft attends the great: 
Nor from the ſire art thou, the fon, declin'd; 155 
Then hear my words, and, grave them in thy 
mind! | 
Of all that breathes, or groveling creeps on earth, 
Moſt vain is man] calamitous by birth: 
To day, with power elate, in ſtrength he blooms; 
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Anon from Heaven a fad reverſe he feels: 
Untaught to bear, gainſt Heaven the wretch rebels, 
For man is changeful, as his bliſs of woe; 
Loo high when proſperous, when diſtreſs'd to low. 
There was a day, when with the ſcornful great 165 
I ſwelld in pomp and arrogance of ſtate; 
Proud of the power that to high birth belongs; 
And us'd that power to juſtify my wrongs. ; 
Then let not man be proud; but, firm of mind, 
Bear the beſt humbly, and the worſt reſign'd : 170 
Be dumb when Heaven afflicts! uulike yon train 
Of haughty ſpoilers, inſolently vain; 
Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey; 
But vengeance and Ulyſſes wing their way. 
Oh may'ſt thou, favour'd by ſome guardian Power, 
Far, far be diſtant in that deathful hour! 
For ſure I am, if ſtern Ulyfſes breathe, 
Theſe lawleſs riots end in blood and death. 
Then to the Gods the roſy juice he pours, 
And the drain'd goblet to the chief reſtores. 
Stung to the ſoul, 6'ercaſt with holy dead, 
He ſhook the graceful honours of his head; 
His boding mind the future woe foreſtalls; 
In vain ! by great Telemachus he falls, 

For Pallas ſcals his doom: all ſad he turns 185 
To join the peers; reſumes his throne, aud mourns. 
Mean while Minerva with inſtinctive fires 

Thy foul, Penelope, from Heaven ifſpires : 
With flattering hopes the fuitors to betray, 
And ſeem to meet, yet fly, the bridal day: 98 
Thy huſband's wonder, and thy ſon's, to raiſe; 
And crown the mother and the wife with praiſe. 
Tuen, while the ſtreamiug ſorrow dims her eyes, 
Thus with a tranfient ſmile the matron cries; 
Eurynome | to go where riot reigns 
I feel an impulſe, though my ſoul diſdains; 
To my lov'd ſon the ſnates of death to ſhow, 
And in the traitor-friend utitriaſk the foe; 
Who, ſmooth of tongue, in purpoſe inſineere, 
Hides fraud in ſmiles, while death is ambuſh'd 
there. 200 
Go, warn thy ſon, nor be'the warning vain, 
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|} (Reply'd the ſageſt of the royal train) 


But bath'd, anoltited, and adorn'd, deſcend; 
Powerful of chatms, bid every grace attend; 
The ride of flowing tears awhile fuppteſs; 205 
Tears but indulge the ſorrow, not tepteſ. 

Some joy temains: to thee a ſon is gots 
Such as, in foridneſs, parents aſk of Heaven. 

Ah me! forbear, returns the queen, ſorbear; 
Oh! talk not, talk not of vain beauty's care; 318 
No more I bathe, ſince he tio longer ſees 
| Thoſe charms, for whom alone 1 wiſh to pleaſe. 
The day that bore Ulyſſes from this coaſt, 

Blaſted the little bloom thefe cheeks could boaſt. 
But inſtant bid Autonoè deſcend, 21J 
Inſtant Hippodamè our ſteps attend; 

Ill fuits it female virtue to be ſeen 

Alone, indecent, in the walks of men. 

Then, while Eurynomeè the mandate bears, 
From heaven Minerva ſhoots with guardian cares 
O'et all her ſenſes, as the couch ſhe dreſs d, 

She pours a pleaſing, deep, and deathlike reſt, 


{ With every beauty every feature arms, 


The haughty creature on that power preſumes; 160 


Bids her checks glow, and lights up all her charms 
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in her leve-darting eyes awakes the fires, 
(mmortal giſts | to kindle ſoft deſires) 
From limb to limb an air majeſtic ſheds, 
bels, And the pure 1vory o'er her boſom ſprœads. 
zuch Venvs ſhines, when with a meatur'd bound 
%e ſmoothly ghding {wims th' harmonions round 
165 When with the Graces in the dance ſhe moves, 
And fires the gazing Gods with ardent loves. 
2 Then to the ſkies her flight Minerva bends, 
And to the queer the damiel-train deſcends ; 
W's at their cps, her lowing eyes uncluſe; 235 
The tear ſhe wipes, and thus renews her woes: 
Howe'er *tis well: that fleep awhile car free, 
With {oſt forgettulneſs, a wretch like me; 
Oh! were 1t given to yield this trauſtient breat! 
dend, O Diana, lend che flcep of death ; 2.40 
Why mult i vaſlte a reQions life in tears, 
Nor buty in the lilent grave my cares? 
0 my Viyſtes ! ever honour'd name! 
For thec 1 mourn, till death diffolves my frame. 
Thus wailing, low and tadly the deſcends, 245 
On either hand a damſel-train attends : 
Full where the dome its thin:ing valves expands, 
Radiant before the gazing peers ſhe ſtands; 
A veil, tranſlucent o'er her brow diſplay'd, 
Her beauty ſeems, and only ſeems, to ſhade: 250 
Sudden ſhe lightens in their dazzled eyes, 
And ſudden flames in every boſom riſe ; 
They ſend their eager ſouls with every look, 
Till filence thus th' imperial matron broke: 
Oh why! my ſon, why now no more appears 255 
| 19 That warmth of foul that urg'd thy younger years? 
ile; Thy riper days no growing worth impart, 
aiſe. A man in ſtature, ſtill a boy in heart ! 
Thy well-knit frame unprofitably ſtrong, 
Speaks thee an hero from an hero ſprung; 260 
195 But the juſt Gods iu vain thoſe gifts beſtow, 
Oh wiſe alone in form, and brave in ſhow ! 
Heavens! could a ſtranger feel oppreſſion's hand 
Beneath thy roof, and could'ſt thou tamely ſtand ? 
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ore, li thou the ftranger's righteous cauſe decline, 265 
mbuſh ' d His is che fufterance, but the ſhame is thine. 
. 206 To whom, with filial awe, the prince returns: 
vain, That generous ſoul with juſt reſentment burns; 
Yet, taught by time, my heart has learn'd to glow, 
= For others' good, and meit at others' woe: 270 
d; 105 But, impotent theſe riots to repel, 


| bear their outrage, though my ſoul rebel: 
Helpleſs amid the ſnares of death I tread, 

And numbers leagued in impious union dread, 
ages but now no crime is theirs ; this wrong proceeds 
b krom lrus, and the guilty Irus bleeds. 


ad. 316 0 would to Jove ! or her whoſe arms diſplay 
leaſe The mield of Jove, or him who rules the day! 
* That yon proud ſuitors, who licentious tread 
boaſt Theſe courts, within theſe courts like Irus bled : 280 
"Lad Whoſe looſe head tottering, as with wine oppreſs'd, 
Obliquely drops, ans nodding knocks his breaſt ; 
Powerlefs to move, his ſtaggering feet deny 
The coward wretch the privilege to fly. 
| Then to the queen Eurymachus replies: 285 
ene Oh jully lov'd, and not more fait than wiſe : 
th Should Greece through all her hundred ſtates ſurvey 
FO Thy finiſn'd charms, all Greece would own thy 
e reſt, {way ; 
Voir, V 
chen ol. VI. 
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225 | In rival crowds conteſt the olori-us prize, 


Diſpeopling realms. to gaze upon thy eyes: 290 
O woman lovelieſt of the lovely kind, 

in body perf-Q, and complete in mind 

ah me! returns the queen, when from this ſhore 
Ulycs ſait'd, then beauty was no more 

he Gods decreed theſe eyes no more ſhould keep295 
Their wonted grace, but only ſ-rve to weep. 
Should he return, Whate'er my beauties prove, 


iy virtucs laſt; my briguteſt charm is love. 


Now, grief, thou all art mine! the Gods v'ercaſt 
My ſou! with woes, that long, ah! long wut laſt! 300 
PFookuittiniiy my heart retains the day 

That ſadly tore my royal lord away: 

He graſp'd my hand, and, O my ſpouſe! I leave 
Thy erms, (he cried,) perhaps to find a grave: 


Fane ipcaks the Trojans bold; they boatt the {kill 


Fo give the feather'd arrow wings to kill, 


Jo dart the ſpear, and guide the ruſhing car 

With dreadful inroad through the walks of war. 
Ay ſentene: is gone forth, and 'tis decreed 
Perhaps by right eous Heaven that I muſt bleed 1310 
My father, niother, all truſt to thee; 

Fo them, to them transfer thy love of me: 

But, when my fon grows man, tie royal ſway 
R-ſign, and happy be thy bridal day! 

Such were his words; and Hymern now prepares 315 
To light his torch and give me up to cares 

Th” afflitive hand of wrathful Jove to bear: 


A wretch the moſt complete that breathes the air! 
| Fally ev'n below the rights to woman due! 


Carcleſs to pl-aſe, with infclefice ye woo! 320 
The gencrous lovers, ſtudious to ſucceed, : 
Bid their whole herds and flocks in banquets bleed; 
By precious gifts the vow ſincere diſplay : 

Yeu, only you, make her'ye love your prey. 

Wel-plcas'd Ulyſſes hears his queen deceive 325 
The ſuitor train, and raiſe a thirſt to give: 

Falſe hopes ſhe kindles, but thoſe hopes betray, 
And promile, yet clude the bridal day. 

While yet ſhe ſpeaks, the gay Antinous cries? 
Oſ-pring of kings, and more than woman wile; 330 
"Tis right; 'tis man's prerogative to give, 
And cuſtom bids thee without ſhame receive; 
Vet never, never from thy dome we move, 
Till Hymen lights the torch of ſpouſal love. 

The peers diſpatch their heraids, to convey 335 
The gifts of love; with ſpeed they take the Way. 

A robe Antinous gives of ſh:ning ayes, 

The varying hues in gay canfuſion riſe 

Rich from the artiſt's and! Twelve claſps of gold 
Cloſe to the leſſening loins the veſt infold ; 249 
Down from the ſw-lling waiſt the veſt unbound 
Floats in bright waves redundant c'er the ground. 
A. bracelet rich with gold, with amber gay, 

That ſhot effalgence like the ſolar ray, 

| Eurymachus preſents : and ear-rings bright, 345 
With triple lars, that caſt a trembling light. 


* 


Piſander bears a necklace wrought with att: 

| And every peer, expreſſive of his heart, 

A gift beſtows: this done, the quzen aſcends, 

And flow behind her dau:ſel train attends. 350 
Then to the dance they form the vocal ittatu. 


Till Heſperus leads fu: th the ſtarry train 

And now he. rail, 4 the day light fades, 
His golden circlst in the deepening ſhades *? 
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Three vaſes heap'd with copious fires diſplay 355 

O'er all the palace a fictitious day; 

From ſpace to ſpace the torch wide-beaming burns, 

And ſprightly damſels trim the rays by turns. 
To whom the king : Ill ſuits your ſex to ſtay 

Alone with men! ye modeſt maids, away! 

Go, with the queen the ſpindle guide; or cull 

(The partners of her cares) the ſilver wool ; 

B2 it my taſk the torches to ſupply, 

Ev'n till the morving lamp adoras the ſky ; 

Ev'n till the morning, with unwearied care, 

Sleepleis | watch; for I have learn'd to hear. 
Scornfu! they heard: Mclauthio, fair and young, 

(Mclanthiio from the loins of Dolius ſprung, 

Who with the queen her years an infant led, 

With the ſoft ſondneſs of a daughter bred) 

Chiefly derides: regardleſs of the care 

Her queen endures, polluted joys ſhe ſhares 

Nocturnal wich Eury machus! With eyes 

That ſpeak diſdain, the wanton thus replies: 

Oh! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd brain 

Thou bold intruder on a princely train? 

Hence to the vagrant's rendezvous repair; 

Or ſhun in ſome black forge the midnight air. 

Proceeds this boldneſs from a turn of foul, 

Or flows licentious ſrom the copious bowl ? 

Is it that vanquiſh'd Irus ſwells thy mind ? 

A foe may meet thee of a braver kind, 

Who, ſhortening with a'ftorm of blows thy ſtay, 
Shall ſend thee bowling all in blood away! 
To whom with frowns: O impudent in wrong 

Thy lord ſhall curb that inſolence of tongue: 

Know, to Telemackus I tell ti? offence ;; 

The ſcourye, the ſcourge hall laſh thee into ſenſe. 
With conſcious ſhame they hear the ſtern rebuke 

Nor lenger durſt ſuſtain the ſovereign look. 390 
Then to the ſervile taſk the monarch turns 

His royal hands: each torch refulgent burns 

With added day: mean while, in muſeful mood 

Abſorpt in thought, on vengeance fix'd he ſtood. 

And now the Mezrtial Maid, by deeper wrongs 395 

To rouſe Ulyſſes, points the ſuitors tongues, 

Scornful of age to taunt the virtuous man : 

Thoughtleſs and gay, Eurymachus began: 

Hear me (he cries) confederates and fricads! 

Some God, no doubt, this ſtranger kindly 

ſends; 400 

The ſhining baldneſs of his baard ſurvey, 

It aids our torch- light and reflects the ray — - 

Then to the king that level'd haughty 1'roy, * 

Say, if large hire can tempt thee to empleo 
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Thoſe hands in work ; to tend the rural trade, 405 Retire we hence, but crown with roſy wine 
To dreſs the walk, and form th' embowerivg ſhade? The flowing goblet to the Powers divine: 


So food and raiment conſtant will I give: 
But idly thus thy ſoul prefers to live, c 
And ſtarve by ſtrolling, not by work to thrive. 

To whim incens'd : Should we, O prinee ! en- 

Lage ALO 

Ta rival taſks beneath the burning rage 
Of ſummer ſuns; were both conſtrain'd to wield, 
Foudlels, the ſeythe along the burthen'd field; 
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Art thou from wine, or innate folly, bold? 


Or ſtould we labour, while the plovghſhare woun?! 
With ſreers of cqual ſtrength, th' allotted grounds 
Beneath my labour how thy wondering eyes 
Might fee the ſable field at once ar:{e! 
Shuuld Jove dize war unlouſe; with ſpear and ſhield 
and nodding helm, 1 tread th' enſanguiu'd field, 
Lierce in the van: then would'ſt thou, would'l 
thou,—ſay,— 42 

Miſname me, glutton, in that glori us day? 
No, thy ill-jadging thoughts the brave diſgrace; 
"Tis thou injurious art, not Jam baſe. 
Proud to ſeem brave among a coward train ! 
Bac know, thou art not valorous, but vain, 
Gods] mould the ſtern Ulyſſes rife in might, 
Thee gates Would ſeem too narrow ſor thy flight. 

Wh le yet lie ſpeaks, Eurymachus replies, 

y peaks, Eurymachus replies, 

Wich indignation itaſhing from his eyes: 

Jave, I with juſtice might deſerve the wrong i430 
Should | not puniſh that opprobrious tongue, 
I7-:verend to the great, and uncontrol'd, 
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Per aps theſe outrages from Irus flow, 
-\ worthleſs triumph o'er a worthleſs foe: 43 
ite ſaid, and with full force a ſootſtool threw ; 
Whirl'd from his arm, with erring rage it flew; 
Ulyiles, cautious of the vengeſul foe, 
Stoops to the ground, and diſappoints the blow. 
Net io a youth who deals the goblet round, 44 
Full on his ſhoulders it inflicts a wound, 
Daſh'd from his hand the ſounding goblet flies, 
He ſhiicks, he reels, he falls, and breathleſs lies, 
Then wild uproar and clamour mount the ſky, 
Till mutual thus the peers indignant cry: 4 
Oh ! had this ſtranger ſunk to realms beneath, 
To the black realms of darkneſs and of death, 
Ere yet he trod theſe ſhores ! to ſtrife he draws 
Peer againſt peer; and what the weighty cauſe! 


4 


A vagabond! tor him the great deſtroy, 45 Th 
In vile ignoble jars, the ſeaſt of joy. 70 E. 
To whom the ſtern Telemachus uproſe : In the 
Gods! what wild folly from the goblet flows ? Theſe 
| Whence this unguarded opeuneſs of ſoul, Are | 
| But from the licence of the copious bowl? 45 
Or Heaven deluſioh ſends; but hence, away! lmbr, 
Force I forbear, and without force obey. In 
HBilent, abaſh'd, they hear the ſtern rebuke, Into 
| Till thus Amphinomus the ſilence broke: lalpe 
Irxue are his words, and be whom truth offends, WW 'vur 
Not with Telemachus, but truth contends; But 1 
Let not the hand of violence invade : (The 
Ihe reverend ſtranger, or the ſpotleſs maid; W 


46 
Guard he his gueſt heneath whoſe roof he ſtands, 
This juſtice, this the ſocial rite dem: nds. : 
The peers affent : the goblet Mulius crown'd 

| With purple juice, and here in order round; 
Each peer ſucceſſive his libation pours 

To the bleſt Gods who fill th' acrial bowers ; 
Then, ſwill'd with wine, with noiſe the crowds obe 
And ruſking ſ{orth tumultuous reel away. 
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XIX. 


Ulyſſes, in converſation wwith Penelope, gives a feckiti- 
attended by Euryclea, who diſcovers bim to be Ulyſſes 


The walls, where'er my wondering ſight I turn, 
Aud roots, amidſt a blaze of glory burn 

Some viſitant of pure ethereal race, 

With his bright preſence deigns the dome to grace. 
Be calm, replies the fire, to none impart, 50 
But oft revolve the viſion in thy heart: 

Celeſtials, mantled in exceſs of light, 

Can viſit unapproach'd by mortal ſight. 

Seek thou repoſz ; whillt here I ſole remain, 

T' explore the conduct of the female train: 55 
The penſive queen, perchance deſires to know 

The ſeries of my toils, to ſoothe her woe. 

With tapers flaming day his train attends, 

His bright alcoze th' obſcquious youth aſcends : 

Solt ſlumberous ſhades his drooping eye-lids cloſe, 
Tilk on her eaſtern throne Aurora glows. 

Whilſt, forming plans of deaths, Ulyſſes ftay'd 

in council ſecret with the Martial Maid ; 
Attendant nymphis in bcauteous order wait 


42 
y: 
grace; THE ARGUMENT, 
i 5 The Diſcovery of Ulyſſes ts Euryclea, 
mt, . : 
/ flight, Phfes end bis fon remove the weapons out of the armoury. | 
es, 6u; account of his dduentures; then aſſures ber be had formerly entertained her biſband in Crete; and deſcribes 
era bis perſon and dra, affras to bave heard of bim in Pheacia and Theſprotia, and that bis return is certain, 
rong!4;> end within a month . He then goss to dt be, and 10 , 
ue, by the ſear upen bis leg, which he formerty received in hunting the wwitd boar on Parnoſſus. The pocb 
. inſerts a digt Men, relating that accident, with all its particulars. 
a? 
0NSULTING fecret with the blue-ey'd Maid, 
$0 still in the dome divine Ulyſſes ftay'd : | 
threw ; kerenge mature for act inilam'd his breaſt; 
t flew; And thus the ſon the fervent lire addreſs'd ; | 
laſtant convey thoſe ſteely ſtores of war 15 
blow. To tiltant rooms, diſpos'd with ſacred care: 
10, The cauſe demanded by the ſuitor-train, 
To ſoothe their fears, a ſpecious reaſon feign : 
flies, dy, fince UlyiTes left his natal coaſt. 
leſs lies, (blcene with ſmoke, their beamy luſtre loſt, 10 
he ſky, lis arms deform'd, the roof they won't adorn : 
: Abo the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. 
ieath, wveveſt, that Jove the peaceful thought inſpir'd, 
death, Let they by fight of ſwords to ſury fir'd, 
draws Diboneit wounds, or violence of foul, I5 
 caule ? D:tame the bridal feaſt, and friendly bowl. 
43 The prince obedient to che ſage command, 
Lo Furyelea thus: The female band 
: in thcir apartments keep; ſecure the doors: 
ows ? T>cſeſwarthy arms among the covert ſtores 20 


Are ſeemlier hic; my thoughtleſs youth they 

2 4 blame, , 

vay ! imbrown'd with vapour of the ſmouldering flame. 
a happy hour (pleas'd Euryciea cries) 

buke, nor'd by early woes, grow early wiſe |! 


Go 4 Inupot with Marpen'd ſight, and frugal care, 25 
1 offends, wir patrimonial wealth, a prudent heir. 


ds ; bit who the lighted tzper will provide, 

: Ihe female train retir'd)} your teils to guide? 
aid; _Vithout inlringing hoſpitable rite, 
ine i dus guelt (he cried) ſhall bear the guiding light: 


| "cer no lazy vagrants with re paſt : 

e ſuare the meal that carn it ere they taſte. 
tle fd; from female ken the ſtraight ſecures 

The purpos'd deed, and guards the bolted doors 2 

A war to his ſon, Ulyſics bears 35 

b. tumy,creſted helms, and pointed ſpears, 

3 cds indented deep in gloricus wars. 

zünerva vic wleſs on her charge attends, 

"Pig der golden lamp his toi! „elricuds ; 

ba e the ſickly beams, which, untncere, 40 
5 croſs vapour of this nether ſphere ! 

„Irctent deity the prince confels'd, 

#4 wrapt with ecſtacy the fire addreſs' d: 
What miracle thus dazzles with ſurpriſe! 


Ihe queen, deſcending from her bower of ſtate, 65 
Her cheeks the warmer bluſh of Venus wear, 
Chaſten'd with coy Diana's penſive air. 
An ivory ſeat with ſilver ringlets grac'd, 
By fam'd Icmalius wrought, the menials plac'd : 
With ivory ſilver'd-:Hick the foot-ſtool ſhone, 
O'er which the pant!..r's various hide was thrown, 
The ſovereign ſcat with graceful air ſhe preſs'd 
To different taſks their toil the nymphs addreſs d: 
The golden goblet fome, and ſomeæ reſtor'd 
From ſtains of luxury the poliſn'd board: 75 
Theſe to remove th' cxpuring embers came, 
While thoſe with unQuous fir ſomeut the flame. 
Twas then Melantho wirh imperious mien 

Renew'd th' attack. incontinent of ſpleen : 
Avant, ſhe cry'd, offenſive to my light | 20 
Deem not in ambuſh here to lurk by night, 
Into the woman ſtate aſquint to pry; 

A day - devourer, and au eveniog ſpy ! 

"agrant, be gone before this blazing brand 
Shall urge —and wav'd it hifling in her hand. 85 

Th' iuſulted hero rolls his wrath ful eyes, 

And, Way ſo turbulent of ſoul ? he crics; 

Can theſe lean ſhrivel'd limbs unnerv'd with age, 
Tac ie poor but honeſt rags, enkindle rage? 

in crowds we bear the badge of hungry Fate; ge 
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ick in rows the radiant columns rife ; 45 


And beg, d:graded from tuperior fate! 
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Conſtrain'd a rent - charge cn the rich | live; 

Reduc'd to crave the good I once could give: 

A palace, wealth, and ilaves, | late poſſeſs'd, 

And all that makes the great be call'd the bleſe'd 

My gate, an emblem of my open ſoul, 

Embrac'd the poor, and dealt a bounteous dole. 

Scorn not the ſad reverſe, injurious maid ! 

*Tis Jove's high will, and be his will obey'd! 

Nor think thyſelf exempt : that roſy prime ICO 

Muſt ſhore the general doom of withcring time: 

To ſome new channel ſoon, the changeſul tide - 

Of royal grace th, offended queen may guide; 

And her lov'd loyd unplume thy towering pride. 
Or were he dead, 'tis wiſdom to beware: 105 

Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo's care; 

Your deeds with quick impartial eye ſurveys, 

Potent to puniſh what he cannot praiſe. : 

Her keen reproach had reach'd the ſovereign's 
Loquacivus infolent ! ſhe cries, foihcar: 110 leer; 
To thee the purpoſe of my foul I told : 

Venial diſcourle, unblam'd, with him to hold: 
"The ſtoried labours of my wandering lord, 

To ſoothe my grief he haply may record: 

Yet him, my gueſt, thy venom'd rage hath fturg : 


Thy head ſhall pay the forfeit of thy tongue! 


But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 

Euryuome, regard the ſtranger friend: 

A ſeat, ſoſt- ſpred with furry ſpoils, prepare; 

Du: -diſtant, for us both to ſpeak, and hear. 120 
he menial fair obeys with duteous hafte : 

A ſeat adorn'd with furry ſpoils ſhe plac'd : 

Due: diſtant for diſcourſe the hero ſate; 

When thus the ſovereign from her chair of ſtate : 
Reveal, obſequious to my firſt demand, I25 
Thy name, thy lincage. and thy native land. 

He thus: O queen ! \ * *: far-reſounding fame 
Is bounded only by the ſtarry frame; 
Conſummate pattern of imperial ſway, 

Whoſe pious rule a warlike race obey : 130 
In wavy gold thy ſummer vales are dreſo'd; 

Thy antumns bend with copious fruit ofpreſs'd; 
With Bocks and herds each graſſy plain is flor'd; 
And fiſh of every fin thy ſeas afford; 
Their affluent joys, thy grateful reaims conſuls, 
And blels the Power that ill delights to bleſs, 
Gracious permit this prayer. mperial dame! 
Forbear to know my lineage, or my nome: 

_ Urge not this breaſt to heave, thefe eyes to weep ; 
In ſweet oblivion let my ſorrow leep ! 24S 
My woes awak'd will violate your ear; 

And to this gay ceniorious train appear 
A winy varour meiting in a tear. 

Their giſts the Gods reſum'd ſthe queen re— 

joins) 
Fxterior grace, and energy of wind: 145 

When the dear partrer vt my nuptial joy, 
Lux1iter erenps cumbin'd to conquer i roy. 

My lord's protecting hand alone would raiſe 

My drooping verdure, and extend my praiſe! 
Peers from the diſtunt Samian ſores reſort; 150 
Here with Dnlichizn«< join'o, befſi-ve the court: 
Zacyrthus, green Wit}; ever: fnady groves; 

Ad Itkaca, pr frmnvtrones hoaft ther loves: 
Ob:ryc iro on my choice a ſecond lord, 

They bret the Hymenzan rite abhar'd. I 
Miri us mingling with domeſtic cares, 

I live regard. i> of my rate affairs: 


— 
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Receive no ſtranger gueſt, no poor relieve; 

But ever for my lord in ſecret grieve?— 

This art, inſtinct by ſome celeſtial Power, 166 
I try'd, eluſive of the bridal hour: 

© Ye peers, I cry, who preſs to gain a heart, 
Where dread Ulyſſes claims no future part, 

* Rebate your loves, cach rival ſuit ſuſpend, 

* Pill this funereal web my labours end: 165 
Ceaſe, till to good Laertes 1 bequcath 

A pall of ſtate, the ornament of death. 

For when to Fate he bows, each Grecian dame 

© With juſt reproach were licenc'd to deſame; 


* Should he, long honour'd in ſupreme command 


% Want the laſt duties ofa daughter's hand,” 

The fiction pleas'd! their loves I long clude ; 
Tie night ſtiil ravel'd what the day renew'd, 
Three ycars ſucceſsſul in my art conccal'd, 

My ineffectual fraud the fourth reveal'd: 175 
Bufriended by my own domeſtic ſpies, 

The woof vowrougnt the ſu'tor-train ſurpriſe, 
From nuptie! rites they now no more recede, 
And fear forbids to falſity the breed. 

My anxious parents urge a ſpeedy choice, 189 
And o their ſuſfrags gain the filial voice, 

For rulc mature, Jelemachus deplores 

His dome diſhonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores 
But, ſtranger! as thy days ſecm full of fate, 


Thy port aſſerts thee of diſtinguiſn'd race: 
No poor unfather'd product of diſgrace, 
Princeſs ! he cries, renew'd by your command, 
The dear remembrance of my native land 
Of ſecret grief unſeals the fruitful ſource ; 190 
And tears repeat their Ing forgotten courſe! 
So pays the wretch whom Fate conſtrains to 
roam! 
The dues of nature to h's natal hom — 
But inward on my ſcul let forrow prey, 


Crete awes the circling waves, a ſruitful ſoil! 
And ninety cities crown the ſea-bery ſte . 
Mix'd with her genuine ſons, adopted names 
bir various retiynes av their Various claims: 
Cydanians dreadful with the bended yew, 209 
And bold Pelaſgi boaſt n native's due: 

The Vorians, plum'd amid the files of war, 

Her ſoodful glebe with fierce Achaians ſhare; 
Cnoſſus, her capital of high command, 

Where feepter'd Minos with in'partial hand 20 
Divided ris:it ; each ninth revclving ycar 

By Jove receiv'd in council to conſer. 

Mis fon Deucalion hore ſucteſſive ſway; 

His for, who gave me fir to vicw the day! 


[Comentus, whom lian fields atteſt 

Of matel-l-f= Ceuds : untrain'd to martial toil 

I tiv'd ibglorigusip my native ide, 

Studicus of peace: ard Athon 18 my game. 
rwas then to Civte that great Ulyſſes came ; 279 
For elemental war, and wintery Jeve, 

From Malea's guily cape his navy drove 

To bright Luciva's fane; the ſhelly colt - 
Whore loud Amgiſus in the deep is loft. 

His vefſ-is monr'd, (an incommodious port !) 220 
Tne hero ſp:efed to the Cnoſſian court: 
Ardent the partper ef his arme to find. 


in leagues &f leng commutual friendſhip join d, 


Divi diſcourſe, in turn thy birth relate: 189 


Your ſovcreign will my duty bids obcy. 195 


The reval hed an elder iftue bl-R, 210 } 
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Vain hope! ten ſuns had warm'd the weſtern 
| ſtrand, 

Since my brave brother with his Cretan hand 225 
Had ſail'd for Troy: but to the genial feaſt 

My honour*d :0t receiv'd the royal gueſt: 

Bet ves tor his train the Cnoſſian peers aſſigu 

A public tre”, with jars of generous wine. 

Twelve days, while Eoreas vex'd thi aerial ſpace, 230 
My hoſpitable dome he deign'd to grace: 

And, wien the perth had ceas'd the ſtormy roar, 
He wing'd his v-yage to the Phrygian ſhore, 
Tims the fam'd hero, perfected in wiles, 

With lait: ſimilitude of truth beguiles 
The queen's attentive car: diflolv'd in woe, 
From her bright eyes the tears unbounded flow. 
As now collected on the mountain freeze, 
When nulder regions breathe a vernal breeze, 
The fleecy pile obeys the whiſpering gales, 240 
Fnds in a ſtrœam, and mucmurs through the vales: 
So, melted witn the pleaſing tale he told, 
Down her fair check the copious torrent roll'd: 
She to her preſent lord laments him Jolt, | 
Ard views that object which ſhe wants the moſt! 
vithering at heart to ſee the weeping fair, 
His eyes look ttern, and caft a gloomy ſtare ; 
Of horn the ſtiff relentleſs balls appear, 
Or globes of iron fix'd in either ſphere ; 
Firm wiſdom interdicts the ſoſtening tear. 
A ſpeechleſs interval of grief enſues 
Till thus the queen the tender theme renews : 
Stranger! that e'er thy hoſpitable roof 
Vlyſics grac'd, confirm by faithful proof; 
Delincate to my view my warlike lord, 255 
His form, his habit, and his train record. 
Is hard, he -ries, to bring to ſudden fight 
Ideas that h. ve wing'd their diſtant fight ; 
Rire on the mind thuſe images are trac'd, 
Whole footſteps twenty winters have defac'd : 266 
But what 1 can, receive.—lIn 2mple mode, 
Arobe of military purple flow'd 
O'er all his frame: illuſtrious on his breaſt 
The double clafping gold the king confeſt. | 
in the rich wool a hound, Moſaic drawn, 265 
Bore on full- ſtretch, and ſ-iz'd a dappled fawn; 
Deep in the neck his ſangs indent their hold; 
They pant, and ſtruggle in the moving gold. 
Fine as a blmy web beneath it ſnone 
A veſt, that dazzled like a cloudleſs ſun: 27 
The female train who round him throng'd to gaze, 
In filent wonder figh'd un willing praiſe. 
A ahre, when the warrior preſs'd to part, 
I vave, cnamel'd with Vulcanian art: 
Amantle purple-ting'd, and radiant. vet, 2 
Vimention,'d equal to his fize, cxprefs'd 
af-tinm gratetul to my honour'd gueſt. 
A avourite herald in his train | knew, 
His viſage ſalemn, ſad. of fable hue : | 
art vroglly curls o'erflegc'd his bending head, 280 
(047 which a promantory-ſhoulder fpread; 
Luryb-tes | in whoſ: large ful alone 
Ulyfics view'd an image of his own. 
Elis ſpecch the tempelt of her grief reſtor'd, 
In all he told ſhe recogniz'd her lord, 285 
Lat whenthe Herm was ſpent in plenteous ſhowers; 
A pauſe infoiriting her Jayguiſh'd powers: | 
Oh thou, the cry's, whom fi:ft inclemeut fate 
lade welcome to my hoſpitable gate; 
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Were doom'd by Jove, and Phœbus' juſt decree, 315 


| His Ithaca refus'd from favouring Fate, 


Pbedon the fact aſſirm'd, whoſe ſovereign ſway 


The darling object of your royal love, 


hen time. Hall prove the ſtor ĩed bleſling true: 355 


® 
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With all thy wants the name of poor ſhall end: 290 
Hencetorth live honcur'd, my domeſtic friend! 
The veſt much envy'd on your native coaſt, 

And regal robe with figur'd gold emboſs'd, 

In happier hours my artful hand employ'd, _ 
When my lov'd lord this bliſsful bower enjoy'd : 295 
The fall of Froy, egroneous and forlorn 

Doom'd to ſurvive, and never to return! 

Then he, with pity touch'd : O royal dame 
Your ever-anxious mind, and beauteous frame, 
From the devouring rage of grief reclaim. 300 
i not the ſondneſs of your ſoul reprove 
For ſuch a lord | who crown'd your virgin-love 
With the dear bleſüng uf a fair increaſe; 

Himſelf adorn'd with more than mortal grace: 
Yet while I ſpeak, the mighty woe ſuſpend; 3og 
Truth forms my tale ; te pleaſing truth attend. 
The royal object of your deareſt care 

Breaths in no diſtant clime the vital air; 

[n rich Theſprotia, and the nearer bound 

Of Theſſaly, his name I heard renown'ld ; 
Without retinue, to that friendly ſhore 
Welcom'sd with giſts of price, a ſumleſs ſtore! 
His ſacrilegious train, who dar'd to prey 

On herds devoted to the God of day, 
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To periſh in the rough Frinacrian ſea. 

To better Fate the blameleſs chief ordain'd, 
A floating fragment of the wreck regain'd, 
And rode the ſtorm ; till by the billows toſt, 
He landed on the fair Phæacian coaſt. 

That race, -who emulate the life of Gods, 
Leccive him juyaus to their bleſt abodes: 
Large giſts confer, a ready fail command, 
To ſpeed his voyage to the Grecian ſtrand. 
Put your wiſe lord (in whoſe capacions ſoul 325 
High ſchemes of power in juſt ſucceſon” roll) 


320 


Tul copious wealth might guard his regal ſtate. 


Theſprotian tribes, a duteous race, obey : 
And bade the Gods this added truth atteft, 
(While pure libations crown'd the genial feaſt) 
That anchor'd in Lis port the veſſe! itaud, 

To waft the hero to bis natal land. 

I for Dulichium urge the watery way, 235 
But firſt the UlyN-av wealth ſurvey : 

So rich the valu- f a ſtore ſo vaſt 
Demands the pomp of centuries to, waſte. ! 
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Was jnurney'd thence to Dodone in Jove; 349 
By Uwe ſure precept of the ſylvan ſhrine, 

To form the conduct of his great deſign 2 
Irrefolute of ſoul, his ſtate to ſhrow! 

In dark Ciſguiſe, or come a king avow'd?* 343 


Thus lives your lord; nor longer doom'd to roam 
Soon will he grace his dear paternal dome. 
By Jove, the ſanrce of good, ſupreme in power! 
By the bleſt genius of this ſriendly bower ! 
I ratify my ſpeech; before the ſun 
His annual Jongitude of Heaven ſhall run; 
When the pale empreſs of yon ſtarry train 
In the next month renews her faded wane, 
Ulyſſes will affert his rightful reign. 

What thanks! what boon! reply'd the queen, 

are due, | 
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My lord's return fhould fate no more retard, 
Envy ſhall ſicken at thy vaſt reward: 
But my prophetic ſears, alas! preſage. 
The wounds of Deſtiny's relentleſs rage. 
I long muſt weep, nor will Ulyſſes come, 360 
With royal gifts to fend you honour'd home! 
Your other taſk, ye menial train forbear : 
Now waſh che ſtranger, and the bed prepare : 
With ſplendid palls the downy fleece adorn : 
Up-riſing early with the purple morn, 365 
His finews ſhrunk with age, and ſtiff with roi], 
In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil. 
Then with Telemachus the ſocial feaſt 
Partaking free, my ſole-invited gueſt; 
Whoe'er neglects to pay diſtinction due, 
The breach of hoſpitable right may rue. 
The vulgar of my ſex I molt exceed 
In real fame, when moſt humane my deed : 
And vainly to the praiſe of queen aſpire, 
If, ſtranger ! I permit that mean attire, 375 
Beneath the feaſtful bower. A narrow ſpace © 
Confines the circle of our deſtin'd race; 5 
*Tis ours with good the ſcanty round to grace. 
Thoſe who to cruel wrong their ſtate abuſe, 
Dreaded in liſe the mutter'd curſe purſues : 
By death diſrob'd of all their ſavage powers, 
Then licens'd rage her hateful prey devours. 
But he whoſe in- born worth his acts commend, 
Of gentle ſoul, to human race s friend; 
The wretched he relieves diffuſe his ſame, 385 
And diſtant tongues extol the patron-name. 

' Princeſs, he cry'd, in vain your bountics flow 
On me, confirm'd and obſtinate in woe. 
When my lov'd Crete receiv'd my firal view, 
And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew; 390 
The tatter'd weeds (my decent robe reſign'd) 
1 choſe the livery of a woeful mind! 
Nor will my heart-zorroding cares abate 
With ſplendid palls, and canopies of ſtate : 
Low. couch'd on earth, the gift of fleep I 

ſcorn, 3 

And catch the glances of the waking morn. 
The delicacy of your court:y train 
To waſh a wretched wanderer would diſdain; 
But if, in track of lorg experience try'd, 
And ſad fimilitude of woes ally'd, 
Some wretch reluctant views aerial light, 
To her mean hand aſſign the friendly rite. 
Pleas'd with his wiſe reply, the queen rejoin'd: 
Such gentle manners, and fo ſage a. mind, 
In all who grac'd this hoſpitable bower 
I ne*er diſcern'd, before this ſocial hour. 
Such ſervant as your humble choice requires, 
To light receiv'd the lord of my deſires, 
New from the birth : and with a mother's hand 
His tender bloom to manly growth ſuſtain'd 
Of matchleſsprncdence, and a duteous mind; 
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Though now to life's cxtremeſt verge declin'd 

Of ftrength ſuperior to the toil aſſign'd.— 

Riſe, Eurycl-a! with oficious care 

For the pcor friend the cle anſing bath prepare: 415 

'This debt his correſpondent Fortunes claim, 

Too like Ulyſſes, and perhaps the fame! 

Thus, old with woes, my fancy paints him now; 

For age untimely warks the careful brow ! 
Inftent, obſcquious to the mild command, 

Sad turyclea roſe 3 with trembling hand 


— mths 


PIPY 


1 


POPE'S HOMER. 


She veils the torrent of her tearſul eyes; 
And thus impaſſion'd to herſelf replies: 

Son of my love, and monarch of my cares; 
What pangs for thee this wretched boſom bears 1425 
Are thus by Jove who conſtant beg his aid 
With pious d<ed and pure devotion paid! 

He never dzr'd defraud the ſacred fane, 

Of perfect hecatombs in order flain ; 

There oft impior'd his tutelary power, 

Long to protract the ſad ſepulchral hour; 

That, form'd for empire with paternal care, 

Nis realm might recogniſe an equal heir. 

Oh deſtin'd head! The pious vows are loſt; 

His God forgets him on a foreign coaſt !, = 435 
Perhaps. like thee, poor gneſt! in wanton pride 
Phe rich inſult him, and th- young deride ! 
Conſcious of worth revil'd, hy generous mind 
The friendly rite of purity decliu'd; 

My wiil concurring with my queen's command, 440 
Accept the bath from this obſequious hand. 

A ſtrong emotion ſhakes my anguiſh'd breaſt; 

In thy whole forin Ulyſſes ſecms exprels'd : 

Of all the wretched harbour 'd on our coaſt, _ 
None imag'd ver like thee my maſter loſt, 445 

Thus half diſcovered through the dark diſguiſe, 
With cold compoſure feign'd,” the -Hef replies: 
You join your ſuffrage to the puviic vote; 

The fame you thing, have all beholders thought. 

He ſaid. Repleniſh'd from the pureſt ſprings,450 
The laver ſtraight with buſy care ſhe brings: 

In the deep vaſe, that ſhone like burniſh'd gold, 
The boiling fluid temperates the cold. 

Mean time revolving in his thoughtful mind 

The ſcar with which his manly knee was ſign'd; 455 
His face averting from the crackling blaze, 

His ſaoulders intercept th' unſriendly rays 3 

Thus cautious in the obſcure he hop'd to fly 

The curious ſearch of Euryclea's cye. 

Cantious in vain ! nor ceas'd the dame to find 469 
The ſcar, with which his manly knee was ſigu'd. 

This on Parnaſſus (combating the boar) 
With glancing rage the tuſky ſavage tore. 
Atcended by his brave maternal race, 

His grandſire fent him to the ſylvan chaſe, 
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Autolycus the bold (a mighty name 


400 For ſpotleſs faith and deeds of martial ſame; 


Hermes, his Patron- God, thoſe Giſts beftow'd, 


{ Whoſe ſhrine with weaning lambs he wont to load.) 
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His coerſe to Ithaca this hero ſped, 
When the firſt product of Laertes' bed 
Was new difclos'd to birth; the banquet ends, 
When Euryclea from the qucen geſcends, 5 
And to his fond embrace the babe commends. 
« Receive, ſhe crics, your royal daughter's ſon; 475 
„And name the blcffings that your prayers have 
won.“ | 
Then thus the hoary chief: My victor arms 
« Have aw'd the realms around with dire alarms ; 
4 A ſure memorial of my dreaded fame 
„The boy ſhail bear; U!yſſcs be his name! 430 
« And when with filial love the youth ſhail come 
Jo view his mother's ſoil, my Delphic dome 
« With gifts of price ſhall ſend him joyous 
© home.” 
Lnr'd with the promis'd boon, when youthſul 
prime Pts 
| Ended in man, his mother's natal clime. 485 
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Viyſſes ſought ; with fond affection dear The mingled fluids from the vaſe redound ; 
Amphithea's arms receiv'd the royal heir: The vaſe reclining floats the floor around! 
Her ancient * lord an equal joy poileſt; Smiles dew'd with tears the pleaftivg ſtriſe ex- 
Inftant he bade prepare the geuial feaſt : | prefs'd 1 
A ſteer to form the ſumptuous banquet bled, 490 Of grief and Joy, alternate in her breaſt, 
25 | Whoſe ſtately growth five flowery tummers fed. Her fluttering words in melting murmurs died ; 
His ſens divide, and roaſt with artful care Ac length, abrupt My ſon! my king |—ſhe cried, 
The limbs; then all the taſteſul viands ſhare. His neck with fond embrace intolding faſt, - 
Nor ceas'd diſcourſe (the banquet of the toul,) Full on the queen her raptur'd eye the caſt, 355 
This Pheœbus wheeling to the weſteru goal 20 | Ardent to ſpeak the monarch ſafe reſtot'd: 
30 Reſign'd the ſkies, and night involv'd the pole. But ſtudious to conceal her royal lord, 
Their drooping EY<S the flumberous ſhade oppreſs'd, Nine rva fixcd her mind on views remote, 
dated they roſe, and all retir d to reſt, And from the preſent blifs abſtracts her chonghr, 
Soon as th morn, new-rob'd in purpe light, His hand to Euryclea's mouth applicd, 560 
pierc'd with her golden ſhafts the rcar of Hight; 50 | Art thou fored v om'd my pett ? the hero cried: 
Ulyfles and his brave maternal race, hy milky ſounts my infant lips have drain'd : 
The young Autolyci, aiſay tne chaf2, And have the fates thy babbliug age ordaiu'd 0 
Pernaſſus, thick perplex'd with horrid ſhades, 
With deep-mouth'd hounds the huuter-troop in- 
vades : 


Toviolte the life thy youth ſuſtain'd ? 
An exile have | told, with weeping eyes, 365 
Full twenty annual ſuns in diſtant ſkies . 


440 What time the ſun, from ocean's peaceſul ftream, . At length return'd, ſome God inſpires thy breaſt 
Parts o'er the lawn his horizontal beam. To know thy king, and here | ſtand confeſs'd, 
The pack impatient ſnul the tainted gale; This Heaven-diſcover'd truth to thee conſign'd, 
The thorny wiles the wood-men fierce ailuil ; Reſerve the treaſure of thy inmoſt mind: 579 
and, ſoremuſt of the train, his cornel ſpear Elſe, if the Gods my vengeful arm ſuſtain, 
445 Uly tes wav'd, to rouſe the ſavage war, SIO} And proſtrate to my fword the tuitor- train: 
le, Deep in the rough receſſes of the wood, With their lewd mates, thy undiſtinguiſh'd age 
) A loſty copſe, the growth of ages, ſtood: Shall bleed a victim to vindictive rage. 
Nor winter's boreal blaſt, nor thunderous ſhower, Then thus rejoin'd the dame, devoid of ſear: 575 
. Nor ſolar ray, could picrce the ſhady bower, What words, my fon, have paſs'd thy lips fevere ! 
430 With wither'd foliage ſtrew'd, a heapy tore; 515 Deep in my foul the truſt ſhall lodge ſecur'd; 
The warm pavilion of a drcaulul boar. Wich ribs of ſicel, and marble heart, immur'd. 
, Rous'd by the hounds and hunters mingling cries, When Heaven, auſpicious to thy right avow d, 
The ſavage from his leafy ſaelter flies: hall proſtrate to thy ſword the ſuitor- crowd; 528 
With fery glare his ſauguine cye-balts Nine, The dceds I'll blazon of the menial fair; 
455 And briſtles high impale his horrid chine. 520 Ihe lewd to death devote, the virtuons ſpare. 
Toung Ithacus advanc'd, defics the fac, Thy aid avails me not, the chief replicd ; 
Puiling his lifted Jance iu act to throw; My own experience ſhall their doom decide; 
The ſavage renders vain the wound decreed, A witneſs judge precludes a long appeal; $253 
And ſprings impetuous Witt opponent ſpeed! Suffice it thee thy monarch to conceal. 
469 His tuiks oblique he aim'd, the knee to gore; 525 He ſaid : obſcquious, with redoubled pace, 
d. | Aſiope they glanc'd, the fine wy ores core, She to the fount conveys th' exhauſted vaſe : 
And bar'd the bone : Uli es undiſmay'd, Tue bath renew'd, ſhe ends the pleaſing toil 
5001 with redoul lcd force the wound ich; With plenteous unction of ambroſial oil. 59S 
Jo the right ſhoulder-joinr the ſpear apply'd : Adjuſting to his limbs the tatter'd veſt ; 
465 His further flank the fircaming purple dy d: $30 | His former ſeat receiv'd the ſtranger gueſt, 5 
| On earti he ruſh'd with agonizing pam,; ; Whom thus with penſive air the queen addteſs'd: 
With joy, aud vaſt ſurpciſe, th? applancing train F Though night, diſſolving grief in grateful caſe, 
ö Vicw'd his enormous bulk extended on the plain Your drooping eyes with ſoft oppreſſion ſeize: 
8 With bandage firm Uly Les knee they bound; A while, reluctant to her pleaſing force, 
7 


Then, chanting myltic lays, the cloſing wund 535 Suſpend the reſtful hour with ſweet diſcourſe. 

| Of facred melody confeſo' d the force ; The day (ne'er brighten'd with a beam of joy!) 
The tides of life regain their azure courſe. | My mevials, and domeſtic cares employ : : 
Then back they led the youth with loud acclaims; Þ | 


7 And unattended by ſincere repoſe, 60s 
Autolychus, evamour'd with his fame, 


- We ets ; The night afliſts my ever-wakeful woes: 
8 Cale ene cure; and from the Delphie domes 40] When gature's huſh'd beneath her brooding ſhade, 
5 3 added gifts retur n'd him glarious home. My echoing gricfs rhe ſtarry vault invade. 
He late at Ithaca with joy receiv'd, { As, when the months are clad in flowery green, 
ms Kelates che chaile, aud carly praiſc atchicv d. Sad Philomel in bowery ſhades unſcen, 605 
F Beep o'er his knee, infeam'd, remain'd the ſcar: 


To vernal airs attunes her varied {trains 


ich 2 wh xl , | 8 . , 
430 V kick note d token of the wocdland war 540 And ltylus ſounds warbling oer the plains . 


When Euryelea found, t. ablution ccas'd; 
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My mand, reſlective, in a thorny maze 
Devious from care to care inceſſant ſtrays. 
Now, wavcring douht ſucceeds to long deſpair ; 615 
Shall | my virgin-nuptial-vow revere ; 
And, joining to my ſon's my menial train, 
Partake his councils, and aſſiſt his reign ! 
Or, ſince, mature in manhood, he deplores 


Shall Il, reluctant, to his will accord; 
And from the pecrs ſele& the noble& lord? 
So by my choice-avow'd, at length decide 
Theſe waſteful love-debates, a mourning bride! 
A viſionary thought VI now relate; 625 
Hiuſtratc, if you know, the ſhadow'd fate: 

A team of tweniy gel (a ſnow-whire train!) 
Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
Amuſe my pcnſive hours. 'Vhe bird of Jove 
Fierce from, his mountain-eyrie downward drove: 
Each favourite fowl he pounc'd with deathful fway, 
And back triumphanr wing'd His airy Way. 
My pitying eyes effus'd a plenteous {iream, 
To view ther death thus imag'd in a dream 
With tender ſympathy to ſoothe my toul, 63 
A troop of matrons, fancy-form'd, condole. 
But whilſt with grief and rage my boſom burn'd, 
Sudden the tyrant of the ſkies return'd: 
Perch'd on the battlements, he thus began : 
(In form an eagle, but in voice a man.) 640 
O Queen! no vulgar viſion of the iky 
I come, prophetic of approaching joy! 
View in this plumy form thy victor lord ; 


3 


The geeſe (a glutton race) by thee deplor'd, 
Portend the ſuitors fated ro my ſword. 645 
This ſaid, the pleaſing feather'd omen ceas'd. 
When, from the downy bands of ſleep releas'd, 
Faſt by the limpid lake my ſwan-like train 

I found, inſatiate of the golden. grain. 

The viſion ſelf-explain'd (the chief replies) 650 
Sincere reveals the ſanction of the ſkies ; 

Ulyſſes ſpeaks his own return decrecd; 
And by his ſword the ſuitors ſure to bleed. 

Hard is the taſk, and rare, the queen rejoin'd, 
Impending deſtinies in dreams to find: 655 
Immur'd within the ſi!ent bower of fleep, 
Two portals firm the various phantoms keep: 

Of ivory one; whence flit, to mock the brain, 
Of winged lies a light fantaſtic train: 
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The gates oppos'd pellucid valves adorn, 66g 
And columns fair incas'd With poliſh'd horn: 
Where images of truth for paſſage wait, 

With viſtons manifeſt of future fate. 
; Nat to this troop, I fear, that phantom ſoar'd, 
Which ſpoke Ulyffes to his realm reſtor'd: 66s 


Deluſive ſemblance !—but my remnant life 
His dome d:thonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores; 620 


Heaven ſhall determine in a gameſu! ſtriſe: 
With that fam'd bow Ulyſſes taught to bend, 
For me the rival arc' crs ſhall contend, 
As en the liſted field be us'd to place 
Six beams, opp«s'd to fix in equal ſpace : 
Elanc'd afar by his unerivg art, | 
ure through ſix circlets flew the whizzing dart. 
So, when the ſun reſtores the purple day, 
Their ſtrength aud {kill the ſuitors ſhail aſſay ; 675 
4% him the ſpouſal honour is decreed, 
M ho through the rings directs the ſcather'd reed, 
Torn from theſe walis (where long and kinder 
Powers hours!) 
With pomp and joy have wing d my youthful 
On this poor breaſt no dawn of bliſs ſhall beam; 680 
The pleaſure vaſt fupplies a copious theme 
For many a dreary thought, and many a dolcful 
dream 
Propoſe the ſportive lot (the chief replies) 
Nor dread to name yourſelf the bowyer's prize: 
Ulyſſes will ſurpriſc cM unſiniſh'd game 685 
Avow'd, and falſify the ſuitor's claim. 
To whom, with grace ſcrene, the queen rejoin'd: 
In all thy ſpeech, what pleaſing force I find ! 
O'er my ſuſpended woe thy words prevail, 
I part reluctant from the pleaſing tale. 690 
But Heaven, that knows what all terreſtrial necd, 
Repoſe to night, and toil to day decrecd; 
Grateful viciſſitude! yet me withdrawn, 
Wakeful to weep and watch the tardy dawn 
Eſtabliſh'd uſe enjoins; to reſt and joy 695 
Eſtrang'd, fince dear Ulyſſes ſail'd to Troy! 
Mean time inſtructed is the menial tribe 
Your couch to faſhion as yourſelf preſcribe. , 
Thus affable, her bower the queen aſcends; 
The ſovereigu- ſtep a beauteous train attends; 700 
There imag'd to her ſoul Ulyſſes roſe ; 
Down her pale cheek new ſireaming ſorrow flows: 
Till foft oblivious ſhade Minerva ſpread, 
And v'er her eyes ambroſial lumber ſhed, 
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bim, and cafts him cflcep. At his waking be defires 


among ft them, notwithftanding which, Ulyſſes is inſu 
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While Ulyſſes lies in the veſtibule of the palace, he is witneſs to the diſorders of the women, 


_ feaſt of Apollo is celebrated by the people, and the ſuitors banquet in the palace. 


K -3%. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


. . . h 7 
a fuvcurable fign from Jupiter, which ts grented, T 
22 Telemachus exerts bis authort!y 


ted by Cigſibus, and the reſt continue in their exceſſes» 


Strange prodigies are ſcen by Theoelymenus the augur, 26s 2xplains them to the deſtruction of the wweoerse 
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A* ample hide divine Ulyſſes ſpread, 


And let the peers conſuramate the diſgrace z 


Ny ſure divinity ſhall bear the ſhield, 
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And form'd of feeey ſkius his humble bed 
(Ine remnants of the ſpoil the ſuitor crowd 
In feſtival devour'd, and victims vow'd). 
Then oer the chief, Eurynomé the chatte, 5 
With duteous care, a dowuy carpet caſt : 
With dire revenge his thoughtful boſom glows, 
Aud, ruininating wrath, he ſcorns repoſe. 

As thus pavillion'd in the porch he lay 

Scenes of lew'd loves his. waieful eyes ſurvey 3, 10 
Whilſt to nocturnal joys impure repair, 
With wanton glee, the proſtituted fair, 
Vis heart with rage this new diſhonour ſtung, 
Warering his thought in duhious balance hung! 
Or, inſtaut ſhould he quench the guilty flame 15 
With their own blood, and intercept the ſhame 3 
Or to their luſt indulge a laſt embrace, 


Round his {woln heart the murmurous fury rolls; 
As over her young the mother- maſtiff growls, 20 
And bays the ſtranger=groom: ſo wrath compreſs'd, 
Recolling, mutter'd thunder in his breaſt. 

Poor ſuffering heart! he cried, ſupport the pain 
Of wounded honour, and thy rage re ſtrain, 

Net fiercer woes thy fortitude could foil, 25 
When the brave partners of thy ten years toil 
Dire Polyphe nie devour'd: I then was freed, 

By patient prudence from the death decreed. . 
Thus anchor'd ſafe on Reaſon's peaceful coaſt 
Tempeſts of wrath his ſoul no longer toſs'd: 30 

Refileſs his body roJl'd, to rage ref gn'd: 

As one who long with pale-eye'd famine pin'd, 
The favory cates on glowing embers caſt 

InceFant turns, impatient of repaſt : 

Ulyſſes fo, from fide to ſide devolv'd, 25 
In ſelf debate the ſuitors? doom reſolv'd. 

When, in the form of mortal nymph array*d, 
From Heaven defcends the Jove-born Martial 
Maid ; | ' 
And hovering o'er his head in view confeſed, 40 

The Goddeſs thus her favourite care addrefs'd : 

O thou, of mortals moſt inur'd to woes ! 
Why roll thofe eyes unfriended of repoſe ? 
Beneath thy palace-roof forget thy care; 
Bl-\9d in thy queen ! bleſsd in thy blooming heir! 
Whom, to the Gods when ſappliant fathers bow, 
They name the ſtandard of their deareſt vow,  — 
Juſt is thy kind repreach (the chief rejoin'd ) ; 
Deeds full of fate diſtrat my various mind 
In contemplation wrapp'd. This hoſtile erew 50 
What Gagle arm hath proweſs to ſul:due 2 
Or if, by Jove's and thy auxiliar aid, 
They're doom'd to blecd; Ch! ſay, celeftial Maid: 
Where ſhall Ulyſſes fun, or how ſuſtain, 55 
Nations embattled to revenge the ſlain ? 

Oh, impotence of faith | Minerva cries, 
If man on frail unknowing man relies. 
Doubt you the Gods ! Lo! Pallas! ſelf deſcends, 
Ivſpires thy eounſels, and thy toils attends, 60 
In me aſſianc'd fortify thy breaſt, 
Tho! myriads leagued thy richtful claim conteſt ; 


And edge thy ſword to reap the glorious feld, 


Imperial Juno to their youth aſſi gn'd 86 


As when for Troy he left my fond embrace; 


1 Vouchſafe the ſanction of a ſ'gn above: 
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His care diſſolves in vitonary joys; 

The Goddeſs, pleas'd, regains her natal ſkies. | 

Not ſo the queen : the downy bands of fleep 5@ 

By pu relax'd, ſhe wal'd again to weep 3 

A zloomy pauſe enſued of dumb deſpair ; 

Then thus her fate invok'd, with fervent prayer: 
Diana! fpeed thy deathful ebon dart, 

And cure the pangs of this convuliwe beart, 73 

Snatch me, ye whirlwinds ! far from human races 

Tois'd through the void illimitable ſpace z 

Cr, if diſmounted from the rapid cloud, 

Me with his whelming wave let Ocean ſhroud, 

So, Pandarus, thy hopes, three orphan-fair, 80 

Were doom'd to wander through the devious air 

Thyſelf untimely, and thy eon fort dy'd, 

But four celeſtials both your cares ſupply'd, 

Venus in tender delicacy rears 

With honey, milk, and wine, their iafant years: 


She ceas'd. Ambrofal Numbers ſeal lis eyes * 


A form majei ie, aud ſagacicus mind: 

With *. growth Diana g rac'd the bloom; 
And Pallas taught the texture of the loom. 

But whilſt, to learn their lots in nuptial love, go 
Bright Cytherea ſought the bower of Jove 

(The God ſupreme, to whoſe eternal eye 

The regiſters of Fate expa::ded he 3) 

Wing'd harpies ſnatcl'd th'ungvarded charge away, 
And to the Furies bere a gratetul prey. 95 
Be ſuch my lot ! Or thou, Diana, fpeed - ' 
Thy ſhaft, and ſend me joyful to the dead; 

To ſeek my lord among the warrior-train, 

Ere ſecond vows my bridal faith profane. 100 
When woes the waking ſenſe alone afail 

W hilit night extends her ſoft oblivious veil, 

Of other wretches care the torture ends; 

No truce the wariare of my heart ſuſpends l 

The night renews the day-difirafting theme, 
And airy terrors ſable every dream, leg 
The laſt alone a kind illufon wrought, 

And to my bed wy lov'd Ulyſſes brought 

In manly bloom, and each majeſtic grace, 


Suck raptures in my beating boſom riſe, 119 
I deem it ſure a vibhon of the ſkies, 
Thus, whilſt Aurora mounts her purple throne, 
In audible laments ſhe breaths her mean; 
The ſounds aſſault Ulyſſes wakeful ear: 
Mi-judging of the cauſe, a ſudden fear 115 
Of bis arrival known, the chief alarms; 
He thinks the queen is ruſſ ing to his arms. 
'Up-ſpringing from his couch, with active haſte 
The fleece and carpet in the dome be plac'd; 
(The hide, without, imbib'd the morning air) 
And thus the Gods ivvok'd with ardent prayer: 
Jove, andetherealthrones !with heaven to friend, 
If the long ſeries of my woes ſhall end, | 
Of human race now riſng from repoſe 
Let one a bliſsful omen here diſcloſe z 125 
And, to conſrm my faith, propitious Jove, 


W hilt lowly thus the chief adoring bows, 
The pitying God his guardian aid avows, 


Gow pay the debt to craving nature due, 65 


lor faded powers with balmy reſt renew. 
You. VI 78 


| With ſpringing hope the hero's heart rebounds, 
; N n 


Loud from a ſapphire ſły his thunder ſounds ; 
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, Soon, with conſummate joy to crown his prayer, | Diſpatch ! for ſoon the ſuitors will eſſay 193 
An omen'd voice invades his raviſn'd ear. The lunar feaſt-rites to the God of day, * om 
Beneath a pile, that cloſe the dome adjoin'd, She ſaid: with dutenus haſte a beyy fair Freſ) 
Twelve female ſlaves the gift of Ceres griad; 135 | Of twenty virgins to the ſpring repair: Like 
Taſbꝰd for the royal board to bolt the bran With varied toil the reft ador:, the dome, Live 
From the pure flour (the growth and ftrength of | Magnificent, aud blithe, the ſuitors come. 20c0 | Ur, 
man), 6 Some wield the ſounding axe; the dodder'd oats In 8 
Diſcharging to the day the labour due, Divide, obedient to the forceful ſtrokes. ch! 
Now early to repoſe the reit withdrew ; | Soon from the fount, with each a brimming urn; Il g 
One maid, unequal to the taſk aſſign'd, 140) | (Eumzus in their train) the maids return, His! 
Still turn'd the toilſome mill with anxious Three por“ ers for the feaſt, all brawny-chin'd, 205 Tho 
mind; | He brought; the choiceit of the tuiky kind ; Wit 
And thus in bitterneſs of ſoul divin'd: In lodgements {:rit iccure his care he view'd, , A; 
Father of Gods and men; whoſe thunders roll | Then to the king his friendly ſpeech rencw'd: (on 
Oer the cerulean vault, and ſhale the pole; Now fay lincere, my gueſt ! the ſvitor-train | To 
Whoe'er from Heaven has gain'd this rare oſtent | Still treat thy worth with lordly dull diſdain ; Wh. 
(Of granted vows a certain ſgnal fect) * | 145 Or ſpeaks their deed a bounteous mind hu- Nor 
| In this. ble ſt moment of accrpted prayer, mane ? 41 0 
Piteous, regard a wretch conſum'd with care! Some pity ing God (Ulyſſes fad reply'd) Con 
Inftant, © Jove I co found the ſuitor-train, With volied vengeance blait their tatvering pride! Noy 
For whom o*ertolPd I grind the golden grain: No conſcious bluſh, no ſenſe of right, reſtrains And 
Far from tliis dome the lewd devourers caſt, 56 | The tides of luſt that ſwell their, boiling veins : The 
And be this feitival decreed their lait ! From vice to vice their appetites are toſt, 216 Lig] 
Big with their doom denounc'd in earthand (ky, | All cheaply ſated at another? colt ! In 0 
Ulyies? heart dilates with ſecret joy. While thus the chief his woes indignant told, My 
Mean time the me ial train with unctuous wood | Melanthius, maſter of the bearded fold, 7 
, Heap'd high the genial hearth, Vulcanian food: The goodlieſt goats of all the royal herd 223 5 
| When, early dreſs'd, advanc'd the royal heir: Spontaneous to the ſuitor's feaſt preferr'd: Att. 
With manly graſp he wav'd a martial {pear, Two grooms affittaat bore the victims bound; Att 
Fj A radiaat ſabre grac'd his purple zone, With quaveriag cries the vaulted roofs reſound; Thi 
| | ; Aud on his foot the golden landal ſhone, | And to the chief auſtere, aloud began | | Wi: 
| His t-ps impetuous to the portal preſs'd; 160 | The wretch unfriendly to the race of man: 225 Bet 
And Evryclea thus he there addreſsed: | Here, vagraat, ſtill? offene to my lords! Th 
Say thou, to wiem my youth its nurture owes, | Blows have more energy than airy words: Th 
Was care for due refectioa and rapoſe Theſe arguments PI} uſe: nor conſcious ſi ame, 
Be ſtow'd the ſtranger gueſt? Or waits he griev'd, | Nor threats, thy bold intrufion will reclaim. By 
His age not honour'd, nor his wants reliev'd? 105 On this high feaſt the meaneſt vulgar boaſt 230 An 
, Proiaiſeuqus grace on al the queen confers A plenteous board! Hence! ſeek another hoſt! ( 
4 (In woes bewilder?d, oft the wiſeit errs), Re joinder to the churl the king diſdain'd; W 
Tac wordy vagrant to ine dole aſpires, - But ſhook his head, and riſing wrath reſtrain'd. T 
And modeſt worth with noble ſcorp retires. From Cepialevia croſs the ſurgy main In 
She thus: Oh! ceaſe that ever honourd name phil tius late arriv'd, a faithful ſwain, 235 Af 
To blemiſh now; it ill deſ-rv-s your blame: A ſteer uligrateful to the hull's embrace, An 
A how! of generous wine ſue] the gueſt; Aud goats he brought, the pride of all their n 
In vaia the queen the night-refection preſocl: N | | | 4; 
Nor would he court repoſe in downy ſtate, | Imported in a ſhallop not nis own : \ 
Unblets'd, atandoa'd to the rage of Fate! 175 | The dome re-echoed to their mingled moan, Ty 
A hide beneath the portico was ſpread, ; Straight to the guardian or the bri!#ly kind 240 A 
Ard flecey ſkins composed an humble bed: | | He thus began, benevolent of mind; Ar 
A downy carpet, caſt with duteous care, What gueſt is-he, of ſuch majeſtic air ? 
Secur'd him from the keen noturral air. His lincage and paternal elime declare: 0 
His cornel javelin pois'd with regal port, 180 | Dim through tb? eclipſe of Fate, the rays divine Ye 
To the ſage Greets couven'd in Themis“ court, Of fovereiga ſtate with faded ſplendour ſine. 245 A. 
Forth-inuing from the dome the prince re- If monarchs by the Gods are plung'd in woe, 
pair'd; | To what abyſs are we foredoomꝰd to go! A 
Two dogs of chaſe, a lion-hearted guard, Then aitable he thus the chief addreſ-'d, Dj 
Behind him ſourly Ral' fd, Without deliy W hili with pathetic warmth his hand he preſs'd : II 
The dame divides the labour of the day; 185 Stranger! may Fate a milder aſpect how, 230 v 
Thus urging to the toil the menial train, | Ard ſpin thy ſuture with a whiter clue ! A 
Wat marks of In-ury the murble (ain ! t. O Tove, for ever deaf to human cries; U 
Its wonted luftre let tie door regain; The Tyrant, not the Father of the Kies! N 
The ſeats with purple clothe in order due; Unpitcous of the race thy will began ! | P: 
And let th? abfteriive ſponge the board renew: The fool of Fate, thy manufacture, man, 255 * 
Let ſome refreſn the vaſe's ſullied mold; 191 | With penury, contempt, repulſe, and care, i 
Some bid the goblets boait their native gold ; The galling load of life is doom'd to bear, A 
Some to the ſpring, with each a jar, repair, Ulyfles from his ſtate a wanderer Ml, _ ; D 
And copious waters pure for bathing bear ; Upbraids thy power, thy wiſdom, or thy will: A 
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O monarch ever dear -O man of woe 

Freſh flow my tears, and ff all for ever flow! 260 
Lite thee, poor ſtranger-gueſt, denied his home! 
Lite thee, in rags obſcene, decreed to roam! 

Ur, haply periſh*d on ſome diſtant coaſt, 

In Stygian gloom he glides a per five ghoſt! | 
Ch! grateiil for the good his bounty gave, 265 
Il grieve, till ſorrow ſmk me to the grave! 
His kind protecting hard my youth preferr'd, 

The regent of his Cephalenian herd: 

\ith vait increaſe beneath my care it ſpreads, 

A tiately breed! and bhckens far the mcads. 250 
(onſtrais d, 'the choicett bee ves I thence import 
o cram theſe cormorants tat crowd his court; 

Who in partition feck his realm to 1 are; 

Nor human right, nor wrath divine revere. _ 
dice here re ſolv'd oppreſſive theſe ret de, 275 
Contending de ubts my anxious heart divide: 

Now to ſore foreigu clime inelin'd to fly, 

And with the royal herd protection buy: 

Then happier thoughts return the nodding ſcale, 
Light mounts deſpair, alternate hopes prevail: 

lu opening proſpects of ideal Joy, x 
My king returus; the proud uſurpers die. 

To Waom the chief: In thy capacious mind 
Since daring zeal with cool debate is join*d; 
Attend a deed already ripe in Fate; 

Atteſt, O Jove, the truth I now relate! | 
This ſacred truth atte{t each genial Power, ! 


The prince appoints 3 but to his fire aſſigns 
The taſteful inwards, and neQareouswines, 32g 
Partake, my gueſt, he cry'd, without control 
The ſocial feaſt, and drain the cheering bowl ; + 
Dread not the railer's laugh; nor ruffian's rage: 
No vulgar roof protects thy honour'd age: | 
This dome a refuge to thy wrongs ſhall be, 239: 
From my great fire too ſoon devolv'd to me! | 
Your violence and ſcorn, ye ſuitors, ceaſe, - 
Leſt arms avenge the violated peace. | 
Aw'd by the prince, ſohaughty, brave and young, 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, atnazement chain'd the 
tongue. | 335 
Be patient, peers! at length Antinous orie 
The threats of vain imperious youth deſpiſe 2 -- 
Would Jove permit the meditated blow, 
That ſtream of eloquence ſhould ceaſe to flow. 
Without reply vouchſa?%d Antinous ceas'd: 
Mean while the pomp of feſtival inereas'd 340 
By herald's rank'd, in marſtaPd order move 
The city-tribes to pleas'd Apollo's grove: 
Beneath the verdure of which awful ſhade, 
The lunar hecatomb they grateful laid; 345 
Partook the ſacredfeaſt, and ritual honours paid. 
{ But the rich banquet in the dome prepard, 
(And humble ſde- board ſet) Ulyſſes ſhar'd. 
Obſervant of the prince's high beheſt, 
His menial train attend the ſtranger-gueſt: 250 
Whom Pallas with unpardoning fury fir'd, 


Wio bleſs the board, and guardths friendlybower By lordly pride and keen reproach inſpir'd. 


Beicre thou quit the dome (nor long delay) 

Thy wiſh produc'd in act, with pleas'd ſurvey, 
Thy wondering eyes ſhall view: his rightful 
reign | | 

By We. avow'd Ulyſſes ſhall regain, 
And to the ſ:.adcs devote the ſuitor-train. 

O Jove ſupreme ! the raptur'd ſwain replies, 
With deed conſuramate ſoon the promis'd joys ! 
Theſe aged nerves, with new-horn vigour ſtrung 
in that bleſt cauſe ſhould emulate the young 
aſſeuts Eumzus to the prayer addreſe*d 
And equal ardours fire his loyal breaſt. 

Mean time the ſuitors urge the prince's fate, 
And deatliful arts employ the dire debate: 300 
When, in his airy tour the bird of Jove 


A Samian peer, more ſtudious than the reſt 
Of vice, who teem'd with many a dead- born jeſt; 


Uncuniber'd acres arable and green 

(C te'ippus nanrd) ; this lord Ulyſſes ey'd, 

And thus burft out th' impoſthumate with pride: 
The ſentence I propoſe, ye peers, attend)?! 

Since due regard muſt wait the prince's friend, 

Let cach a token of efteem beſtow ; - © 361 

This gift acquits the dear reſpe& Towez © 

With which he nobly may diſcharge his ſeat, - © 

| And pay the menials for the maſters treat. 

| He laid: and of the ſteer before him plac'd, 

That finewy fragment at Ulyſſes caſts. -- 2 


Jrutod with his Gnewy pounce a trembling dove: | The well-horn'd foot indificiubly jourd ; 


duiker to their. hope! This omen ey'd 
amphinomus, who thus preſaging cry?d: 305 
Ide Gods from force and fraud the prince de- 
O peers ! the ſanguinary ſcheme ſuſpend : [fend; 
Your future thought let ſable Fate employ; 


Vd give the preſent hour to genial dy. Ceeas'd, 


From council ſtraight tl? aſſenting peerage 
And in the dome prepar'd the genial feaſt, 310 
Diſrob/d their veſts apart in order lay, | 
Then all with ſpeed ſuccin& the victims ſlay : 
With ſheep and ſhaggy goats the porkers bled, 
And the proud ſteer was on the marble ſpread, 
Nich re prepar?d. they deal the morſels rour d, 
Wine roſy- bright the brimming goblets erown'd, 
J age Eumæus borne : the purple tide. 
Niclanthius from an ample far ſupplied : | 
High cap iſters of bread Phil xtius phe; 320 
aud eager all devour the rich repaſt. 
Diſposdl apart, Ulyſſes ſnares the treat! 
Anixet-table, and ignobler .at 


4 


Where to the paitern-bone by nerves 1 1 


Which whizzing high the wall un feen y ſign#d, | 
The chicf inclignant grins a ghaſtly ſmile; 370 
Revenge aud ſcorn within his boſom, boil: ö 
When thus the prince with pious rage inflamd ; 
Tad not th? inglorious wound thy malice aim'd 
FalPn guilfleſs of the mark, wy certain ſpear 
Had made thee buy the brutal triumph dear: 255 
Nor ould thy. fire, a queen his daughter bgag ; 
The ſuitor, now, hack vaniſ}/d in a ghoſt: 
No more, ye lewd compeers, with lawleſs pewer 
Invade my dome, my herds and floe+s devour : 
For genuine worth of age mature to know 230 
My grape fi all redden, and niy Bar veſt gro- 
Or, it each other's wrongs ye UH ſupprt, 
. With rapes and riot to profane my court; 1 
What Engle arm with numbers can contend ? 0 


x 


Cn me let all your lifted ſwords, deſcend, 335) 


NR. * = — 
And with roy life fuch vile diſt onours end. 
A long ceſſation of diſcourſe enſued, 7 5 


By gentler Agelaus thus renew'd: 
4 v : PTY. * - 4 —_ \ #433 & * 
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And urg'd, for title to a conſort queen. 355 
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A juſt yeproof, ye peers! your rage reſtrain Nor gives the ſun his gallen orb to roll. 
Fro the protected gueſt, and menial train: 390 [But univerſal night uſurps the pole ! 430 
And, prince! to ſtop the fource of future ill, Yet warm'd in vain, with laughter Hud elate 
Aſſent yourſelf, and gain the royal will, The peers reproach the ſure divine of Fate; 
Whilf hope prevail to ſee your fire re!tord, And thus Eury machus : The doturd's mind 
Or right the queen refus'd a ſecond lord. To every ſenſe is loſt, to reafon hlind: 
"But who ſo vain ol faith, ſo blind to fate, 395 Swift from the dome conduc the flave away; 433 
To thiak he ſtill ſurvives to claim the {tate ? Let him in open air b-bold the diy, 
Now preſs the ſovereign dame with warm defre ax not (the Heaveg-illumin'd ſeer rejoin'd) 
To wed, as wealth or worth her choice inſpire: | Of rage, or ſolly, my prophetic mind, 
The lord ſelected to the nuptial joys, No cloud: of orror dim th? ethereal rays, 
Far hene well lead the long-conteited prize: 400 | Her equal power-each faithful ſenſe obeys. 440 
Whiltt in paternal pomp, with plenty bleſs'd, Unguided heace my trembling ſteps T bend, 
You reigi, of this imperial dome potic{s?d, Far hence, betore you hovering deaths deſcend; 
Sage and ſerene Telemachus replies ; Leſt, the ripe harvett of revenge begun, 
By him at whoſe beheſt the thunder flies, I ſtare the doom ye ſuitors cannot ſhun, 
And by the name on earth I moſt revere, 405 This ſaid, to ſage Piræus ſped the ſeer, 445 
By great Ulyſſes and his woes, I ſweur, | His honour'd hoſt, a weleome inmate there. 
(Who never muſt review his dear domain: O'er the protracted feaſt the ſuitors ßt, 
Inrolbd, perhaps in Pluto's drœary train!) And aim to wound the prince with pointleſs wit: 
Whene'er her eheice the royal dame avows, Cries one, with ſcornful leer and mimic voice, 
My bridal gifts ſhall load the future ſpouſe : 410 | Toy charity we praiſe, hut not thy choice; 450 
But from this dome my parent queen to chaſe ! Why ſuch protuſion of indulgence ſhown 
From me, ye Gods ! avert ſuch dire diſgrace. To this poor, timorous, tail-deteſting drone ? 
But Pallas elouds with intellectual gloom That other feeds on planatary ſchemes, 
The ſumors“ fouls, inſenſate of their doom! And pays his hoſt with hidcous nooneday dreams, 
A mirthful phrenzy ſeiz'd the fated crowd; 41g | But, prince! ſor once, atleaſt, believe a friend, 
The rooſs reſound with cauſeleſs laughter loud: To ſome Sicilian mart theſe courtiers ſend, 455 
Floating in gore, portentous to furvey | Where, if they yield the ir freight acroſs the main 
In each diſcolour'd vaſe the viands lay; | Dear el the Haves! demand no greater gain, 
Then down each eheek the tears ſpontaneous flow, Thus jovial they: but nought the prince re- 
And ſudden 6gis precede approachirg woe, 420 | Full on his fire he rolPd his ardent eyes; ſplies; 
Js viſon rapt; the * Hypereſian ſeer Impatient ſtraight to fleſh his virgin-ſword, 
proſe, ad thus divinid the vengeance near: From the wiſe chief he waits the deathful word. 
Oh race to death devote! with Stygian ſhade Nich in her bright alcove, the penſive queen 
Eaeh deſtiu'd peer impending Fate invade : To ſee the circlet fate, of all un ſeen, 


Wich tears your wan diſtorted eheelsare drown'd; Sated at length they riſe, and bid prepare 46 
With ſanguioe drops the walls are rubied round: An eve-repat, with equal coſt and care: 
Thick {warms the ſpacious hall with howling * But vengefol Pallas, with preventing ſpeed, 
To people Grcus and the burning coats! [ghoſts j A fealt proportion'd to their cvimes decreed; 
' #* Theochymenus, A teaſt of death! the fcalters doom'd to bleed! 
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THE ARGUMENT, 
The Bendivg of Ulyſſes's Bow 


Fearlote, to put an end to the felicitation of the ſuitors, propeſes to marry the perſon who all firſt bend 
te dec of Thiyſſers, ind ſhoot through the ri nglet-, After their attempts have proved inefſetual, 
U'yſe " taking Eumæus ard Philetiu: apart, diſcevers hinelf to em; then returning) deſires 
lea ve to try his * rer gin at the bow, ,, i thou g refuſed iN nignatien by the ſuitor, Perelepe 
Ant Tremathus cauſe it to be de'twered te: hrs han 's, He bend: 27 ac nꝛcdigtely, and ſuets through all 
"the ring. Fu; ter in the ſame inſtant thun/ers from heaven, Ulyſſes accepts the emen, and gives # 
Hr to Telemachus, <who lands ready armed at his fide, © , —- Sag 


A ND Pallas now, th raiſe the rival fires, | The prudent queen the lofty fair aſeends, 
With her own art Penelope iafpires : At diſtance due a virgins train attends; | 

Who now can bend Ulyſſes' bow, and wing A brazen key ſhe held, the handle turn'd, 

The well-aim'd arrow through the diſtant ring, With Rec} and, polifh%d elephant adorn'd: 10 

Shall end the ſtriſe, and win tl imperial dame; 5, | Swift to the in moſt room fre bent her way, 

But diſcard and black death await the game } Where ſafe repos'd the royal treaſures lay 3 
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nere {Lone hi gh-heapꝰd the labour'dbrafs andore, 
Aud there the bow which great Ulyſſes bare 3 
and there the quiver, where now guiltleſs ſlept 
hoſe winged deaths that many a matron wept, 
This glit, long ſince when Sparta's ſhores he 
on young Ulyfes Tphitus beſtow'd: {trod, 
Beneath Orfilochus?3 roof they met; 
One loſs was private, one a public debt; 20 
MoTeng's ſtate from Ithaea detains : 
Three hundred ſheep, and all the ſ epherd-ſwains; 
And to the youthful prince to urge the laws, 
The king ad elders truſt their common caulc. 


But Iphitus, employ'd on other cares, 25 
geared the wide country for his wandering 
mares, 


And mules, the ſtrongeſt of the labouring kind; 
topleſs to ſearch | more hapleſs Hill to find! 

For 'ourr.eying on to Hercules, at length 

That lawleſs wreteh, that man of brutal ſtrength, 
Deaf to Heaven's voice, the ſocial rite tranſgreſsd ; 
And for the heauteous mares deſtroy'd his gueſt : 
He gave the bow! and on Ulyſſes? part 

Receiv'd a pointed ſword and miſsile dart: 

Of luckleſs frizndſhip on a foreign thore 35 
Their f̃rſt, lait pledges; for they met no more! 
The bow, bequeath'd by this unhappy hand, 
Ulyſſes bore not from lus native land; 

Nor in the front of battle taught to bend, 

But kept, in dear memorial of his friend. 40 

Now gently winding vp the fair aſcent, 

By many an eaſy ſtep, the matron went; x 
Yhen oer the pavements glides with grace divine, 
(With polin d oak the level pavements ſhine) 

The folding gates a dazzling light diſplay'd, 45 
With pomp of various architrave o*erlaid, 

The bolt, obedient to the ſilken ſtring, 

Forſakes the ſtaple as ſhe pulls the ring; 

The wards reſpondent to the key turn round: 
The bars fall back; the flying valves reſound; $50 
Loud as a bull makes hill and valley ring, 

© roar'd the lock when it releas'd the ſpring, 

She moves maje{tic through the wealthy room, 
Where treaſur*d garments oaſt a rich perfuine 
There from the column where aloft it hung, $5 
Reach'd, in its ſplepchid caſe, the bow unſtrung; 
Acroſs her knees ſhe laid the well-known bow, 
And penfve ſate, and tears began to flow. 

To full ſatiety of grief ſhe movrns, : 

Ten filent to the joyous hall returns, 60 
To the proud ſuitors bears in penſive ſtate 
Ti unbended bow, and arrows wing*d with fate, 

Behind, her train the poliſſ'd coffer brings, 
Which held th' alternate braſs and filver rings, 
Full in the portal the chaſte queen appears, 635 
And with her veil conceals the coming tears : 

On either ßde awaits a virgin fair; 
Votle thus the matron, with majeſtic air: 

Say you, whom theſe forbidden walls encloſe, 
For whom my vid ims bleed, my vintage flows; 
E theſe negleged, faded charms can move? 71 
Or is it but a vain pretence, you love? ; 
J. I the prize, if me you ſeek to wife, 

Hear the conditions, avd commence the ſtrife : 
Who frſt Ulyfies? wondrous bow fhall bend, 75 
And through twelve ringlets the fleet arrow ſend, 
Him will I follow, and forfake my bowe, 

I's kim forfake this ov'd, this wealthy dome, 
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Lore, long the ſcene of all my paſt delight, 

And ſtill to laſt, the viton of my night? Lo 
Graceful i! e ſaid, and bade Eumzus ſhow 

The rival peers the ringlets and the bow, 

From his full eyes the tears unbidden ſpring, 

Touch'd at the dear memorials of his king. 

Philztius too relents, but ſecret ſhed 83 

The tender drops. Antinous ſaw, and ſaid: 
Hence to your fields, you ruſties! hence away, 

Nor ſtain with ga the pleaſur-s of the day ; 

Nor to the royal heart recall in vain 

The ſad re membrance of a periſt?d man. 90 

Enough her precious tears already flow. 

Cr ſtare the feaſt with due reſpect, or go 

To weep abroad, and leave us to the bow: 

No vulgar taſk ! Ill ſuits this courtly crew 

That ſtubborn horn which brave Ulyſſes drew. g 

I well remember (for I gaz'd him o'er 

While yet a child) what majeſty he bore ! 

And ſtill (all infant as I was) retain 

The port, the ſtrength, the grandeur of the man. 
He ſaid, but in his ſoul fond joys ariſe, 100 

Aud his proud hopes already wan the prize. 

To ſpeed the flying ſhaft through every ring, 

Wretch ! is not thine ! the arrows of the king 

Shall end thoſe hopes, and Fate is on the wing ! 
Then thus Telemachus : Some God, I find, 

With pleaſing phrenzy has poſſeſs*d my mind; 

Whea a lov'd mother threatens to depart, 

Why with this ill-tim'd gladueſs leaps my heart? 

Come then, ye ſuitors ! and diſpute a prize 

Richer than all th? Acaian ſtate ſupplies, 110 

Than all proud Argos, or Mycxna knows, 

Than all our ifles or continents encloſe; 

A woman matchleſs, and almoſt divine, 

Fit for the praiſe of every tongue but mine. 

No more excuſes then, no more delay, = 

Haſte to the trial—Lo ! I lead the way. 

J too may try, and if this arm can wing 

The feather'd arrow through the deſtin'd ring. 

Then if no happier knight the conqueſt boaſt, 

I fall not ſorrow for a mother loſt ; 120 

But, bleſt in her, poſſeſs theſe arms alone, 

Heir of my fatber's ſtrength, as well as throne, 
He ſpoke : then, riſing, his broad ſword uns 

bound, 

And caſt his purple garment on the ground. 

A trench he open'd; in a line he plac'd 125 

The level axes, and the points made ſaſt 

(His perfect {kill the wondering gazer's ey'd, 

The game as yet unſeen, as yet untry'd) 

Then, with a manly pace, he took his ſtand; 

And graſp'd the bow, and twang'd it in his hand; 

Three times, with beating heart, he made eſſay z 

Three times, unequal to the taſk, gave way: 

A modeſt boldneſs on his cheek appear : 

And thrice he hop'd, and thrice again he fear'd, 

The fourth had drawn it. The great Gre with joy 

Bcheld, but with a £gn forbade the boy, 155 

His ardour ſtraight th? obedient prince ſuppreſs'd, 

And, artful, thus the ſuitor-train addreſs'd: | 
Oh, lay the cauſe on youth yet immature ! 


(For Heaven forbid ſuch weakneſs ſhould endure!) 
How ſtall this arm, unequal to the bow, 141 
Retort an inſult, or repel a foe ? | 

But you! whom Heaven with better nerves has 
| Accept the trial, and the prize conteſt, I bleſt 
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He caſt the bow before him, and apart 145 
Agaiuit the poliſb'd quiver propt the dart. 
Reiuming then his ſeat, Epitheus“ ſon, 

{he bold Antizous to the reſt begun: 

&« From where the gobl-t firit begins to flow, 

« From right to leit, in order take the how, | 150 
& And prove your ſeveral firength.—The prince 


hear, | EM 
And brft Leiodes, blameleſs prieſt, appear'd : 
The eldeſt born of Genop+? noble race, . 
Who next the goblet held his holy place: 
He, ouly he, of all the ſuitor throng, 155 


Their decds deteſted, aud abjur'd the wrong. 

Wich tender haus the ſtubborn horn he trains, 

The ſtubborn hora re ſiſted all his pains! 

Already in deſpair he gives it oer: 

Take it who will, he crics, I ſtrive no more. 160 

What numerous deaths attend his fatal bow! 

What ſoul3 and ſpirits ſhall it ſend below ! 

Better, indeed to die, and fairly give 

Nature her debt, taan diſappointed live, 

With each new ſun to ſome new hope a prey, 

Yet ſt to- inorRgW falſcr than to-day. 166 

How long in vain Penelope we fought; , 

Ibis bow all eafe us of that idle thougat, 

Aud Tend us with ſome humbler w ie to live, 170 

Whom gold all gain, or detiiay ſhall give, 
Thus ſpeaking, on the ioor the Low he plac'd, 

(With rich inlay the various foor was grac%!) 

At diſtance far the icatacr d ſha't he throws, 

Aid to the ſeat retur.is from whence he role, 175 
To him Ai:tinous thus with tury ſaid: 

What words1ll-omen'd from thy lips have fled ! 

Thy coward-funttion ever is in fear; 

I hoſe arms are dreadful which thou canſt not bear. 

Why fuld this bow be latal to the brave? 180 

Becauſe the prĩeſt is born a peaceful ſlave. 

Mark then what athers can— fe ended there, 

And bade Melauthius a vaſt pile prepare; 

He gives it inſtant flame: then faſt be fade 

Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock's hide. 184 

With melted lard they ſoak the weapon oer, 

Chaſe every knot, and ſupple every pore. 

Vain all their art, and all their ſtrength as vain ; 

The bow inflexible reſiſts their pain | 


Ihe force of great Eurymacnus alone 190 


And bold Antinous, yet untry'd, unknown 
Thoſe on ly now remain'd; but thoſe confels/d 
Of al: the train the mightieſt and the beſt. 

Then from the hall, and from tae noiſy crew, 
The maſters of the herd-and flock withdrew. 195 
The king obſerves them: he the hall forſako; 
And, paſt the limits of the court, o'ertakes. 
Tuen thus with accent mild Ulyſſes ſpoke : 

Ye faithful guardians of the herd and Rock! 

Shall I the ſecret of wy breaſt conceal, 100 
Or (as my ſoul now dictates) ſnall I tell? 

Sav, ſhould ſome favouring God reſtore again 
The loſt Uly ſſes to his native reign ? Lord; 


How heat your heats? what aid would you af- 


To the proud ſuitors, or your ancient lord? 105 
Phil=tius thus: Oh were thy word not vain! 

Would mighty Jove reſtore that man again! 

Ti» aged ſinews with new vigour ſtrung 

In his blet cauſe ſhould emulate the young. 

Wit cual VOW 5 Eumzus too :mplor'd WIR 110 


ack, Power above, with wiſhes for his lord, 


| 
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He ſaw their ſecret fouls, and thus began: 
Thoſe vows the Gods accord: behold the man! 
Your ow] Ulyſſes! twies ten years d-tain'd 
zy woes and wanderiig? from this hapleſs land: 
At length he comes; but comes defpis'd, un- 
| known, \ . 
And {:r.ding faithful yon, and you alone. 
All cle have catt him from their very thought, 
Evn in their wiſhes, and their prayers forgot ! 
Hear then, my friends; If jovs this arm ſuc- 
+: >, | 121 
And give yon impious revellers to bleed, 
My care ſhall be, to bleſs your iuture lives 
With large poſicſtious, and with idithiul wives 
Fatt by my palace ſhall your domes aicend, 
And each on young ielkmachus attend, Ny 
And each be call'd bs trotber, aud my friend. 
To give you firmer faith, no truit your eye; 


Lo! the broad fear ide ted on wy tuigh, * 


When with Autolycus's ſous, of yore, 
Cn Parnaſs? top 1 chas'd the tuſiy boar. 1 30 
His ragged veli then drawn ade diiclos'd 
The ſign conſpicuous, aid the ſcar expos' d; 
Eager they view'd; with joy they flood amazd; 
With teartul eyes o'er ail their mauer gaz'd ; 
Around his neck their longing arms they caſt, 
His heacl, his G:oulders, and his knees embrac'd ; 
Tears follow*d tears; no word was in their pow- 
In jolenu: tlence fell the kindly ſhower, ler; 
The king too weeps, the king too graſps their 
hares, | 
And moveleſs as a marble fountain {.ands, 140 
Thus bad their joy wept down the ſetting ſua, 
But tirit the wiſe man ccas'd, aud thus begun: 
Enough—on other cares your thought employ, 
For danger waits 01+ all untimely joy. 145 
Full many foes, and fierce, obier ve us near: 
Some may betray, and yonder walls may hear. 
Re-enter then, not all at once, but tay 
Some, moments you, and let me lead the way, 


To me, neglected as J am, I krow 


The haughty ſuitors will deny the bow: 159 
But thou, Eumcœus, as *tis borne away, ö 
Thy maſter's weapon to his hand convey. 


At every portal let ſome matron wait, 


Ard. each lock faſt the well- compacted gate: 

Cloſe let them keep, whate'er invades their ear; 

Though arms, or ſheuts, or dying groans, they 
hear. 


| To thy ſtrict charge, Philætius, we conſign 


The court's main gate: to guard that paſs be 
- thine. | | 
This ſaid, he firſt return'd : the faithful ſwains 
At diſtance follow, as their king ordains, 160 
Before the tame Eurymachus now ſtands, 
And turns the bow, and chaſes it with his hands: 
Still the tough bow unmov?d. The loity man 
Siglod from his mighty ſoul, and thus began: 
I mourn the common cauſe ; for, ob, my 
friends! . 165 
On me, on all, what grief, what ſhame attends ! 
Not the loſt nuptials can affect me more, 


(For Greece has beauteous dames on every ſhore) | 


But baMed thus: confeſs'd fo far belo x 
Ulyfles? ſtrength, as not to bend:his bow! * 
How ſhall all ages our attempt deride! 


I Our weakneſs ſcorn! Antineus thus reply'd : 
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Not ſo, Eury machus; that no man draws 
That wondrous bow, attend another cauſe, 


$crod to Phæbus is the ſolemn day, Br 
Wich thoughtleſs we in games would walte :. 
away: 


Till the next dawn this ill-tim'd ſtrife forego, 
And here leave fix'd the ringlets ia a row. 
Now bid the ſewer approach, and let us join 
jn due libations, and in rites divine, ö 180 
do end our night : before the day fall ſpring, 
The choice tt offerings let Melanthius hring: 
Let then to Phzbus? name the fatted thigùhs 
Feed the rich ſmokes, high curling to the Kies. 
do hall the patron of theſe arts be ſtow 185 
(For his the gift) the {kill to bend the bo W. 
They heard well-pleas d: the ready heralds 
brin 
The 3 waters from the limpid ſpring: 
The goblet high with roſy wine they crowu'd, 
In order circling to the peers around. 190 
That rite complete, uproſe the thoughtful man, 
ud thus his meditated ſcheme began: 
If what I aſk your noble minds approve, 
Ye peers and rivals in the royal love! | 
Chief if it hurt not great Autinous ear, 193 
(Whoſe ſage deciſon I with wonder hear) 
And if Eury machus the motion pleaſe, 
Give Heaven this day, and reſt the bow in peace. 
To-morrow let your arms diſpute the prize, 


- 


And take it he, the favour'd of the fkies, 200 
But, face till then this trial you delay, | 
Truſt it one, moment to my hands to-day : + * 
Fain would I prove, before your judging eyes, 
What once I was, whom wretched you deſpite ;, » 
If yet this arm its ancient force retain 205 
Or if my woes (a long- continued train) = 
A:d wants ard iuſults, make me leſs than man? 
Rage Aafb'd in lighting from the ſuitors? eyes, 
Yet mix'd with terror at the bold emprize, 
Antizous then: Oh, miſerable gueſt! 2710 
I: common ſenſe quite baniſtd from thy breatt ? 
dull od it not within the palace plac'd _ 
To ft-diFinguiſh?d, with our preſence grac'd, 
Admitted here with princes to confer, 4 
wan unknown, a needy wanderer? 215 
To copious wine this infclence we owe, 
Aid much thy betters wine can-overthrow : 
The great Eurytion when this frenzy ſtung, 
Pirithous roofs with frantic rict rung; 
boundleſs the Centaur rag%'; till one and all 220 
Tiz herbes roſe, and dragg'd him from the hall; 
Els noſe they ſhorten'd, and his ears they flit, 
And ſent him ſober'd home with better wit. 
Hence with long war the double race was curs'd, 
Fatal to all, but to tlꝰ aggreſſor firſt. 225 
duch late I propheſy our gueſt attends, 
I here this 1::terdited bow he bends : 
er {all theſe walls ſuch inſolence contain; 
dne rt fair wid tranſports him vcr the main; 
pere Echetus to death the guilty brings, 230 
(The worſt of mortals, evn the worſt of kings.) 
letter than that, if thou approve our cheer ; 
Ceiſe the mad ſtrife, and ſhare our bounty here. 
- Th this the queen her juſt dillive expeeſ/d : 
„„ 1mpious, prince, to harm the ftranger gueſt, 
ate do inſult who bears a ſuppliant's name, 


d ſome reſ dd Tele machus may claim. 
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What, it th* Immortals on the man be o 


Sufffcient firength to draw the mighty bow, 


Shall I, a queen, by rival chiefs adorꝰd, 240 
Accept a wandecing ſtranger or wy lords 

A hope ſo idle rever touch'd his brain: 

Then eaſe your boſoms of a fear fo vain, 

Far be he baviſ}/d from this ately ſcene 


Who uron gs his princeſs with a thought ſo mean. 


Oh ſair ! and wiſeſt of fo fair a kind! 
(Reſpectiv] thus Eurymachus re joinꝰd) 
Mov'd by no weak ſurmiſe, but ſenſe of ſhame, 
We dread the all-arraigning voice of Fame 
We dread the cenſure of the meaneit fiave, 250 
The weat.elt woman: all can wrong the brave. 
« Behold what wretches to the bed pretend - 
« Of that brave chief, whoſe bow they could not 

« bead! 
In came a beggar of the tolling crew, 
& And did what all thoſe princes could not do.“ 
Thus will the common voice our deed defame, . 
And thus poſterity upbraid our name. | 
To whom the queen: If fame engage your 
views, | 
Forhear thoſe ads which ib famy purſues 
Wrong and opprefhon no renowa can raiſe: 200 
Khow, friend! that virtue is the path to praiſe. - 
The ſtature of our gueſt, his port, his face, 
Speak him deſcended from no vulgar race, 
To him the how, as he deſires, convey | 
A..d to bis hand if Phubus give the day, 26 5 
Hence to reward his merit he ſtall bear | 
A two-e:!g*d lailchion and a & ining ſpear, 
Embroider'd ſandals, a rich cloak and veſt, 
And ſafe conveyance to his port of reſt. 5 
O royal mother! ever-hon ur'd name! 270 
Permit me, (cries Tele machus) to claim 
A ſon's juſt Tight, No Greciau prince but I 
Has power this bow to grant, or to deny. 
Of all that Ithaca's rough hills contain, 
Aud all wide Elis courfer-breeding plain, 2 
To me alone my father's arms deſcend, 
Ind mine alone they are, to give or lend. 
Retire, C queen, thy houſebe ld taſk reſume, 
Tend with thy maids the labours of the loom; 
The bow, the darts, and arms of chivalry, 29S 
Theſe cares to man belong, and maſt to me. 

Mature beyond his years, the queer, admir'd 
His ſage reply, and with her train retir'd: 
There, in her chan ber as the ſate apart, 
Revolv'd his words, and plac'd them in her 

heart. 285 
On her Ulyſſes then ſye fx'd her ſou), 
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| Down her fair cheek the tears abundant roll, 


Till gentle Pallas, , piteous of her cries, 

In lumber clo-2d her flrer-Hreaming eyes, 

New through the preſs the bow Fumaus bore, 

And all was riot, noiſe, and wild uproar, ' 

Hold! lawleſs ruſic! whither wilt thou go? 

To whom, inſerſote, doft thou bear the bow? 

Fxil d for this to ſome f:queſter'd den, 

Far from the Twect ſociety of men, 

To thy own dogs a prey thou ſhalt be made; 

Ir Heaven and Phœbus lend the ſuitors aid. 
Thus they. Aghait he laid the weapon down, 

But bold Telemachus thus urg'd him on: : 

Proceed, falſe ſlave, and Light their empty words; 


What! hopes the fool to pleaſe fo many lords? 
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Young as T am, thy prince's vengeful hand To ſome new ſtrain when he adapts the Iyre; 
Stretch'd forth ia wrath, ſhall drive thee from the Or the dumb lute revts with vocal wire, 
land. Relaxes, ſtrains, and draws them to aud fro; 

Oh! could the vigour of this arm as well So the great matier drew the mighty bow: 
Th oppreſſive ſuitors from my walls expel ! And drew with cate, One hand aloft difplay'g 
Then what a ſhoal of lawleſs men ſhould go 403 The bending horns, and one the ſtring eſſay ed. 
To fil with tumult the dark courts below ! From his eſlay ing hand the firing lot fly 

The ſuitors with a ſcornful ſmile ſurvey Twang'd ſhort and ſharp, like the ſhrill fwatlows; 
The youth, indulging in the genial day, = - 450 


Eumeus, thus eacourag'd, haſtes to bring A general horror ran through all the yace, 
The frrite-full bow, and gives it to the king. 410 Sunk was each heart, and pale was every face, 


Old Furyclea calling them afide, Signs from above enſued : tly unfolding iy 
Hcar what Tele machus enjoins (he cry'd); | In lightning burſt : Jove thunder'd from on 
At every portal let ſome matron wait, 5 high. 

And each lock fait the well- eompacted gate; Fir'd at the call of Heaven's Almighty Lord, 4; 5 


Ard if unuſual ſounds invade their ear, 415 ' He ſnatch'd the ſhaſt that glitter'd on the board; 
If arms, or ſpouts, or dying groaus they hear, ; (Fatt by the reſt lay fleeping in the ſheath, 


Let one to call or i ue forth preſume, But ſoon to fly the meſſengers of death), 
But cloſe attend the lahours of the loom. Now ſitting as he was the cord he drew, 

Her prompt obedience on his order waits; Through every ringlet levelling his view ; 456 
Clos'd in an inſtant were the palace gates. 420 Then notch'd the ſhaft, rel-as'd, and gave it 
In the ame moment forth Philætius flies, wing: 
Secures the court, and with a cable ties The whizzing arrow vaniſhed from the firing, | 
The utmoſt gate (the cable ſtrongly wrought Sung on direct, and threaded every ring. \ 


Of Byblos? reed, a ſhip from Egypt brought); | The ſolid gate its fury ſcarcely bounds 
Then uoperceiv'd and Lent at the board 425 | Pierc'd through and through the ſolid gate re. 


His ſeat he takes, his eyes upon his lord. , ſounds. - 55 
And now his well-known bow the maſter bore, | Then to the Prince : Nor have I wrought they 
Turr'd on ell ſ des, and view?d it o' er and ger : ſhame; 


Leſt time or worms had done the weapon Wrong, Nor err'd this hand unfaithful to its aim; 

Its owner abſeit, and untry'd ſo long. 430 | Nor prov'd the toil too hard, nor have 1 loft 
While ſome deriding—How he turns the bow! | That ancient vigour, once my pride and boaft, 
Some other like it ſure the man muſt know, INI deſerv'd theſe haughty peers” diſdain; 479 
Or elſe would copy; or in bows he deals; Now let them comfort their dejected train, 


Perhaps he makes them, or perhaps he ſteals— | In ſweet repaſt the preſent hour employ, 


Heaven to this wretch (another cry?d) be kind *? Nor wait till evening for the genial joy: 

And ble fs, in all to wh ch he ſtands inclin'd, Then to the lute's ſoft voice prolong the night; 
With ſvch good fortune as he now ſball find. ſ Muſie, the banquet's moſt re ſin'd delight. 475 
Heedleſ he heard them; but diſdain'd reply; He faid, then gave a nod; and at the word 


The bow peruſing with exatteſt eye. 440 | Telemachus girds on his ſ{t.ining ſword. 


Then, as ſome heavenly minſirel, tought to ſing e by his father's fide he takes his itand ; 
High notes reſponſive to the trembling firing, | The beamy javelin lightens in his hand. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


The Death o f the Suitors. 


Ulyſſes begins the flaugkter of the ſuitors by the death of Antireus. He declares himſe'f, and lets F his 
ar rea f the re. Telemachus alli la, and brings arms for his fut] er, himſelf, Eun &, ind Nilas us, 
Melanthius doe the ſame for the avevers, Aline, un encourages Ulyſſes in the fhate if Menter, The 
ſuitors are all ſain, only Meden and Phemius are ſpared, Me/anthius and the unfaithful ſervants are 
executed, The re achnowledge their maſier cuit all demenrations of ey. 


HEN fierce the hero oer the threſhold ſtrode; One venturous game this hand has won to=Cay 
Stripp'd of his rags, he blaz'd out like a God; | Another, princes ! yet remains to play: 


Full in their face\the lifted bow he bore, Another mar © our arrow muſt att: „ 
And quiver'd deaths, a formidable ftore : Phoebus, afiſt 1 nor be the labour vain, 10 
Re fore his feet the rattling ſhower he threw, 5 [Swift as the word the parting arrow ſings, 


And thus, terrific, to the ſuitor crew: And bears thy fate, Antinous, on its wings: 
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The tumbling goblet the wide floor oer flows, 20 


' Alone the bold Eury machus reply*d.: 30 
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Wretch that he was, of unprophetic ſoul ! 

High in his bands he rear'd the golden bowl! 

rin then to drain it 1-ngt1en'd out his breath: 

(hang'd to the deep, the bitter draught of death 

For Fate who ſear'd amidit a feaſtful had? 16 

And Fate to numbers, by a fingle hand? 

Full through his throat Ulyſſes? weapon paſs/d,. 

And pierc'd the neck. He falls, aud breathes his 
laſt. - 


A ram of gore burſt ſpouting from his noſe z 


Grim in eonvulſwe agonies he iprawls : 
Before him ſpurn'd the loaded table falls, 24 
and ſpreads the pavement with a mingled flood 
of foatiag meats, and wine, and human blood. 
Amaz d, confounded, as they ſaw him fall, | 
Uproſe the throngs tumultuous round the hall; 
(er all the dome they caſt a haggard eye, 
Exhlookd forarms: in vain; no arms were nigh: 
Aim'ſt thou at priness? (all amaz'd they ſaid) 31 
Thy laſt of games unbappy haſt thou play d; 
Thy erriag ſhaft has made our braveit bleed, 
And death, unluc-y gueſt, attends thy deed. 
Vultures ſhall tear 3 thus incensꝰd they ſpoke, 
While2ach to chance aſerib'd the wond'rous ſtroke, 
Blind as they were; for death ev'n now invades 
His deſtind prey, and wraps them all in ſhades. 
Then, grimly ſrowning with a dreadful look, 
That wither'd all their hearts, Ulyſſes ſpoke : 40 
Dogs, ye have had your day; ye fear'd no more 
Ulyfles vengeful from the Trojan ſhore 3 
While, to your luſt and ſpoil a guardleſs prey, 
Our houſe, our wealth, our helpleſs hand maids lay: 
Not ſo content, with bolder frenzy fix d, 45 
Evn to our bed preſumptuous you aſpir'd: 
Laws, or divine or human fail'd to move, . 
Ur ſhame of men, or dread of Gods above: 
Heedleſs alike of infamy or praiſe, 
Or Fame's eternal voice in future days: 30 
The hour of vengeance, wretches, now 15 come, 
Impending fate is yours, and inflant doom. 
Thus dreadful he. Contus'd the ſuitors ſtood, 
From their pale cheeks recedes the flying blood: | 
Trembling they ſought their guilty heads to hide, 


If, az t y words impart, (be thus began) 
UyTes live , and thou the mighty man, 
Great are thy wrongs and much haſt thouſuſtai:?d 
Inthy ſpoilꝰd palace, and exhau ed land; 60 
The cauſe a d author of thoſe guilty deeds, 
Lo! at thy feet unjuſt Anti ous bleeds. 
Not love, but wild ambition was bis guide; 7 
To {lay thy ſon, thy kingdoms to divide, ; 
Theſe were his aims; but Juiter Jove deny*d. \ 
vive= coll in death th? offender lies: oh ſpare 66 
Tay ſupplia t people, and receive their prayer! 
Braſs, gold, and treaſures, ſhall the ſpoil defray, . 
Two hu-dred oxen every prince ſhall pay: 
The wa'te of years refunded in a day. 70 1 
Fill then thy wrath is juſt— Jly les burn'd ; 
With high diſdain, and ſternly thus return'd : 

All, all the treaſures that enrich'd our throve 
eſoOre your rapines, join'd with all your own, 
It offered, vain y ſhould for mercy call; 75 


Driv'n from the 


'T'3 you that offer, and I ſcora them all: 
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Your blood is my de mand, your lives the prize, 
Till pale as yonder wretch each ſuitor lies. 
Hence with thoſe coward terms; or fight or fly: 
This choice is left you, to reſiſt or die; 80 
And die 1 truſt ye hall. He ſternly ſpoke: 


| Wirh guilty fears the pale aſſembly ſhook. 


Alone Eurymachus exhorts the train + 

Yon archer, comrades, will not ſhoot in vain; 
But irom the threſhold ſhall his darts be ſped, 85 
(Whoeer he be) till every prince lie dead? 

Be mindful of yourſelves, draw forth your fwords, 
And to his ſhaits obtend theſe ample boards 

(So need compels), Then all united firiye 


The bold invader from his poſt to drive. 


The city rous'd ſhall to our reſcue haſte. 
And this mad argher ſoon have ſhot his laſt, 
Switt as he ſpoke, he drew his traitor ſword, , 
And like a lion ruſt?d againſt his lord: | 
The wary chief the ruſhing foe repreſs'd, 
Who met the point, and forc'd it in his breaſt ; 
His falliag hand deſerts the lifted ſword, 
And prone he falls extended o'er the board! 
Before him wide, in mix'd 3 roll 
THY untaited viands, and the jovial bowl. ioo 
Full through his liver paſ3'd the mortal wound, 
With dying rage his fore head beats the ground. 
He ſpurn'd the ſeat with fury as he fell, 
And the fierce ſoul to dar knefs div'd and hell. 
Next bold Amphinomus his arm extends 10 
To force the paſs ; the godlike man defends, 
Thy ſpear, Telemachus ! prevents th* attack, 
The brazen weapon driving through his back, 
Thence thro? his breaſt its bloody paſſage tore; 
Flat falls he thundering on the marhle floor, 


| And his cruſh'd forehead marks the ftoge with 


ore 

He let his javelin in the dead, for fear 
The Jong incumbrance of the weighty ſpear + 
To tne fierce foe advantage might afford, 114 
To ruſt between and uſe the ſnorten'd ſword. 
With ſpeedy ardour to his {re he flies, 

And, Arm, great father! arm (in hafte he cries); 
Lo! hence J run for other arms to wield, g 
For miſſile javelins, and for helm and ſhield ; 
Fa't by our {de let either faithful ſwain 
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In arms attend us, and their part ſuſtain, 


Haſte and return (Ulyſſes made reply) 
While yet tt? auxiliar ſhafts this hand ſupply; 
Left thus alone, encounter*d by an ho?, 
te, th? important paſs be loft, 
With ſpeed Telemachus obeys, and flies 126 
Where pid on heaps the royal armour lies; 
Four brazen helmets, eight reſulgent ſpears, 
And four broad bucklers, to his fre he bears: 
At once in brazen panoply they ſhone, 130 
At once each ſervant brac'd his armour on 
Around their king a faithful guard they ſtand, 
While yet each ſhaft flew deathful from his hand: 
Chief after chief expir'd at every wound, 
And iwelPd the bleeding mountain on the ground. 
Soon as his ſtore of flying fates was ſpent, 136 
Againſt the wall he Tet the bow unhent : 
And now his fFoulders bear the maſly * jeld, 
And now hi hands two beamy javelins wield: 
He frowns beneath his nodding plume that play'd 
Over the high creft, and caſt a dreadful hade. 


Oo 


290 


There ſtood a window near, whence looking down 
From Oer the porch appear d the ſubje& town, 
A double ſtrength of valves ſecur'd the place, 
A bigh and narrow, but the only pas: 145 
The cautious king, with all- preventing care, 
To guard that outlet, plac'd Eumæus there: 
When Agelaüs thus: Has none the ſenſe | 
To mount yon-window, aad alarm from thence 
The neighbour-town? The town ſhall force the door, 
And this bold archer ſoon ſhall ſhoot no more. 
Melanthius then: That outlet to the gate 
So near adjoias that one may guard the ſtrait, 
But other methods of defence remain, 
Myſelf with arms can furniſh all the train; 155 
Stores from the royal magazine I bring, - 
Andtheirowadarts ſhall pierce the prince and king. 
He faid; and, mounting up the loſty ſtairs, 
Twelve ſhiclds, twelve lances, and twelve belmets 
bears: „ 
All arm, and ſudden round the hall appears 166 
A blaze of bucklers, and a wood of ſpears, 
The hero ſtands oppreſt with mighty woe, 
On every fide he ſees the labour grow: = _ 
Oh curſt event! and, oh! unlook'd for aid! 
Melanthius, or the woman have betr:y'd— 
Oh, my dear fon !—the father with a ſigh! 
Then ceasd; the filial virtue made reply: 
Falſhoqd is folly, and tis juſt to own 
The fault committed; this-was mine alone; 
My haſte neglected yonder door to bar, 
And hence the villain has ſupply'd their war. 
Run, good Eumæus, then, and (what before 
I thoughtleſs err'd in) well ſecure that door: 
Learn, if by female fraud this deed were done, 
Or (as my thought mi!ygives) by Dolius? ſon. 175 
* While yet they ſpoke, in queſt of arms again, 
To the high chamber ſtole the faithleſs fWwain, 
Not unobſerv'd, Eumwaus; watchtil ey'd, 
And thus addreſs'd Uly es near his de: 
I be miſcreant we ſuſpeded takes that way; 


- 


165 


170 


Him, if this arm be powerful, ſhall I flay? 181 
Or drive him hither to receive the meed 
From thy own hand, of this dete ſted deed? 
Not ſo (reply'd Ulyſſes) leave him there, 
For us ſufhcient is another care: 185 


Within the ſtrudture of this palace wall 
To keep enclo's'd his maſters till they fall. 
Go you, and ſeize the felon, backward bind 
His arms and legs, and fix a plank behind; 
On this his body by ſtrong cords extend 190 
And on a column near the roof fuſpend ! 9 
So ſtudy'd tortures his vile days ſhall end. 
The ready ſwains obey'd with joyful haſte, 
Behind the feloa unperceiv'd they paſs'd, 
As round the room in queſt of arms he goes 195 
(The half - ſnut door conceal'd his lurking foes): 
One hand ſuſtain'd a helm, and one the ſhield 
Which old Laertes wont in youth to wield, 
Coverꝰ'd with duſt, with-dryneſs chapt and worn, 
The braſs corroded and the leather torn : 200 
_ Thus laden, o'er the threſhold as he ſtepp'd, 
Fierce on the villain from each ſide they leap'd, 
Back by the hair the trembling daſtard drew, 
And down reluctant on the pavement threw, 
Adttive and pleas'd the zealous ſwains full 
At every point their maſter's rigid will: 


<= 
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POPE'S HOME R. 


| Cf Pallas latent in the friendly form, 


| Who thus the warrior to revenge inſpires ; 


| Riſe then in combat, at my fide attend 


| By further toils decreed the brave to try, 


| With theſe, Fiſander, great Poly&or”s ſon. 


Firſt, faſt behind, his hands and feet they bound, 
Then ſtraighten'd cords involv'd his body round: 
So drawn aloft, athwart the column ty'd, 
The howling felon ſwang from fide to de. 210 
Eumzus ſcoffing then with keen diſdain ; 
There paſs tay pleaßing night, O gentle ſwain! 
On that ſoft pillow, from that envy'd height, 
Firſt may'ſt thou ſee the ſpringing dawn of light; 
So timely riſe, when morning ſtreaks the eaſt, 
To drive the victims to the ſuitor®s feaſt, 216 
This ſaid, they left him, tortur'd as he lay, 
Secur'd the door, and haſty firode away: 
Each, breathing death, reſum'd his dangerous poſt 
Near great Ulyfes four againſt an hoſt, 226 
When, Jo! deſcending to our hero's aid < 
Jove's daughter Pallas, War's triumphant Maid, 
In Mentors friendly form ſhe join'd his fide 
Ulyfies ſaw, and thus with tranſport cry'd: 
Come, ever welcome, and thy ſuccour lend: 
Oh, every ſacred name in one! wy friend! 226 
Early we lov'd, and long our loves have grown: 
Whate'er through life's whole ſeries I have done, 
Cf good, or grateful, now to mind recall, 
And, aiding this one hour, repay it all, 230. 
Thus he; but pleaſing hopes his boſom warm 


The adverſe hoſt the phantom warrior cy2d, 
And firit, loud threat' ning, Agelaiis cry'd: | 
Mentor, beware ! nor let that tongue perſuade 
Tny frantic arm to lend Ulyſſes aid; 236 
Orr force ſucceſsful ſhall our threat make good, 
And with the ſire's and ſon's commix thy blood. 
What hop'ſt thou here? Thee firſt the ſword ſhall 
ſlay, 
Then lop thy whole poſterity away; 240 | 
Far hence thy bani/t'd conſort ſhall we ſend; 
Wit his thy forfeit lands and treaſures blend; 0 
Thus, and thus only, ſnalt thou join thy friend. 
His barbarous ivſult ev'n the Goddeſs fires, 
245 
Art thou Ulyſſes? Where then {all we find 
The patient body and the conſtant mind? 
That courage, onceThe Trojans daily dread, 
Known nine long years, aud felt by heroes dead? 
Ard where that condudt, which reveng'd the luſt 
Of Priam's race, and laid proud Troy in duſt? 
If this, when Helen was the cauſe, were done? 
What for thy country now, thy queen, thy fon? 


| Obſerve what vigour gratitude can lend, MM 
And foes how weak, oppo#d againſt a friend! 

She fpoke 3, but, willing longer to ſorvey 

The fre and ſon's great acts, withheld the day; 


And level pois'd the wings of victory: 200 
Then in a change of ſorm eludes their ſ ght, 
Perch'd like a ſwallow on a rafter's height, 

And unperceiv'd enjoys the ring f ght. 
Damaſto's ſon, bold Agelaiis, leads ; 
The guilty war; Eurynomus ſucceeds; 265 


Sage Polybus, and tera Amphimedon, 

With Demoptolemus : theſe fx ſurvive; 
The beſt of all, the ſhafts had left alive. 
Amidſt the caanage deſperate as they ſand, 27% 


* 


Thus Agelaiis rous'd the lagging band. 


un | 
421 The hour is come, when yon fierce man no more 
| With bleeding princes ſhall beRrow the floor. 

210 Lo! Mentor leaves him with an empty boait ; 

The four remain, but four againſt an hoſt, 275 
n! Let each at once diſcharge the deadly dart, 
5 One ſure of fix ſhall reach Ulyfles? heart: 
light; The reſt muſt periſh, their great leader ſlainz 
it, Thus ſhall one ſtroke the glory loſt regain. 

216 Then all at once their mingled lances threw, 280 
Ys Aud thirſty all of one man's blood they flewz _ 
« In vain ! Minerva turn'd them with her breath, 

s poſt And ſcatter'd ſhort, or wide, the points of death; 

226 With deaden'd ſound, one on the threſhold falls, 

= One ſtrikes the gate, one rings againſt the walls; 
Haid, The ſtorm paſs'd innocent. The godlike man 
; Now loftier trod, and dreadful thus began ; 


'Tis now (brave friends) our turn, at once tothrow 
(So ſpeed them Heaven) our javelins at the foe, 
That impious race to all their paſs'd miſdeeds 
Would add our blood. Injutice {till proceeds. 
He ſpoke : at once their fiery lances flew ; 
Great Demoptolemus UTy' es ſlew ; 
Euryades receiv?d the prince?s dart 
The goatherd's quiver*d in Piſauder's heart; 
Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumeus, tall- 
Their fall in thunder echoes round the walls. 296 
The rett retreat: the victors now advance, | 
Each from the dead reſumes his bloody lance. 
Again the foe diſcharge the ſteely ſhower ; 
Again made fruſtrate by the Virgin-power. _ 
dome, tura*d by Pallas, on the threſhold all; 301 
dome wound the gate, ſome ring againſt the wall; 
dome weak, or ponderous with the brazen head, 
Drop harmleſs on the pavement ſounding dead. 
The bold Amphimedon his javelin caſt ; - 
Thy hand, Telemachus, it lightly raz'd : 
And from Cteſppus? arm the ſpear elanc'd 
On good Eumzus? ſhield and ſhoulder glanc'd: 
Not leſſen'd of their force (fo flight the wound) 
Each ſung along, and dropp d upoa the ground, 
Fate doom'd the next, Eurydamus, to bear 311 
The death, ennobled by Ulyſſes? ſpear. 
By the bold ſon Amphimedon was ſlain : 
And Polybus renown'd the faithful ſwain. 
Piered throv h the breaſt the rude Cte ſippus bled 
And thus Ph. e tius gloried o' er the dead. 316 
| There end thy pompous vaunts and high diſ- 
Oh! ſharp in ſcaadal, voluble, and vain ! [dain; 
How weak is mortal pride ! To Heaven alone 
i TY event of actions and our fates are known; 
deoffer, behold what gratitude we bear: 321 
The victim's heel is anfwer'd with this ſpear, 
Ulyſſes brandiſtd high his vengeful ſteel, 
Ard Damaſtordes that inftant iell | 
Faſt-by Leocritus expiring lay, C555 
Ide prince's javelin tore its bloody wa 326 
Through all his bowels ; down he tumbles prone, 
His batter'd f.ont and brains beſr+ ar the ſtone. 
Now Pallas ſhines confefs'd ! aloft ſhe ſpreads 
arm of vengeance over their guilty heads; 
The dreadful =>gis blaze in their eye; 
Amaz'd they ſee, they tremble, and they fly : 
mo diſtracted, through the rooms they 
fling, 
like oxen maddet'd by the breeze”s ſting, 
When ſultry days, and long, ſucceed the gentle 
ſpring, | 


396 


341 
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| Ard a red deluge floats the reeking itone. 


1 _ Prieſt as thou art! for that deteſted band 


| And (what the Gods heftow) the loſty lay, 


292 


Not bal? ſo keen fierce vultures of the chaſe, 
Stoop from the mountains on the feather'd race, 
When, the wide field extended ſnares beſet, 348 
With conſcious dread they ſr un the quivering net 
No help, vo flight: but, wounded every way, 
Headlong they drop: the:fowlers ſeize the prey. 
Cn all ſdes thus they double wound on wound, 
In prottrate heaps the wrctches beat the ground, 
Unmanly 1 rieks precede each dying groan, 354 
Leiodes frit before the vigor falls; 
The wretched augur thus for mercy calls : 
Ch gracious hear! nor let thy ſupppliant bleed: 
Still undiſhonour?d, or by word or deed, 359 
Thy houſe, for me, remains; by me repreſs'd - 
Full aft was check?d thꝰ injuſtice of the reſt: 
Averſe they heard me when I counſell'd well. 
| Their. hearts were harden'd, and they juſtly fell. 
Gh ! ſpare an augur's conſecrated head, 364 
Nor add the blameleſs to the guilty dead! 


a 


Thy lying prophecies deceiv'd the land: 

Agai.:it Ulyfles bave thy vows been made, 

For them, thy daily oriſons were paid: 69 

Yet more, ev'n to our bed thy pride aſpires ; 

One common crime one common fate requires, 
Thus ſpeaking, from the ground the ſword he 

took . 

Which Agelais? dying hand forſook; 

Full through his neck the weighty faulchion ſped : 

Along the pavement roll'd the muttering head. 
Phemius alone the hand of vengeance ſpar*d, 

Phemius the ſweet, the Heaven- inſtructed bard. 

Be ſide the gate the reverend minftrel ſtands ; 

The lyre, row filent, trembling in bis hands; 


2 


bo 
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Dubious to ſupplicate the chief, or fly 380 
To Jove's ivviolable altar nigh, i 

Where oft Laërtes holy vows had paid, | 
And oft Uly Tes ſmoking victims laid. 383 


His honour'd harp with care he firſt ſet down, 
Between the laver and the ſilver throne 
Then proſtrate ſtreteh'd before the dreadful man, 
Perſuaſ ve, thus with accent ſoft began; 
O king ! to merey be thy ſoul inclin'd, 
And ſpare the poets ever-gentle kind; 
A deed like this thy future fame would wrong 
For dear to Gods and meu is ſacred fong. 
Self-taught Ing; by Heaven, and Heaven alone, 
The genuine ſzeds of poeſy are ſown 395 


388 


The Gods alone, and gocllike worth, we pay. 
gave then the poet, and thyſelf reward; | 
*Tis thine to merit, mine is to record. 

That here I ſung, was force, and not deſire; 293 


| This hand reluQant toueb'd the warbling wire; 


And let thy ſon atteſt, nor ſordid ꝓay, 
Nor ſervile Battery, ftain'd the moral lay, 
The moving words Tele machus attends, _ 
His fire approaches, and the bard defends. 403 
Ch! mix not, Father, with thoſe impious dead 
The man divine; forbear that ſacred 3 ! 
Medon, the herald, too our arms may ſpare, 
Medon, who made my infancy his care; 
If yet he breathes, permit thy ſon to give 
Thus much to gratitude, and bid lim live. 
Beneath a table, trembling with ditmay, - 
| Couctvd cloſe to earth unhappy Medon lay, 
O02 


42g 


7 


Sprift at the word he eaſt his ſcreen aſide, 


Incens'd too juſtly by that impious brood 


* POPE'S 


Wrapp'd in a new-ſlaig ers ample hide: 
414 
Sprung to the prince,embrac'd his knee with tears, 
And thus with grateful voice addreſs'd his ears: 
. G prinee ! O friend! lo! here thy Medon ſtaads; 
Ab! ſtop the hero's unfe ſiſtecl bands, 
js 
Whoſe guilty glories now are ſet in blood. hot 
To whom Ulyſſes with a pleaſing eye: 
Be bold, on ſriendſhip and my ſon rely 
ive an example for the world to read, 2 
How much more ſafe the good than evil deed: 
Thou, with the Hea ven- taught Bard, in peace 
reſort 5 


From blood and carnage to yon open cdurt ; 


Me other work requires With timorous awe 


From the dire ſoene th? exempted two withdraw, 


Old Euryclea to the deathſul hall: 


The aged governeſs with ſpeed obeys: 
The ſounding portals inſtant they diſplay; 


| Sciree ſure of life, look round, and trembling move 


To the bright altars of Protector Jove. 430 
Mean while Ulyſſes ſearch'd the dome, to find 

If yet there live of all th' offending kind. 

Not one ! complete the bloody tale he found; 


All ſteepꝰd in blood, all gaſping on the ground. 


So when, by hollow ores, the fſner train 435 

Sweep with their arching nets the hoary main, 

And ſcarce the meſhy toils the copious draught 
contain, | 7 | 

All naked of their ele ment, and bare, 

The fiſhes pant and gaſp in thinner air; 

Wide oer the fauds are ſpread the ſtiffening prey, 


Till the warm ſun exhales their ſoul away. 330 


And now the king commands his ſan to call 


The ſon obſervant not a moment ſtays: 
445 


The matron moves, the prince directs the way. 
On heaps of death the ſtern Ulyſſes ſtood, 

All black with duſt, and cover'd thick with blood. 
$0 the grim lion from the ſlaugliter comes, 450 
Dreadful he glares, aud terribly he ſoams, 
His breaſt with marks of carnage painted oer, 
His jaws all dropping with the bulls black gore, 

. Soon as her eyes the welcome object met, 
The guilty fall'n, the mighty deed complete; 


A ſeream of joy bor feeble voice e ay'd: 


Vor fits it that Tele machus command 


The hero eheck'd her, and compos'dly ſfaid— 
Woman, experienc*d as thou art, control 

Tndecent joy, and fea't thy ſecret ſoul. RE 

T? inſult the dead, is cruel and unjuſt ; 450 


Fate and their crime have ſunk them to the duſt. 


Nor heeded theſe the cenſure of nankind. 
The good and bad were equal in their mind, 


Juſtly the price of worthleſſneſs they paid, 
And each now wails an unlamented ſhade. 


{ 46 
But thou, ſineere, O Eurycl a! ſay 8 x 
What maids diſhonour us, and what obey ? 

Then ſhe : In theſe thy kingly walls remain 
(My ſon) full fifty of the handmaid train, b 
Taught by my care to cull the fleece, or weave, | 
And ſervitude with pleafing taſks deceive; 470 
Of theſe, twice fix purſue their wicked way, 

Nor me, nor chiſte Penelope obey ; 


(Toung as he is) his mother's female band. 475 | 


HO MER. 


Hence to the upper chambers let me fly, 
Where ſlumbers ſoft now cloſe the royal eye; 
There wank her with the news——the matron 
; cry'd, 255 
Not ſo, (Uly Tes more ſedate reply'd) 
Brin 8 = the crew who wrought theſe guilty 
eedls: REL 
In haſte the matron parts; the king procceds 58 
Now to diſpoſe the dead, the care r maias 
To you, my fon, aud yon, my laithſul Wwains; 
Tir offending females to that taſk we doom, 
To wath, to ſcent, and purify the room, 426 
Theſe (every table cleaas'd, and every throne, 
Aud all the melancholy labour done) 
ive to yon cou: t, without the palace wall, 
There the revengicg iword ſhall ſmite them all; 
So with the ſuitors Lt them mix in duſt, 496 
Stretch'd in a long oblivion of their luſt. x 
He ſaid : the lamentable train appear, 
Each vents a groan, and drops a tender tear ; 
Fach heavd her mouruful burthen „ and beneath 
The porch, depos'd the ghaſtly heaps of death. 
fag chief ſevere, compelling each to move, 
Irg'd the dire taſk imperious from above. 
With thirſty ſponge they rub the tables Oer, 
(The ſwains unite their toil) the walls, the 
floor, 35 3 Lgore. 
Wa d with th' effuſve wave, are purg'd of 
Once more the palace ſet in fair array, 
To the baſe court the females take their way; 
There compaſ d cloſe between the dome and wall, 


0 ny” ot laſt ſcene) they trembling wait their 


fall. | 50. 
Then thus the prince: To theſe ſhail we afford 
A fate ſo. pure as by the martial ſword! 

To theſe, the nightly proſtitutes to f ame, 

And baſe revilers of our houſe and name? 
Thus ſpeaking, on the circli-g wall he ſtrung 
A ſhip's tough cable, from a column hung; 

Near the high top he ſtrainꝰd it ſtrongly round, 

Whence no contending foot could reach the ground. 

Their heads above connected in a row, 

They beat the air with quivering fect below : 515 

Thus, on ſome tree hung dee Wo in the ſnare, 

The doves or thruſhes flap their wings in air. 

Soon fed the ſoul impure, and left behind 

The empty corſe to waver with the wind. 

Then forth they led Melanthius, and began 

Their bloody work: they lopp'd away the man, 

Morſel for dogs! then trimm'd with brazen ſheers 

The wretch, and ſhorten'd of his noſe and ears; 

His hands and feet laſt felt the cruel ſteel- 

Hie roar'd, and torments gave his ſoul to hell— 
They waſh, and to Ulyſſes tale their way 3 226 
So ends the bloody buſineſs of the day. 
To Evryclea then addreſs'd the bing: 

Brirg hither fire, and hither ſulphur bring, 

o purge the palace: then, the queen attend, 

And let her with her matror-train deſcend 

The matron-train, with all the virgin-band, 

Aſſemble here to learn their lord's command. 

Then Euryclea : Joyful I obey, 2 

But caſt thoſe mean diſi oneſt rags away: 335 


| Permit me frit the royal robes to bring: 


Ill .vits this garb the f.oulders of a king. 


L 
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L 
POPE?S 
Bring ſulphur ſtrait, and fire, (the monareh 


eries 
She bears 3 at the word obedient flies, 
With fire and ſulphur, eure of noxious fumes, 
He purg d the walls, ad blood-polluted rooms. 
Again the matron ſprings with eager pace, 
And ſpreads her lord's return from place to place, 
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They hear, ruſh forth, and inſtant round him 
ſtaud 1 

A gazing throng, a torch in every hand. 

They ſaw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 

Each humbly kiſs'd his knee, or hand, or face 3 

He knows them all; in all ſuch truth appears, 

Ev'n he indulges the ſweet joy of tears. 


—— — — 


S © R — 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Puariclea atvakens Penelope with the news of Ulyſſess return, and the death of the ſul tore. Pats 
ſearcely credits her 1, but ſujjoſes ſome Go! has ; uniſhed them, and deſcends from her apartment in doubt, 
U es and Peneloje, ſnhe is quite unſatisfied. Minerva reſleret him to the 

beauty of his youtn But the queen continues incredulous, i by ſome circumſtunces ſhe i+ convin ed, ant 
falls into all the tranſ;orts of paſſion and tenderneſs, | 
Tie next morning Ulyſſes, arming hin;ſe!lf and his friends, goes from the city to 


At the firſt inter viecu of Ul 


therr ling ſeparation, 
wiju hits father, 


ws to the queen as in repoſe ſhe lay, 
The nurſe with eager rapture ſpeeds her 


way: ig 
The trankpotts of her faithful heart ſupply - 
A ſudden youth, and give her wings to fly. 

And ſleeps my child? the reverend matron cries: 
Ulyſſes lives! ariſe my child, ariſe ! 6 
At leugth appears the long-expetted hour! 

Ulyſſes eomes | the ſuitors are no more! | 
No more they view the golden light of day ! 
Ariſe, and bleſs thee with the glad ſurvey! 10. 

Toucb'd at her words, the mournful queen re- 

joiu'd 5 a 

Ah! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd mind? 
The righteous Powers, who tread the ſtarry ſkies, 
The weak ealighten, and confound the wiſe, * 
And human thought with unreſiſted ſway, 15 
Depreſs or raiſe, enlarge or take away: 
Truth, by tacir high decree, thy voice forſakes, 
And folly, with the tongue of Wiſdom, ſpeaks : 
Unkind, the fond illuſon to impoſe ! 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes? 20 
Never did I a fleep fo ſweet enjoy, 
vince my dear lord left Ithaca for Troy, 
Why muſt 1 wake to grieve ; and eurſe thy ſhore, 
0 Troy may never tongue pronounce thee 

more | 


Be gone: another might have felt our rage, 25 66 
The good they bated, and the Powers defy'd; 


But age is ſacred, and we ſpare thy age. 
To whom with warmth: My ſoul a lie diſdains; 
Uyſſes lives, thy own Ulyſſes reigns : | 
Thit ſtranger, patient o? the ſuitors? wrongs, 
And the rude licence of ungovern'd tongues, 30 
He, he is thine, Thy fon his latent gueſt | 
Long knew, but lock?d the ſecret in his breaſt ; 
With well-concreted art to end his woes, 
And ourit at once in vengeance on the foes, 
While yet the ſpoke, the queen in tranſport 
WR” | 35 
Swift from the couch, and round the matron hung; 
Faſt ſrom her eye deſcends the rollir tear, 
dy, once, more ſay, is my Ulyſſes here? 


\ 
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The damſel- train turn'd pale at every wound, 


— none pr — — pe cool” ena os 


* 


Theyrecount to each other all that has fa, during 


How could that numerous and outrageous band 
By one be ſla n, though by an hero's hand? 40 
I ſaw it not, ſhe cries, but heard alone, 
When death was buſy, a loud dying groan 3 


Immur'd we fate, and eateh'd each paſting ſound 3 
When death had ſeiz'd her prey thy ſon attends, 
And at his nod the darnſel-train deſcends; 46 
There terrible in arms Ulyfles ſtood, 

And the dead ſuitors almoſt ſwam in blood; 
Thy heart had leap'd, the hero to ſurvey, 
Stern as the ſurly lion o'er his prey, 10 
Glorious in gore now with ſulphureous fires 
The dome he purges, now the flame aſpires : 
Heap'd lie the dead without the palace walls, 
Haſte, daughter, haſte, thy own Ulyſſes calls? 
Thy every with the bounteous Gods beſtow, 55 
Enjoy the preſent good, and former woe; 
Ulyſſes lives, his vanquiſt'd foes to ſee; 
He lives to thy Telamachus and thee ! 
Ahl no; with \ghs Penelope rejoin'd, 
Exceſs of joy diſturbs thy wandering mind; 66 
How bleſs'd this happy hour, ould he appear, 
Dear to us all, to me ſupremely dear! 

Ah! no; ſome God the ſuitors* deaths decreed, 
Some Gd deſcends, and by his hand they bleed; 
Bliad! to contemn the ſtranger's righteous cauſe, 
And violate all hoſpitable laws! 
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But Heaven is juſt, and by a God they dy'd, 
For never muſt Uly es view this ſhore 
Never! the lov'd Ulyſſes is no more: 70 
What words (the matron eries) have reach'd my 
ears? 
Doubt we his preſence, when he now appears ? 
Then bear conviction: Ere the fatal day 
That fore d Ulyſſes oer the watery way, 
A. boar fierce-ruſhing in the ſylvan war 75 
Plougb'd half this thigh; I ſaw, I ſaw the ſcar, 
And wild with tranſport had reveaPd the wound; 


1 


| But ere I ſpoke, he roſe, and chegk'd the ſound, 


* 


Then, daughter, haſte away! and if a lie 

Flow from this tor gue, then let thy ſervant die! 
To whom with dubious joy the queen replies: 

Wile is thy ſoul, but crrors ſeize the wiſe ; 

The works of Gods what mortal can ſurvey ? 

Who knows their motives ? Who ſhall trace their 

way? 4 | | 

But Icarn we inſtant how the ſuitors trod 85 

The paths of death, by man, or by a God. 
Thus ſpeaks the queen, and no reply attends, 

But with alternate joy and fear deſcends; 

At every ſtep debates her lord to prove! 

Or run ing to his arms, confeſs her love! go 

Then gliding through the marble valves, in ſtate 

Oppos'd b<tore the ſhining fre ſate. | 

The monarch, by a eclumn high enthron%d, 

His eye withdrew, ard fd it on the ground; .95 

Cvrious to hear his queen the {lence break: | 

Amaz'd the ſate, and impotent to ſpeak; 

O'er all the man her cyes ſhe rolls in vain, 

Now hopes, now fears, now kuows, then doubts 

again. | 

At length Telemachus—Oh! who can find 100 

A woman like Penelope unkind ? | 

Why thus in ftlence ! why with winnirg charms 

Thus flow, to fly with rapture to bis arms ? 

Stubborn the breaſt that with no tranſport glows, 

When twice ten years are paſs'd of mighty woes; 

To ſoftneſs lou, to ſpouſal love unknown, 

The Gods have form'd that rigid heart of ſtone! 

O my Tcelemachus ! the queen rejoin'd, 

Piſtracting fears confound my labouring mind; 

Powerleſs to ſpeak, J ſcarce uplift my eyes, 110 

Nor dare to queſtion ; doubts on doubts ariſe. 

Ch! deign he, if Ulyſſes, to remove 

Theſe boding thovght-, and what he is, to prove! 
Pleas'd with her virtuous fears, the king replies, 

Indulge, my ſon, the cautions of the wiſe z 115 


Time ſhall the truth to ſure remembrance bring: 


This gab of poverty belies the king: 

No more.—T his day our deepeſt care requires, 
Cautious to act what thought mature inſpires. 

If one man's blood, thaugh mean, diſtain our hands, 
The homicide retreats to foreign lands; 121 


By ue, in heaps th? illuſtrious peerage falle, 


Th' Important deed our whole attention calls. 
Be that thy care, Telemachus replies, 

The world conſpires to ſpeak Ulyſſes wiſe; 125 
For wiſdom all is thine! lo, J obey, 

And dauntlefs follow where you lead the way; 
Nor ſhalt thou in the day of danger find 

Thy coward ſon d-gen: rate lag behind. 

Then inftant to the bath (the monarch cries) 
Pid the gay youth ard ſprightly virgins riſe, 131 
Therce all deſcend in pomp and proud array, 
And bid the dome reſound the mirthful lay; 
While the ſwift lyriſt airs of rapture ſings, 

And ſorms the dance reſponſ.ve to the firings. 135 
That her ce th*eluded paſſengers may ſay, 

Lo! the queen weds ! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 

1 he ſuhhors' death unbnowy, till we remove 

Far from the court, and act inſpire by jJove. 

Thus ſpoke the king: th' obſervant train obey, 
At once thy bathe, and dreſs in proud array: 141 
The lyriſt {tribes the ſtring: gay youths advance, 


And fair-zon'd damſels form the ſprigbtly dance, 
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The voice attun'd to inftrumental ſounds, 
Aſcends the roof ; the vaulted roof rebounds ; 145 
Not vr.obſerv'd : the Greeks eluded ſay 

Lo! the queen weds ! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 


{ Inconftant! to admit the bridal hour. 


Thus they—but nobly chaſte ſhe weds no more, 


Man while the weary*d king the bath aſcends; 


With faithtul cares Eurynome attends, 

Oer every limb a ſhower of fragrance ſheds ; 
Then, dreſs'd in pomp, magnificent he treads, 
The Warrior. Goddeſs gives Pas frame to ſhine 
With majeſty enlarg'd, and grace divine, 1 55 
Back from his brows in wavy ringlets fly 

His thick large locks of hyacinthine dye. 

As by ſome artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 

His heavenly i{kill, a breathing image lives; 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 
And the pale ſilver glows with fuſile gold: 161 
So Pallas his heroic form improves 


] With bloom divine, and like a God he moves z 


More high he treads, and iſſuing forth in ſtate, 
Radiant before bis gazing conſort ſate. 165 
And, O my queen he cries, what power above 
Has ſteel'd that heart averſe to ſpouſal love! 
Canſt thou, Penelope, when heaven reſtores 
Thy loſt Ulyſſes to Nis native ſhores, © 
Canſt thou, oh cruel ! unconcern'd furvey 176 
Thy loft Ulyſſes, on this Ggnal day? 
Haite, Euriclea, and diſpatchful ſpread 
For me, and me alone, th' imperial bed: 
My weary nature craves the balm of reſt: . 
But Heaven with adamant has arm'd ber breaſt, 
Ah! no; ſhe cries, a tender heart I bear, 176 
A foe to pride; no adamant is there; | 
And now, ev'n now it melts ! for ſure I ſee 
Once more Ulyſſes, my belov'd in thee! 
Fix'd in my ſoul as when he ſail'd to Troy, 126 
His mage dwells : then haſte the bed of joy 
Haſte, from the bridal bower the bed tranſlate, 
Fram'd by his hand, and be it dreſs in ſtate ! 
Thus ſpeaks the queen, till dubious, with diſ- 
uiſe 3 | 
Touch-d at her words, the king with war mth replies: 


Alas, for this! what mortal ſtrength can move 185 


The enormous hurthen, who but Heaven above! 

It mocks the weak attempts of human hands ; 

But the whole earth muſt move, it Heaven com- 
mands, + | X 


Then hear ſure evidence, while we diſplay 190 


Words ſeabd with ſacred truth, and truth obey : 
This hand the wonder- fram'd; an olive ſpread 
Full in the court its ever verdant head, 

Vaſt as ſome mighty column's bulk, on high 
The huge trunk roſe, and beav'd into the ſæy 195 
Around the tree I rais'd a nuptial bower, 

And roof*d defenſive of the ſtorm and ſhower; 


The ſpacious valve, with art inwrought, conjoins; | 


And the fair dome with polith'd marble ſhines. 
I lopp*d the branchy head; aloft in twain 200 


Sever'd the bole, and ſmooth'd the ſhining grain; 


Then poſts, capacious of the frame, I raiſe, 
And bore it, regular, from ſpace to ſpace : 
Athwart the frame, at equal diſtance, lie 204 
Thongs of tough hides, that boaſt a purple dye; 
Then, poliſhing the whole, the finiſt*d mould 
With filver ſhone, with elephant, and gold, 


8 \ 
But if oferturnd by rude ungovern'd hands, 
Or ſtill inviolate the olive ſtands, 8 

is thine, O queen, to ſay: and now impart, 210 


If fears re main, or doubts diſtract thy heart? 


While yet he ſpeaks, her powers of life decay, 
She ſiekens, trembles, falls, and faints away: 
At length recovering, to his arms the flew, 
And ſtrain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt ſhe grew : 
The tears pour?d down amain: and, Oh! ſhe cries, 
Let not againſt thy ſpouſe thine anger riſe! 
Oh! vers'd in every turn of human art, 
Forgive the weakneſs of a woman's heart! 
The righteous Powers, that mortal lots diſpoſe, 220 
Decree us to ſuſtain a length of woes, 
And from the flower of life, the bliſs deny 
To bloom together, fade away, and die. 
Oh! let me, let me not thine anger move, 
That 1 forbore, thus, thus to ſpeak my love, 225 
Thus in fond hifles, while the tranſport warms, 
Pour out my ſoul, and die within thy arms! 
I dreaded fraud! Men, faithleſs men, betray 
Our eaſy faith, and make the ſex their prey: 
Againſt the fondneſs of my heart I ſtrove, 230 
Twas caution, O my lord ! not want of love: 
Like me had Helen fear d, with wanton char ms 
Ere the fair miſchief ſet two worlds in arms 
Ere Greece roſe dreadful in th? avenging day 
Thus had ſhe fcar'd, ſhe had not gone aſtray. 235 
But Heaven, averſe to Greece, in wrath decree 
That ſhe ſhould wander, and that Greece ſhould 
bleed : | | | | 
Blicd to the ills that from injuſtice flow, 9 
She colour'd all our wretched lives with woe. 
But why theſe ſorrows when my lord arrives? 
Iyi:ld! Lyield } my own Ulyſſes lives! 241 
The ſecrets of the bridal bed are known 
To thee, to me, to Actoris alone, 
(My father*s preſent in the ſpouſal hour, 
The ſole attendant on our genial bower). 245 
Since what no eye has ſeen thy tongue reveaPd, 
Hard and diftruſtful as Jam, I yield, 
Touch'd to the ſoul, the king with rapture 
hears, tears. 
Hangs round her neck, and ſp-aks his joy in 
As to the ſnipwreck'd mariner, the ſhores 250 
Dclightful rife, when angry Neptune roars; 
Then, when the ſurge in thunder mounts the ſky ; 
And gulf'd in crowds at one? the failors die; 
If one more happy, while the tempeſt raves, 
Out- lives the tumult of conflict ing waves, 255 
All pale, with ooze deform'd he views the ſtrand, 
Andplunging forth withtranſport graſps the land: 
The raviſt'd queen with e ee glows, 
Claſps her lov*d lord, and to his boſom grows, 
Nor had they ended till the morning ray: 260 
But Pallas backward held the riſing day, 
Tie wheels of night retarding, to detain 
e gray Aurora in the wavy main! 
Whoſeflaming ſteeds emerging through the night, 
Beam over the eaſtern hills with ſtreaming light, 
At length Ulyſſes with a figh replies: | 
Yet Fate, yet cruel Fate, repoſe denies; 
A labour long, and hard, remains behind; 
By Heaven above, by Hell beneath enjoin'dl: 
For, to Tire ſias through th? eternal gates 270 
of hell I trode, to learn my future fates, 
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| Why in this hour of tranſport wound thy ears, 


293 


But end we here — the night demands repoſe, 
Be deck*dthe couch! and peace awhile, my woes. ! 
To whom the queen : Thy word we ſhall obey, 
And deck the couch; far hence be woes away; 
Since the juſt Gods, who tread the ſtarry plains, 
Reſtore thee ſafe, i nce my Ulyſſes reigns. 
But what thoſe perils Heaven decrees, impart z 
Knowledge may grieve, but fear diſtracts the heart, 
To this the king: Ah! why muſt ] diſcloſe 280 
A dreadful ſtory of approaching woes? 


When thay muit learn what I muſt ſpeak with 
tzars ? | | 

Heaven, by the Theban ghoſt, thy ſpouſe deerces, 

Torn from thy arms, to fail a length of ſeas ;. 

From realm to realm a nation to explore 286 

Who ne'er knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 

Nor ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the ſurgy plain, 

A painted wonder, flying on the main | 

An oar my band mutt bear; a ſhepherd eyes 290 

The unknown inſtrument with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 

And calls a corn- van: this upon the plain 

I fix, and hai] the monarch of the main; 

Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore | 

Of victims vow'd, a ram, a bull, a boar: 208 

Thence ſwift re-ſailing to my native ſhores, 

Due victims flay to all the ethereal Powers. 

Then Heaven decrees in peace to end my days. 

And ſteal myſelf from life by flow decays; 

Unknown to pain; in age reſign my breath, 308 

When late ſtern Neptune points the ſhaft of death; 

To the dark grave retiring as to reſt; 

My people bleſſing, by my people bleſs'd. ¶ play 

Such future ſcenes th? all righteous Powers diſ- 
By their dread * ſeer, and ſuch my future day. 

To,whom thus firm of ſoul : If ripe for death, 
And full of days, thou gently yield thy breath : 
While Heaven a kind releafe from ills foreſhows; 
Triumpl, thou happy victor of thy woes! 

But Euryclea with diſpatchful care, 315 
And ſage Eurynome, the couch prepare: 
Inſtant they bid the blazing torch diſplay 
Around the dome an artificial day z _ 
Then to repoſe her ſteps the matron bends, 
And to the queen Eurynon.e deſcends z 320 
A torch ſhe bears, to light with guiding fres 
The royal pair; ſhe guides them, and retires. 
Then inſtant his fair tpouſe Ulyſſes led 
To the chaſte love-ritcs of the nuptial bed. 

And now the blooming youths and ſprightly fair 
Ceaſe the gay dance, and to their reſt repair; 32 
But in diſcourſe the king and conſort lay, 
While the ſoft hours ſtole unperceiv'd away,: 
Intent he hears Penelope diſcioſ- 256 
A mournſul ſtory of domeſtic woes, E 
His ſervants inſults, his invaded bed, ; 
How his whole flocks and herds exhauſted Hled, 
His generous wines dit.onour'd thed in yain, 
And the wild riots of the ſuitor train. 

The king alternate a dire tale relates, 

Of wars, of triumphs, and diſaſtrous fates ; 
All he unfolds ; his liſtening ſpouſe turns pale 
With pleaſing horror at the dreadful tale! 
Slecpleſs devours each word; and hears how ſain 
Cicons on Cicons ſwell th* enfanguin'd plain; 
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1 ** Tirefac, 


How to the land of Lote unbleſs'd he fails : 

And images the rills, and flowery vales! | 
How, daſh'd like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore, 
(Not unreveng' d) and quaft*d the ſpouting gore; 
How, the loud ſtorms in priſon bound, he ſails 
From friendly Zolus with proſperous gales ; - 
Yet Fate withſtands l a ſudden tempeſt roars, 
And whirls him groaning from his native ores : 
How, on the barbarous Læſtrigonian coaſt, 350 
By ſavage hands his fleet and friends he loſt; 
How ſcarce himſelf ſurviv'd : he paints the bower, 
The ſpells of Circe, and her magic power, | 
His dreadful journey to the realms beneath, 
To ſeek Tirefias in the vales of death; 
How, in the dole ſul manſions he ſur vey'd 
His royal mother, pale Anticle#*s ſhade 3 
And friends in battle lain, heroic ghoſts ! 
Then bow, unarm'd he paſt the Syren-coaſts, 
The juſtling rocks where fierce Charybdis raves, 
And howling Scylla whirls her thunderous waves, 
The cave of death! How his companions ſlay 
The oxen ſacred to the God of Day, 

Till Jove in wrath the rattling tempeſt guides, 
And whelms th? offenders in the roaring tides, 


355 


How, ſtruggling through the furge, he reach'd | 


the ſhores 
Of fair Ogygia, and Calypſo's bowers; | 
Where the gay blooming nymph conſtrain'd his 
ſta , } : 
With ſaver reluftant-amorous delay; 
And promis'd, vainly promis'd, to beſtow. 370 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe : 
How ſavꝰd from ftorms, Phæacia's coafts he trod, 
By great Alcinous honour'd as a God, 


366 
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Whe gave him laft his eountry to behold, 
With change of raiment, braſs, and heaps of gold 
He ended, finking into ſteep, and ſhares 30 
A ſweet forgetfulnefs of all his cares. 8 
Soon as ſoit flumber eas'd the toils of day, 
Minerva ruſhes through the atrial way, 
And bids Aurora, with her golden wheels, 
Flame from the ocean oer the eaftern bills; 
Uproſe Ulyſſes from the genial bed, 
And thus with thought mature the monarch aid : 


330 


My Queen! my Conſort! through a length of 


Years, : 
We drank the cup of forrow mix'd with tears, 385 
Thou, for thy lord: while me tl immortal Powers 
Detain'd reluctant from my native ſhores. 
Now, bleſt again by Heaven, the queen diſplay, 
And rule our palace with an equal ſway : _ 
Be it my care, by loans, or wartial toils, 
To throng my empty folds with gifts or ſpoils, 
But now I haſte to bleſs Laertes? eyes 
With fight of his Ulyſſes ere he dies; 
The good old man, to waſting woes a prey, 
Weeps a fad lite in ſolitude away. © [folg 
But hear, though wiſe ! This morning ſpall un, 
The deathfub ſcene 3 on heroes, heroes rolbd. 
Thou with thy maids within the palace ftay, 
From all the ſcene of tumult far away! 

He fpoke, and ſheath'd in arms inceffant flies. 
To wake his fon, and bid his friends ariſe, 45! 
To arms! aloud he cries; his friends obey, 
With glittering arms their manly limbs array, 


| And paſs the city gate: Ulyſſes leads the way, 


Now flames the roſy dawn, but Pallas ſnrouds 405 
The latent warriors in a veil of cloyds, 


The f uls of the ſuitors are conducted by Mercury to the infernal ſhades, 5 Lyse: in the ecuntry geo, to the | 


retireme t of his father Laertes;, he finds him buſied in his garden all alere: the manner of his diſcovery 
to him is beautifully deſcribed. "They return togetier ta his lodge, and the king. is ocknowledged by 


Delius and the ſervants. 


The Ithacenſans, led by Eutithes, the father of Artinous riſe againſt Uiyſes, 


cu gives them battle, in wvhic" Eufithes is killed by Laertes : and the Gaddeſ: Pallas makes a lasting 


peace between 


TLLENTUS now to Pluto's dreary reign 
Conveys the dead, a lamentable train! 
The golden wand, that cauſes fleep to fly, 
Or in ſoft ſlumber ſeals the, wakeful eye, 


That drives the ghoſts to realms of night or day; 8 


Points out the long uncomfortable way, 
Trembling the ſpe&res glide, and plaintive vent 
Thin, hollow ſcreams, along the deep deſcent, 
As in the cavern of ſome rifted den, 

Where flock nocturnal bats, and birds obſcene; 10 


Clutter'd they bang, till at ſome ſudden ſhock, 


They move, and murmursrunthrough all the rock; 
So cowering fled the ſable heaps of ghoſts, 

And ſuch a ſeream fill'd all the diſmal coafts, 
And now they reach'd the earth's remoteſt ends. 


Ulyſſes and ks ſubje&s, c concludes che Odyſſey. 


4 


| And now pervade the duſky land of Dreams, 


And Leucas? rock, and Ocean's vtmoit ſtreams, 


And reſt at laſt, where ſouls unbodied dwell 
In ever-flowering meads of aſphodel. 

The empty forms of men inhabit there, 
Impaſſive ſemblance, images of air! 


29 


Nought elſe are all that ihin'd on carth beiare; 


Ajax and great Achilles are no more ! 

Yet, ſtill a maſter ghoſt, the reſt he aw'd, 25 

The reſt ador'd him, towering as he trod: 

Still at his ſide ia Neſtor's ſoa ſurvey'd, 

And lov'd Patroclus ſtill attends his ſhade, 
New a3 they were to that infernal ſhore, 

The ſuitors ſtopp'd, and gaz'd the hero o'er, 30 

When, moving flow, the regal form they view d 


And now the gates where evening Sol deſcendz, Of great Atrides ; him in pomp purſued 


d, 
0 


Ig 
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4nd ſolemn ſadneſs through the gloom of hell, 
The train of thoſe who by #-.gyttus fell. 

O mighty chief! (Pelides thus began) 35 
Honourꝰd by Jove above the lot of man! 
King of a hundred kings! to whom reſfign'd 
The ttrongeſt, braveſt, greateſt of mankind, 
Convit thou the firſt to view this dreary ſtate ? 


And was the nobleſt the firſt mark or Fate? 40 


Conde mnꝰd to pay the great arrear ſo ſoon, 
The lot, which all lanieat, and none can ſhun ; 
Oh! better hadſt thou ſunk in Trojan ground, 


With all thy full-blown bonours cover'd round! | 


Thea grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might 
ralie. | "5 

Hiſtoric marbles to record thy praile : 

Thy praiſe eternal on the faithful ſtone 

Had with tranſmiſlive glories grac'd thy ſon, 

But heavier fates were deſtin'd to attend: 


What man is happy, till he knows his end? 30 


O ſon of Peleus! greater than mankind! 

(Thus Agamemnon's kingly i ade rejoio'd) 

Thrice happy thou! to preſs the martial plain 

„idſt heaps of heroes in thy quarrel ſlain: 

In clouds of ſmoke, rais?d by thy noble fray, 

Great and terrific ev'n in death you lay, 56 

Aud deluges of blood flow'd round you every 
way. 

Nor ee the ſtrife, till Jove himſelf oppos'd, 

And all in tempeſts the dire evening elos'd. 

Then to the fleet we bore the honour'd load, 60 

And decent on the funeral bed beftow?d, 

Then unguents ſweet and tepid ſtreams we 
ſhed ; ; 

Tears flow d from every eye, and o' er the dead 

lach clipt the curling honours of lis head. 

Struck at the news thy azure Mother came: 63 

The ſea- green ſiſters waited on the dame: 

A voice of loud lament through all the main 

Was heard: and terror ſeiz'd the Grecian train: 

Back to their ſhips the frighted hoſt had fled ; 

But Neſtor ſpoke, they liſtenꝰd and obey'd. © 

(From old experience Neſtor's counſel ſprings, 

And long viciſſitudes of human things.) 

« Forbear your flight: fair Thetis from the main, 

To mourn Achilles, leads her azure train.“ 

Around thee ſtands the daughters of the deep, 75 

Robe thee in heavenly veſts, and round thee weep, 

Round thee, the Muſes, with alternate ſtrain, 

In ever-conſecratiag verſe, complain. 

Lach warlike Greek the moving muſic hears, 


And iron-hearted heroes melt in tears 80 


Lillſzventeen nights and ſeveateen days return'd, 
All that was mortal or immortal mourn'd. 

To flames we gave these the ſuccceding day, 

And fatted ſheep and ſable oxen ſlay ; 

With oils and honey blaze ti aug mented fires. 8 5 


And, live a God, adorn'd, thy earthly part expires, 


Unnumber'd warriors round the burning pile 
Urge the fect courſer's oer the racer's toil 1 

Itick clouds of duſt oer all the circle riſe, 

And the mid clamour thunders in the flies. go 
Soon as abſorpt in all-embracing flame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 

We then collect thy ſnowy bones, and place 


With wines and unguents in a golden vaſe 
Von. VI. m f PR” 
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(The vaſe to Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 95 
And Vulcan's art enricl?d the ſculptur'd gold.) 
There we thy relics, great Achilles ! blend 
With dear Patroclus, thy departed friend: 

In the ſame urn a ſeparate ſpace contains 

Thy next betow'd Antilochus' remains. 100 
Now all the ſons of warlke Greece ſurround 
Thy deſtin'd tomb, aud caft a mighty mound ; 
High on the ſhore the growing hill we riſe, 

That wide th* extended Helleipont ſurveys : f 
Where all, from age to age who paſs the coat, 105 
May oy Achilles? tomb, and hail the miglity 

ghoſt. 


Thetis herſelf to all our peers proclaims 


Heroic prizes and exequial games 

The Gods aſſented; and around thee lay 

Rich ſpoils and gitts that blaz'd againſt the day, 
Oft have I feen with ſolemn funeral games 111 
Heroes and kings committed to the flames; 

But ſtrength of youth, or valour of the brave 
With nobler conteſt ne'er renown'd a grave, 
Such were the games by azure Thetis. given, 115 
And ſuch thy honours, O belov'd of Heaven! 
Dear to mankind thy fame ſurvives, nor ſades, 
Its bloom eternal in the Stygian ſhades, 

But what to me avail my bonours gone, 
Succeſsful toils, and battles bravely won, 129 
Doom'd by ſtern Jove at home to end my life, 
By curſt Ægyſtus and a faithleſs wife! 

Thus they ; while Hermes o'er the dreary plain 
Led the ſad numbers by Ulyſſes ſlain, | 
On each majeſtic form they caſt a view, . 125 
And timorous paſs'd and awfully withdrew. 

But Agamemnon, through the gloomy ſhade. 
His ancient hot Amphimedon ſurvey'd; 


What cauſe compell'd ſo many and fo gay, 130 

To tread the downward, melancholy way? 

Say, could one city yield a troop ſo fair? 

Were all theſe partners of one native air? 

Or did the rage of ſtormy Neptune 3 

Your lives at once, and whelm beneath the deep ? 

Did nightly thieves, or pirates cruel bands, 136 

Drench with your blood your pillag'd country's 
ſands ? | 

Or well-defending ſome beleagur'd wall, 

Say, for the public did ye greatly fall? 

Inform thy gueſt ; for ſuch I was of yore 140 


Son of Melanthius ! (he began) oh ſay! a 


When our triumphant navies touch'd your ſhore  - 


Forc'd a long month the wintery ſeas to bear, 
To move the great Ulyſſes to the war. 

O king of men! I faithful ſhall relate 
(Reply'd Amphimedon) our hapleſs fate. 145 
Ulyſſes abſent, our ambitious aim 
With rival loves purſued his royal dame : 


Her coy reſerve, and prudence mix2d with pride, 


Our common ſuit nor granted, nor deny'd; 

But cloſe with inward hate our deaths def:gr'd ; 
Vers'd in all arts of wily womankind, 151 
Her hand, laborious in deluſion ſpread 


A ſpacious loom, and mixed the various thread; 


Ye peers (ſhe cry'd) who preſs to gain my heart 
Where dead Ulyſſes claims no more a part, 155 
Yet a ſhort ſpace your rival ſuit ſuſpend, 
Till this funereal web my.labcurs end: 


x. 
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Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 
A taſk of grief, his ornaments of death : 
Leit, when the Fates his royal aſhes claim, 160 
The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotleſs fame; 
Should, he, long honour'd with ſupreme command, 
Want the laſt duties of a dau,hter's hand. 

* The __ pleas?d : our generous train com- 

plwies, | 

Nor fraud miſtruſts in virtues fair diſguiſe, 165 
The wor ſhe ply'd: but, ftudious of delay, 
Each following i:3ght revers'd the toils of day. 
Unheard, unſten, three years her arts prevail: 
The fourth, her maid reveaPd th”? amazing tale, 
And ſhow'd, as unperceiv'd we took our ſtand, 
The backward labours of ber faithleſs hand. 171 
Forc'd ſhe completes it; and before us lay . 


— 


The wingled web, whoſe gold and ſilver ray 
Diſplay'd the radiance of tne night and day. 
Juſt as ſhe finiſh'd her illuſtrious toil, 175 
Nl- fortune led Ulyſſes to our iſie. 
Far in a lonely nook, beſide the ſea, 
At an old ſwineherd's rural lodge he lay: 
Thither his ſon from ſaudy Pyle repairs, 
And ſpeedy lands, and-ſecretiy confers. + 180 
They plan our future ruie, and reſort 
Confederate to the city and the court. 
Firſt came the ſon; the father next ſucceeds, 
Clad like a beggar, whom Eumæus leads; 
Propp'd on a ſtaff, deform'd with age and care, 
And hung with rags that flutter'd in the air. 186 
Who could Ulyſſes in that form behold ? _ 
Scorn'd by the young, forgotten by the old, 
IIl- us'd by all! to every wrong reſ gu'd, 
Patient he ſuffer'd with a conſtant mind. 190 
But when, ariſing in his wrath t' obey 
The will of Jove, he gave the vengeance way : 
The ſcatter'd arms that hung around the dome 
Careful he treaſur'd in a private room: 
Then to her ſuitors bade the queen propoſe 195 
The areher's ſtrife : the ſource of future woes, 
An omen of our death! In vain we drew 
The twanging ſtring, and try*d the ſtubborn yew 
To none it yields but great Ulyfies? hands; | 
In vain we threat; Telemachus commands: 200 
The bow he ſnatch'd, and in an inſtant bent; 
Through every ring the victor arrow went. 
Fierce on the threſt.old then in arms he ſtood: 
Pour'd forth the darts that thirſted for our blood, 
And frown?d before us, dreadful as a God! 205 
Firſt bleeds Antinous; thick the ſhafts reſound; 
And heaps on heaps the wretches ſtrow the 
ground; 
This way, and that, we turn, we fly, we fall: 
Some God aſſiſted, and un mann'd us all: 
Ig noble cries precede the dying groans; 210 
And batter'd brains and blood beſmear the ſtones. 
Thus, great Atrides, thus Ulyſſes drove 
The ſhades thou ſeeſt, from yon fair realms above, 
Our mangled bodies now deformed with gore, 
Cold and neglected, ſpread the marble floor, 215 
No friend to bathe our wounds ! or tears to ſhed 
O'er the pale corſe! the honours of the dead, 
Oh bleſ32d Ulyſſes (thus the king expreſs'd 
His ſudden rapture) in thy conſort bleſs*d ! 
Not more thy wiſdom, than her virtue ſhin'd ; 


Icarius? daughter, glory of the pat, 2222 


| And model to the future age fil all laſt : 


The Gods, to honour her fair fame, ſhall raiſe 
(Their youu reward) a poet in her praiſe. 22 5 
Not ſuch, O Tyndarus, thy daughters deed: 
By whoſe dire hand her king and huſtand bled : 
Her ſhall the Muſe to infamy prolorg, 

Example dread, and theme of tragic ſong ! 

The general ſex ſhall ſuffer in her ſhame, 230 
And ev'n the beſt that bears a woman's name. 


Thus in the regions of eternal ſhade 
Conferr'd the mournful phantoms of the dead; 
While, from the town, Ulyſſes and his band 
Paſs'd to Laertes* cultivated land. 235 
The ground himſelf bad purchas'd with his pain, 
And labour made the rugged ſoil a plain, 

There ſtood his manſion of the rural ſort, 

With uſeful buildings round the lowly court ; 
Where the few ſervants that divide his care, 240 
Took their laberious reſt, and homely fare; 
And one Sicilian matron, old and ſage, 

With conRant duty tends his drooping age. 


Here now arriving to bis ruſtic band 

And martial ſon, Ulyſſes gave command: 24; 

Enter the houſe, and of the briſtly ſwine 

Select the largeſt to the powers divine. 

Alone, and unattended, let me try 

If yet I ſhare the old man's memory: 

If theſe dim eyes can yet Ulyſſes know 250) 

(Their light and deareſt object long ago), 

Now chang'd with time with abſence, and \ g 
with woe? / 

Then to his train he gives his ſpear and ſhield; 

The houſe they enter, and he ſeeks the field, 

Through rows of ſhade, with various fruitage 
crown*d, 255 

And labour'd ſcenes of richeſt verdure round, 

Nor aged Dolius, nor his ſons were there, 

Nor ſervants, abſent on another care ; 

To ſearch the woods for ſets of flowery thorn, 

Their orchard bounds to ſtrengthen and adorn. 


But all alone the hoary king he found; 26! 
His habit coarſe, but warmly wrapt around; 


Fenc*d wi th a double cap of goatſk in hair: 

His buſkins old, in former ſervice torn, 265 
But well repair'd; and gloves againſt the thorn. 
In this array the kingly gardener ſtood. 

And clear'd a plant, encumber'd with its wood, 
Beneath a neighbouring tree the chief divine 
Gad Wer his fre, retracing every line, 279 
The ruins of himſelf! now worn away 

With age, yet ſtill majeſtic in decay! 

Sudden his eyes releas'd their watery ſtore; 

The much-enduring man could bear no more. 
Doubtful he ſtood, if inſtant to embrace 275 
His aged limbs, to kiſs his revererd face, 

With eager tranſport to diſcloſe the whole, 

And pour at once the torrent of his ſoul.— 

Not ſo: his judgment takes the winding way 
Of queſtion diſtant, and of ſoft eſſay: 299 
More gentle methods on weak age employs 3 
And moves the ſorrows to enhance the 10ys. 
Then, to his fire with beating heart he moves; 


Not more thy patience, than her conſtant mind. 


And with a tender pleaſantry reproves : 


His head, that bow*d with many a penſ.ve care, 


1 


ge 


275 


10 0 


Who digging round the plant ſtill hangs his 
head 5 

Nor aught re mits the work, while thus he ſaid: 

Great is thy ſkill, O father, great thy toil, 

Thy careful hand is ſtamp'd on all the ſoil, 

Thy ſquadron'd vineyards well thy art declare, 

The olive green, blue fig, aad pendent pear; — 

And not one empty ſpot eſcapes thy care, 

On every plant and tree thy cares are ſhown, 

Nothing neglected, but thyſelf alone. 

Forgive me, father, if this fault I blame; 

Age ſo advanc'd may ſome indulgence claim, 295 

Not for thy floth, I deem thy lord unkind: 

Nor ſpeaks thy form a mean or ſervile mind: 

I read a monarch in that princely air, 

The ſame thy aſpect, if the ſame thy care; 

Soft ſleep, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 300 

Theſe are the rights of age, and ſhould be thine. 

Who then thy maſter, ſay ? and whoſe the land 

So dreſs'd and manag'd by thy {kilful hand? 

But chief, oh tell me ! (what I queſtion moſt) 

Is this the far- fam'd Ithacenſian coaſt? . gog 

For ſo reported the firſt man I view'd, 

(Some ſurly iſlander, of manners rude) 

Nor further conference vouchſafꝰd to ſtay; 

Heedleſs he whiſtled, and purſu'd his way, 

But thou! whom years have taught to underſtand, 

Humanely hear, and anſwer my demand: [310 

A friend I ſeek, a wiſe one and a brave, 

Say, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave ? 

Time was (my fortunes then were at the beſt) 

When at my houſe Todg'd this foreign gueſt; 315 

He ſaid, from Ithaca's fair iſie he came, 

And old Laertes was his father's name. 

To him, whatever to a gueſt is ow*'d 

| paid, and hoſpitable gifts beſtow?d : 


To him ſeven talents of pure ore I told, 320 
Twelve cloaks, twelve veſts, twelve tunics ſtiff 
with gold; 


A bow], that rich with poliin'd filver flames, 

And, {kilPd in female works, four lovely dames, 
At this the father, with a father's fears, 

(His venerable eyes bedimm'd with tears,) 325 

This is the land; but ah! thy gifts are lo}, 

For godleſs men, and rude, poſſeſs the coaſt ; 

dunk is the glory of this once-fam'd ſhore ! 

Thy ancient friend, O ſtranger, is no more! 

Full recompence thy bounty elſe had borne; 330 

For every good man yields a juſt return: 

do civil rights demand; and who begins 

The track of friendſhip, not purſuing, ſins, 

But tell me, ſtranger, be the truth cenfeſs'd 

What years have circled fince thou ſaw'ſt that 

ueſt ? 235 

That hapleſs gueſt, alas! for ever gone ! 

Wretch that he was! and that T am! my ſon! 

If ever man to miſery was born, 

'Twas his to ſuffer, and tis mine to mourn |! 

Far from his friends, and from his native reign, 340 

He lies a prey to monſters of the maiu, | 

Or ſavage beaſts his mangled relies tear, 

Ur ſcreaming vultures ſcatter through the air: 

Nor could his mother funeral unguents ſhed ; 

Nor wail'd his father o'er th? untimely dead: 345 
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Nor his ſad conſort, on the mournful bier, 
SeaPd his cold eyes or dropp'd a tender tear 
But tell me, who thou art? and what thy race? 
Thy town, thy parents, and thy native place? 


What port receiv*d thy veſſel from the main? 
Or com'ſt thou ſingle, or attend thy train? 
Then thus the ſon : From Alybas I came, 
My palace there ; Eperitus my name, 
Not vulgar born; from Aphidas, the king 334 
Of Polypemon's royal line, I ſpring. 
Some adverſe Dæmon from Sicania bore 
Our wandering courſe, anddrove us on your ſhore; 
Far from the town, an unfrequented bay 
Reliey'd our weary*d veſſel from the ſea, 360 
Five years have circled ſince theſe eyes purſued 
Ulyſſes parting through the ſable flood; 
Proſperous he ſaid, with dexter auguries, 
And all the wing'd good omens of the ſkies. 364 
Well hop'd we, then, to meet on this fair ſhore, 
Whom Heaven, alas! decreed to meet no more. 
Quick through the father's heart theſe accents 
ran : | 
Grief ſeiz*d at once, and wrapt up all the man; 
Deep from his foul he fightd, and ſorrowing 
ſpread | 5 
A cloud of aſhes on his hoary head. 370 
Tremblingwith agonies of ſtrong delight 
Stood the great ſon, heart-wounded with the 
ſight: . 
He ran, he ſeiz?d him with a ſtrict embrace, 
With thouſand kiſſes wander'd o'er his face: 
I, I am he; O father riſe, be hold 375 
Thy ſon, with twenty winters now grown old; 
Thy lon, ſo long defir'd, ſo long detain'd, 
Reitor'd, and breathing in his native land: 
Theſe floods of ſorrow, O my fire, reſtrain! 379 
The vengeance is complete; the ſuitor- train 
Stretch'd in our palace, by theſe hands lie ſlain. 
Ama'd, Laertes, „Give ſome certain ſign, 
& (It ſuch thou art) to manifeſt thee mine.“ 
Lo here the wound (he cries) receiv'd of yore, 
The ſear indented by the tuſky boar, 385 
When by thyſelf and by Anticlea ſent 
To old Autolychus's realms I went. 
Yet by another ſign thy offspring know; 
The ſeveral trees you gave me long ago, 
While, yet a child, theſe fields I lov'd to trace, 
And trod thy footſteps with unequal pace; 391 
To every plant in order as We came, 
Well: pleas'd you told its nature, and its name, 
Whate'er my childith tancy aſé'd, beſtow'd 
Twelve pear-trees bowing with their pendent 
load, ; 395 
And ten, that red with bluſhing apples glow*d; 
Full fifty purple figs ; and many a row 
Of various vines that then began to blow, 
A future vintage! when the Hours produce 
Their latent buds, and Sol exalts the juice. 400 
Smit with the ſigns, which all his doubts ex- 
plain, 
His heart within him melts; his knees ſuftain 
Their feeble weight no more; his arms alone 
Support him, round the lov'd Ulyſſes throwa 
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Ulyfles claſps him to his eager breaſt. 
Soon as returning lite regains its ſeat, 
And his breath lengthens, and his pulſes beat; 
Yes, I believe (he cries) almighty Jove ! 
Feaven rules us yet, and Crods there are above. 
Tis ſo—the ſuitors for their wrongs have paid 
But what ſhall guard us, if the town invade? 412 
If, while the news through every city flies, 
All Ithaca and Cephalenia riſe ? 
To this Ulyſſes : As the Gods ſhall pleaſe 415 
Be all the reſt; and ſet thy ſoul at eaſe. . 
Haſte to the cottage by this orchard ſide, | 
And take the banquet which our cares provide : 
There wait thy faithful band of rural friends, 
And there the young Telemachus attends, 420 
Thus having ſaid, they trac'd the garden o'cr, 
And ſtooping enter'd at a lowly door. | 
The ſwains and young Telemachus they found, 
The victim portion'd, and the goblet crown'd. 
The hoary king, his old Sciciliaa maid * 42g 
Perfum'd and waſh'd, and gorgeouſty array'd. 
Pallas attending gives his frame to ſhize 
With awful port, and majeſty divine; 
His gazing ſon admires the godlike grace, 
And air celeſtial dawning over his face, 439 
What God, he cry'd, my father's form improves? 
How high he treads, and how enlarg'd he moves! 
Oh! would to all the deathleſs Powers on high, 
Pallas and Jove, and him who gilds the ſky! 
(Reply'd the king elated with his praiſe) 435 
My firength were ſtill, as once in better days: 
When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form'd, 
And proud Nericus trembled as I ftorm'd. 
-Such were I now, not abſent from your deed 
When the laſt ſun beheld the ſuitors bleed, 440 
This arm had aided yours; this hand beitrown 
Our floors with death, and puſh*d the ſlaughter 
on; 
Nor had the fire been ſeparate from the ſon. 
They commun'd thus; while homeward bent 
their way 

The ſwains, fatigu'd with lahours of the day; 445 
Dolius the firſt, the veneratle man 
And next his ſons, a long ſucceeding train, 
For due refection to the bower they came, 
Calbd by the careful old Sicilian dame, 449 
Who nurs'd the children, and now tends the ſire ; 
They ſee their lord, they gaze, and they admire, 
On chairs and beds in order ſeated round, 

| They ſhare the gladſome board; the roofs re- 

ſound, 

While thus Ulyſſes to his ancient friend: 

„ Forbear your wonder, and the feaſt attend; 455 
« The rites have waited long.” The chie. com- 

mands | : 

Their loves in vain; old Dolius ſpreads his hands, 
Springs to his maſter with a warm embrace, 
And faftens kiſſes on his hands and face; 459 


He faints, he ſinks, with mighty joys oppreſs'd: | 
406 


Then thus broke out: Oh long, oh daily mourn'd! 


Beyond our hopes, and to our wiſh, return'd! 
Conducted ſure by Heaven! for Heaven alone 45 
Could work this wonder: welcome to thy own! 


And joys and happineſs attend thy throne! 3 


Who knows thy blefvd, thy wiſh'd return! Oh, 
ſay 465 [vey? ) 


To the chaſte Queen, ſhall we the news con- 


Or hears ſhe, aud with bleſſings loads the day? 
Diſmiſs that care, for to the royal bride, 
Already is it known (the king reply'd, 469 
And ttraight reſum'd his ſeat) while round him 
bows 
Each faithful youth, and breathes out ardent 
vows : | 
Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rank'd by their ages, and the banquet grace, 
Now flying fame the ſwift report had ſpread 
Through all the city, of the ſuitors dead. 475 
In throngs they riſe, and to the palace crowd; 
Their ſighs were many, and the tumult loud. 
Weeping they bear the mangl-d heaps of ſlain, 
Inhume the natives in their native plain, 
The reſt in ſhips are wafted oer the main, 480 
Then fad in council all the ſeniors fate, 
Frequent and full, aſſembled to debate. 
Amid the circle nrſt Eupithes roſe, 
Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes : 
The bold Antinous was his age”s pride, 43; 
The firit who by Ulyſſes? arrow dy'd, 
Down his wan cheek the trickling torrent ran, 
As, mixing words with ſighs, he thus began: 
Great deeds, O friends! this wonderous man 
has wrought, 
And mighty bleſlings to his country brought. 490 
With ſhips he parted and a numerous train, 
Thoſe, and their ſhips, he bury'd in the main. 
Now he returns, and i'r{ eſſays his hand 
In the beſt blood of all his native land. 
Haſte then, and ere to neighbouring Pyle he 
flies, 495 
Or ſacred Elis, to procure ſupplies; 
Ariſe (or ye for ever fall) ariſe! 6 
Shame to this age, and all that ſhall ſucceed! 
If unreveng'd your ſons and brothers bleed. 
Prove that we live, by vengeance on his head, gco 
Or Gnk at once forgotten with the dead, 
Here ceas'd he, but indignant tears let fall 
Spoke when he ceas'd: dumb ſorrow touch'd 
then all. 
When from the palace to the wondering throng 
Sage Medon came, and Phemius came along 505 
(Reſtleſs and early ſleep's foft bands they broke); 
And Medon frit th? aſſembled chiefs beſpoke : 
Hear me, ye peers and elders of the land, 
Who deem this act the work of mortal hand; 
As Oer the heaps of death Ulyſſes ſtrode, 510 
Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld a preſent God, 
Who now before htm, now befide hin ſtood, 
Fought as be fought, and marl'd his way with 
' +. blood: EP 
In vain old Mentors form the God hely'd; _ 
Twas Heaven that ſtruck, aud Heaven was on his 
6 515 
A ſudilen horror all th? aſſembly ſhook, 
When, flowly rifrg, Halitherſes ſpoke : 
(Reverend and wiſe, whoſe comprehenſive view 
At once the preſent and the future knew) 
Me, too, ye fathers, hear! from you proceed 529 
The ills ye mourn 3 your own the guilty deed 


5 


oo 


POPE*'S 
Ye gave your ſons, your lawleſs ſons, the rain 
(oft warn'd by Mentor and myſelf in vain). 
An abſent hero's bed they iought to ſoil, 
An abſent hero's wealth they made their ſpoil: 525 
Immoderate riot, and intemp-rate Jutt | | 
Th! offence was great, the puniſhment was juſt, 
Weigh then my counſels in an equal ſcale, 
Nor ruſh to ruin—Juſtice will prevail. 
His moderate words ſome better minds per- 
{uade : 530 
They part, and join him; but the number ſtay'd. 
They ſtorm, they ſhout, with haſty phrenzy tad, 
And ſecond all Eupithes? rage inſpir'd. 
They caſe their limbs in braſs ; to arms they run; 
The broad effulgence blazes in the tun, 535 
Before the city, and in ample plain, 
They meet: Eupithes heads the frantic train. 
Fierce for his ſon, he breathes his threats in air; 
Fate hears them not, and Death. attends him 


there, 
This paſs'd on earth, while in the realms 
above | . - $40 


Minerva thus to cloud-compelling Jove : 
May I preſume to ſearch thy ſecret ſoul ? 
0 Power ſupreme ! O Ruler of the whole! 
day, haſt thou doom'd to this divided ſtate 9 
Or peaceful amity, or ſtern debate? 545 
Declare thy purpoſe; for thy will is Fate. j 
Is not thy thought my own ? (the God replies 
Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies) 
hath not long ſince thy knowing ſoul decreed, * 
The chief's return ſhould make the guilty 
bleed? 550 
Tis done, and at thy will the Fates ſucceed, 
Yet hear the iſſue ; ſince Ulyſſes? hand 
Has ſlain the ſuitors, Heaven ſhall bleſs the land. 
None now the kindred of th? uajuſt ſhall own ; 
Forgot the ſlaughter'd brother, and the ſon : 555 
fach future day increaſe of wealth ſhall bring, 
And oer the paſt, Oblivion ftretch her wing. 
Long ſhall Ulyſſes in his empire ref, 
His people bleſſing, by his people bleſs'd. 
Let all be peace He faid, and gave the nod 560 
That binds the Fates; the ſanction of the God: 
And, prompt to execute th' eternal will, 
Deſcended Pallas from th? Olympian hill. 
Now ſat Ulyſſes at the rural feaſt, 
The rage of hunger and of thirſt repreſs'd: 565 
To watch the foe a truſty ſpy he ſent; 
A ſon of Dolius on the meflage went, 
*:00d in the way, and at a glance beheld | 
ihe foe approach, embattled on the field. 
With baekward ſtep he haſtens to the hower, 570 
And tells the news. They arm with all their 
power. 
Four friends alone Ulyſſes? cauſe embrace, 
And fix were all the ſons of Dolius' race; 
Od Dolius too his ruſted arms put on: 
And, ftill more old, in arms Laertes ſtone. . 525 


Trembling with warmth, the hoary heroes ſtand, 


Ard, brazen Panoply inveſts the band, 
Ine opening gates at once their war diſplay : 
Fieree they ruth forth; Ulyſſes leads the way. 

t moment joins them with celeſtial aid, 580 
ln Mentors form, the Jove-deſcended Maid: 


POEMS. - 30¹ 


% And willing nations knew their lawful lord,” 


The ſuffering hero felt his patient breaſt 
Swell with new joy, and thus his ſon addreſs'd: 
' Behold, Telemachus ! (nor fear the ſight) 
The brave embattled; the. grim front of fight ! 
The valiant-with the valiant muſt contend : 
Shame not the line whence glorious you deſcend, 
Wide o'er the world their martial fame was 
ſpread | 

Regard thyſelf, the living, and the dead; 

Thy eyes, great father! on this battle caſt, 590 
Shall learn from me Penelope was chaſte, 

So ſpoke Telemachus! the gallant boy 
Good old Laertes heard with panting joy; [cries, 
And, Bleſs'd ! thrice blefs'd this happy day! he 
J be day that ſhows me, ere I cloſe my eyes, 595 
A ſon and grandſon of th? Aree fan name 
Strive for fair virtue, and conteſt for fame! 

Then thus Minerva in Laertes? ear: | 
Son of Arceſius, reverend warrior, hear! | 
Jove and lt Daughter firſt implare in prayer, 
Then, whirling high, diſcharge thy lance in air, 
She ſaid, infuſing courage with the word: 602 
Jove and Jove's Daughter then the chief implor'd, 
And, whirling bigh, dliſmiſs'd the lance in air, 
Full at Eupithes drove the deathful ſpear; 
The braſs-cheek'd helmet opens to the wound; 
He falls, earth thunders, and his arms reſound. 

Before the father and the conquering ſon 608 
Heaps ruſh on heaps ; they fight, they drop, they 
Now by the ſword, and now the javelin, fall ſrun, 
The rebel race, and death had ſwalldw'd all; 
But from on high the blue-ey'd virgin cry'd; 
Her aw?ul voiee detain'd the headlong tide, 613 
« Forbear, ye nations! your mad hands forbear 
« From mutual ſlaughter: Peace deſcends to 

« ſpare” ? 5 | 

Fear ſhook the nations : at the voice divine, 
They drop their javelins, and their rage reſign. 
All ſcatter*d round their glittering weapons he 
Some fall to earth, and ſome confus*dly fly. 620 
With dreadful ſhouts Ulyſſes pour'd along, 
Swift as an eagle, as an eagle ſtrong. 
But Jove*s red arm the burning thunder aims; 
Before Minerva ſhot the livid flames : 


Blazing they fell, and at her feet expir'd : 625 


Then ſtopp'd the Goddeſs, trembled, and retir'd. 
Deſcended from the Gods! Ulyſſes, ceaſe ; 
Offend not Jove : ebey and give the peace, 
So Pallas ſpoke :; the mandate from above 
The king obey'd. The Virgin-ſeed of Jove, 630 
In Mentor's form, confirm*d the full accord, 


** 


* 
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RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 
TO MR. POPE; 


ON HIS PASTORALS, 


N thoſe more dull, as more cenſorious days, 
When few dare give, and fewer merit praiſe, 
A Muſe ſincere, that never Flattery knew, 
Pays what to friendſhip and deſert is duc, 
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Young, yct judicious: in your verſe are ſound, 5 
Art ſtrengthening Nature, Senſe improv'd by 
Unlike thoſe Wits, whoſe numbers glide along 
So ſmooth, no thought e*cr interrupts the ſong : 
Apd write not to the head, but to the ear: 16 
Cur minds un mov'd and unconcern'd they lull, 
So purling ſtreams with even murmurs creep, 
And huſh the heavy hearers ir to ſleep. 1 
The ſmootheſt numbers oft are empty ſound, 
But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, 
Your ſtrains are regularly bold, and plca'e 
With unforc'd care, and unaffected eaſe, * 
Such as by Nature to the Ancients ſhown, 
Fancy improves, and judgment makes your own: 
Although diſgraceful tis their cloaths to wear. 25 
Some, in a poliſh'd ſtyle write Paſtoral ; 
Like ſome fair Shepherdeſs, the Sylvan Muſe 
Should wear thoſe flowers her native fields pro- 
And the true meaſure of the ſhepherd's wit zo 
Should, like his garb, be tcr the Country fit : 
More nicely than the common ſwain's be wrought; 
So, with becoming art, the Players dreſs 
Yet ſtill unchang'd the form and mode remain, 
Shap*d like the homely ruſſet of the ſwain. 
The long-loſt graces of Hmplicity : 
$o rural beauties captivate our ſenſe 40 
Vet long her Modeſty thoſe charms conceal'd, 
Till by men's Envy to the world reveal'd; 
And needs will envy what they muſt eſteem, 45 
Live, and enjoy their ſpite !. nor \ mourn that 
Which would, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wait; 
Whoſe Mufe did once, like thine, in plains de- 
Thine ſhall, like his, ſoon take 2 higher flight: 
So larks, which firſt from lowly fields ariſe, 50 


Sound. 

ELaboriouſly enervate they appear, 

Aud are at beſt moſt muſically dull: 

As ſmootheſt ſpeech is moſt deceitful found, 15 
Sprightly as Youth, as Age conſummate too: 
With proper thoughts, and lively images; 

For gr-at men's faſhions to be follow'd are, 
Arcadia ſpeaks the language of the Mall. 
duce z 

Yet muſt his pure and unaffected thought 
In filks the ſhepherd, and the ſnepherdeſs; 35 
Your rural Muſe appears to juſtiſy 
With virgin charms, and native excellence : 

For Wits induſtrious to their trouble ſeem, 
fate, 
light; 

Mouut by degrees, and reach at laſt the ſkies. 


T0 MR. POPE; 
IN HIS WINDSOR-FOREST. 


Ht ſacred Bard! a Muſe unknown before 
Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic ſhore, 

Io our dark world thy ſhining page is ſhown, 
Aud Windſor's gay retreat becomes our own, 

The Eaftern pomp had juſt beſpoke our care, 5 


And India pour'd her gaudy treaſures here ; 


POEMS. 


The Pride of Perſia glitter'd on our ſtrand, 
And China's Earth was caſt on common ſand: 
Tois'd up and down the gloſſy fragments lay, 15 
And dreſs'd the rocky thelves, and pav'd the 
painted bay. | 
Thy treaſures next arriv'd: and now we boaſt 
A nobler cargo on our barren coaſt: 
Frem thy Iuxuriant Foreſt we receive 
More lafiing glories than the Eaſt can give, 1; 
. Where'er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pompous ſcenes our buſy thoughts engage! 
The pompous ſcenes in all their pride appear, 
Freſh in the page, as in the grove they were: 
Nor halt ſo true the fair Lodona ſhows 20 
The ſylvan ſtate that on her border grows, 
While ſte the wond'ring ſhepherd entertains 
With a new Windfor in her watery plains; 
The juſter lays the lucid wave ſurpaſs, 
The living ſcene is in the Muſe's glaſs, 25 
Nor tweeter notes the echoing Foreſt chear, 
When Philomela fits and warbles there, 
Than when you ſing the greens and opening 
glades, 
And give us. Harmony as well as Shades: 
A Titian's hand might draw the grove; but you 30 
Can paint the grove, and add the Muſic too, 
With vaſt variety thy pages ſhine ; 
A new creation ſtarts in every line. 
How ſudden trees riſe to the reader's ſight, 


A various ſpoil adorn'd our naked land, . 


Aud make a doubtful ſcene of ſhade andlight, 35 

And give at once the day, at once the night! 

And here again what ſweet conſuſion reigns, 

In dreary deſerts mix'd with painted plains ! 

And ſee ! th: deſerts caſt a pleaſing gloom, 

And ſhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom; 49 

Whilſt fruitful crops rife by their barren fide, 

And bearded groves diſplay their annual pride. 
Happy the man, who ſt lings his tuneful lyre 

Where woods, and brooks, and breathing felds 

inſpire ! 

Thrice happy you! and worthy beſt to dwell 4; 

Amid the rural joys you ſing ſo well, 

T in a cold, and in a barren clime, 

Cold as my thought, and barren as my rhyme, 

Here on the Weſtern beach attempt to chime. 

O joyleſs flood ! O rough tempeſtuous main! 50 

Border'd with weeds, and ſolitudes obſcene ! : 
Snatch me, ye Gods! from theſe Atlantic 

ſhores, 

And ſhelter me in Windſor's fragrant bowers ; 

Or to my much-lov'd Iſis' walk convey, | 

And on her flowery banks for ever lay. $5 
Thence let me view the venerable ſcene, 

The awful dome, the grove's eternal green, 

Where ſacred Hough long found his fam'd retreat, 

And brought the Muſes to the ſylvan ſeat; 


Re for m'd the wits, unlock'd the Claſſic ſtore, 69 


And made that Muſic which was noiſe before. 
There with illuſtrious Bards I ſpent my days, 


Not free from cenſure, nor unknown to praiſe ; 


{| Enjoy'd the bleſſings that his xeign beſtow?d, 


Nor envy?d Windfor in the ſoft abode. 65 
The golden minutes ſmoothly danc'd away, 
And tuneful Bards beguiPd the tedious day: 
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That Maro taught, or Addiſon inſpir'd. 

Evn J effay'd to touch the trembling firing : 70 

Who could hear them, and not attempt to ſing ? - 
Rouz'd from theſe dreams by thy commanding 

ſtrain, 

Iriſe and wander through the field or plain; 

L:d by thy Muſe, from ſport to ſport I run, 

Mark the ſtretch'd line, or hear the thunder ing 

gun. 9 16 75 

Ah! how I melt with pity, when I ſpy 

On the cold earth the fluttering pheaſant lie 

His gaudy robes in dazzling lines appear, 

and every feather ſhines and varies there. 

Nor can I paſs the generous courſer by; 80 
But while the prancing ſteed allures my eye, * 
He fiarts, he 's gone! and now I lee bim fly 
Oer hills and dales; and now I loſe the courſe, 
Nor can the rapid ſight purſue the fly ing horſe. 
Oh, could thy Virgil from his orb look down, 85 
He'd view a courſer that might match his own ! 
Fir'd with the ſport, and eager for the chace, 
Lodona's murmurs ſtop me in the race. 

Who can refuſe Lodona's melting tale? 
The ſoft complaint ſhall over Time prevail; 90 
The Tale be told when ſhades forſake her ſhore, 
The Nymph be ſung when ſhe can flow no more. 
Nor ſhall the fong, old Thames! forbear to 
ſine, | | 
At once the ſubject and the ſong divine. 
Peace, ſung by thee, ſtall pleaſe ev'n Britons 
more 95 
Than all their ſhouts for victory before. 
Oh! could Britannia imitate thy ſtream, 
The world ſhould tremble at her awful name ; 
Froꝶ various ſprings divided waters glide, 
In eren colours roll a different tide, _ 1co 
Murmur along their crooked banks a while, 
t once they murmur and enrich the iſle 5 
A while diſtia& through many channels run, 
But meet at laſt, and ſweetly flow in one ; 
There joy to loſe their long-diftinguiſt/d names, 
Aud make one glorious and immortal Thames. 


8 


TO PFOF£, 
By the Right Honourable 


ANNE COUNTESS OF WINCHELSEA. 


HE Muſe, of every heavenly giſt allow'd 
To be the chief, is public, though not 


roud, 


Widely extenfove is the Poet's aim, 


Andin each verſe he draws a bill on Fame. 

For none have wit (whatever they pretend) 5 
angly to raiſe a Patron or a Friend; 

But whatſoc%er the theme or object be, 

dome commendations to themſelves foreſee, 

Then let us find, in your foregoing page, 


| The celebrating Poems of the age; 10 


Nor by injurious ſeruples think it fit, | 
Lo hide their judgments who applaud your wit: 


POPE'S POEMS. 


They ſung, nor ſung in vain, with numbers fir?d | But let tbeir pens, to yours, the heralds proves 


Fart ? | 
[Our beating Hearts with ſprightly meaſure 
> Fog inove, | 
Or melt us with a tale of hapleſs Love ! 
Thy elated minds impetuous ſtarts control, 5 
Or gently ſooth to peace the troubled ſoul ! ' 
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Who ſtrive for you, as Greece for Homer {trove ; 
Whilſt he who beſt your Poetry aſſerts, 15 
Aſſerts his own, by ſympathy of parts. 
Me Panegyrie verſe does not inſpire, 
Who never well can praiſe what I admire, 
Nor in thoſe lofty trials dare appear, 


Go on, to gain apphuſes by deſert; 
Inform the head, whilſt you diſſolve the heart: 
Inflame the ſoldier with harmonious rage, 
Elate the young, and.gravely warm the ſage : 
Allure, with tender verſe, the Female race; 
And give their darling paſſion, courtly grace : 
Deſcribe the Foreſt ſtill in rural trains, 
With Ou ſweets freſh-breathing from the 
ains: h 
Your Tales be eaſy, natural, and gay, 
Nor all the Poct in that part diſplay 
Nor let the Critic there his {-ill unfold, 
For Boccace thus and Chancer tales have told : 
Sooth, as you only can, each different ta{te, 
And for the future charm us in the paſt, 
Then, ſhould the verſe of every artful hand 35 
Before your numbers eminently ftand 
In you no vanity could thence he ſhown, 
Unleſs, ſince i? ort in beauty of your own; 
Some envious ſcribbler might in ſpite declare, 
| That for compariſon you plac'd them there. 40 
But Envy could not againſt you ſucceed ; 
»Tis not from friends that Write, or ſoes that 
read; | 
Cenſure or Praiſe muſt from ourſelves proc 


25 


30 


- 


TO MR. 
BY MISS JUD, COWPER, AFTERWARDS 


MRS. MADAN. 


Poye! by what commanding wondrous art 
Doſt thou each paſſion to each breaſt im- 


Graces till now that ſingly met our view, 
And 6ngly eharm'd, unite at once in you: 
A ſtyle polite, from affeAation free, 15 
VirgiÞs correctneſs, Homer's majeſty ! 
Soft Waller's cafe, with Milton's vigour wrought, 
And Spenſer's bold luxuriancy of thought, 
In each bright page, Strength, Beauty, Genius 
ſhine, 
While nervous Judgment guides each fewing 
Line. 15 
No borrow'd Tinſel glitters o' er theſe Lays, 
And to the Mind a fal'e Delight conveys : 
Throughout the whole with blended power 13 
found, | 
The Weight of Senſe, and Elegance of Sound: 
A laviſh Faney, Wit, and Force, and Fire, 


20 
| Graces each motion of th* immortal Lyre, 


But gently drop this counſel in your ear: 20 
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The matchleſs ſtrains our raviſt'd ſenſes charm : 
How great the thought! the images how warm! 


How beautifully juit the turns appear 


The language how majeſtically clear ! 25 

With energy divine each period ſwells, 

And all the Bard th' inſpiring God reveals. 

Loſt in delights, my dazzled eyes I turn, 

Where Thames leans hoary o'er his ample urn; 

Where his rich waves fair Windſor's towers 
| ſurround, | 30 

And bounteous ruſh amid poetic ground. 

O Windſor! ſacred to thy bliſsful ſeats, 


Thy ſylvan ſhades, the Muſes? lov'd retreats 


Thy riſing hills, low vales, and waving woods, 


Thy ſunny glades, ard celebrated floods! 35 


But chief Lodona's ſilver tides, that low 
Cold and unſullied as the mountain ſnow ; 
Whoſe virgin name no time nor change can hide, 


Though ev'n her ſpotleſs waves ſhould ceaſe to 


glide ; 
In mighty Pope's immortalizing trains, 40 
Still ſhall ſhe grace and range the verdant plains; , 
By him ſelected for the Muſes theme, 
Still ſhine a blooming maid, and roll a limpid 
ſtream. | 
Go on, and, with thy rare refiſtleſs art 
Rule each emotion of the various heart ; 45 
The ſpring and teſt of verſe unrivaPd reign, 


And the full honours of thy youth maintain; 


Sooth, with thy wonted eaſe and power divine, 
Our fouls, and our degenerate taſtes refine ; 

In judgment o'er our favourite follies fit, 50 
And ſoften Wiſdom's harſh reproofs to Wit, 


Now war and arms thy mighty aid demand, 
And Homer wakes beneath thy powerful hand: 
His vigour, genuine heat, and manly force, 

In thee riſe worthy of their ſacred ſource 55 
His ſpirit heighten'd, yet his ſenſe intire, 

As Gold runs purer from the trying fre. 

O, for a Muſe like thine, while J rehcarſe 

flv immortal beauties of thy various verſe ! 
Now light as air th' enlivening numbers move, 60 
Soft as the doway plumes of fabled Love, 

Gay as the ſtreaks that fiain the gaudy bow, 


Smooth as Meander's cryital mirrours flow. 


But, when Achilles, panting for the war, 
Joins the fleet courſers to the whirling car; 65 
When the warm hero, with celeſtial might, 
Augments the terror of the raging {ght, 

From his fierce eyes refulgent lightnings ſtream 
{As Sol emerging darts a golden gleam); 

In rough hoarſe verſe we ſee th!embattled foes; 70 
In each loud ſtrain the fiery onſent glows ; 

With firength redoubled here: Achilles ſrines, 
And all the battle thunders in thy lines. 

So the bright Magic of the Painter's hand 
Can cities, ſtreams, tall towers, and far- ſtreteh'd 

plains) command: SOS 75 
Here ſpreading woods embrown the beaut:ous 


ſcene, 55 ; 8 
There the wide landſcape ſmiles with livelier 
green; 


The floating glaſs reſſects the diftant ſky, 
Aud o'er the whole the glancing ſun-beams fy; 


1 


POPE'S POEMS. 


Buds open, and diſcloſe the inmoſt ſhade z % 
The ripen'd harveſt cyowns the level glade, 
But when the artiſt does a work deſign, 

Where bolder rage informs each breathing line ; 
When the firetcl'd cloth a rougher firoke re. 
ceives, | 

And Czfar awful in the canvas lives; 
When Art like laviſh Nature's ſelf ſupplies, 
Grace to the limbs, and ſpirit to the Eyes; 
When ev'n the paſſions of the mind are ſeen, 
And the Soul ſpeaks in the exalted Mien; 
When all is jutt; and regular, and great, 99 
We own the mighty Maſter's fle ill, as bounds: 
as complete. 5 ä 


LORD MID DLIESEx 
e 
MR. POPE, 


On Reading Mr. App isox's Account of the 
Engliſh Poets. | 


F all who e'er invok'd the tuneful Nine, 
| In Addiſon's majeſtic numbers ſt.ine, 
Why then ſhould Pope, ye bards, ye critics, tell, 
Remain unſung, who ſings himſelf ſo well? 
Hear then, great bard, who can alike inſpire ; 
With Waller's foftneſs, or with Milton's fire; 
Whilft 1, the meaneſt of the Muſes? throng, 
To thy juſt praiſes tune th? adventurous ſong, 
How am] fill'd with rapture and delight, 
When gods and mortals, mix'd, ſuſtain the fight! 10 


Like Milton then, though in more poliſn'd fraius, 


Thy chariots rattle o'er the ſmoaking phing. 
What though archangel *gainf archengel 11 
And higheſt Heaven reſounds with dire alarms! 
Doth not the reader with like dread ſurvey 13 
The wounded gods repuls'd with foul diſmay? 
But when ſome fair-one guides your ſoſter 
verſe, i 


Her charms, her godlike features, to rehearſe ; 


See how her eyes with quicker lightnings arm, 
And Waller's thoughts in ſmoother numbers 


charm ! 20 
When fools provoke, and dunces urge tay 
rage, 


Flecknoe improv'd bites keener in each page. 
Give o'er, great bard, your Truitleſs toil give o'er, 
For ſtill king Theobald fcribbles as before 
Poor Shakeſpeare ſuffers by his pen each day, 25 
While Grub- ſtreet alleys own his lawivl ſway. 
Now turn, my Mufe, thy quick, poetic eyes, 
And view gay ſeeres and opening profpedts riſe. 
Hark ! how his ruſtic numbers charm around, | 
While groves to groves, and hills to hills refount 
The liſtening beaſts ſtand fearleſs as he ſings, 5! 
And birds attentive cloſe their uſeleſs wings. 
The ſwains and ſatyrs trip it o'er the plain, 
And think old Spenſer is reviv'd again. 


| But when once more the godlike man begun 35 


In words ſmooth flowing from his tuneful tongue, 
Rayiſh'd they gaze, and ſtruck with wonder ſay, 
Sure Spenſer's ſelf acer ſung ſo ſweet 2 hy: 
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Sure once again Eliza glads the iſle, 7 

That the kind Muſes thus propitious ſmile 

Why gaze you thus? Why all this wonder, 
ſwains — ' 

is Pope that ſings, and Carolina reigns. 

But hold, my Muſe! whoſe aukward verſe 

betrays 


Ceaſe then, and leave ſome fitter bard to tell 45 
How Pope in evcry ſtrain can write, in every 
{train excel, 


TO 
Mr. POPE, 
on THE PUBLISHING HIS WORKS. 


E comes, he comes ! bid every Bard pre- 
pare 
The ſong of triumph, and attend his Car, 
Grzat Sheffield's Muſe the long proceſſion heads, 
And throws a luſtre oer the pomp ſhe leads; 
F'rit gives the palm ſhe fr d him to ubtain, 5 
Crowns his gay brow, and ſhows him how to 
reign, . | 
Thus young Alcides, by old Chiron taught, 
Was form'd for all the miracles he wrought: 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleas'd to hehold the earneſt of a God. 10 
But hark! what touts, what gathering crowds 
rejoice ! | 
Unſtaia%d their praiſe by any venal voice, 
duch as th? Ambitious vainly think their due, 
When Proftitutes, or needy Flatterers ſuc. 
Aud ſee the Chiet ! before hin laurels borne; 15 
Trophies from undeſerving temples torn ; | 
Here Rage enchain'd reluctant raves; ad there 
Pl: Envy dumb, and ſick'ning with deſpair, 
Prone to the earth the bends her loathing eye, 
Weak to ſupport the blaze of majeity. 20 
But what are they that turn the ſacred page ? 
Tarze lovely Virgins, and of equal age; 
lutent they read, and all enamour'd ſeem, 
As he that met his likeneſs in the ſtream: 
The Graces theſe 3 and ſee how they contend, 
Who moſt ſhall praite, who beſt ſhall recom- 
mend. ' 26 
_ The Chariot now the painful ſteep aſcends, 
The Pzans ceaſe; thy glorious labour ends, 
Hers fwd, the brigat eternal Temple ſtands, 
ts proſped an unbounded view commands: 30 
S Eee youth, what Column wilt thou 
chuſe, | 
What laurel'd Arch for thy triumphant Muſe ?. 
* each great Ancient court thee to his 
ine, 8 
Though every Laurel throu gh the dome be thine, 
(from the proud Epic down to thoſe that ſhade 
due gentler brow of the ſoft Lefian maid) 56 
o t tne Good ard T:, an awful train, 
Thy ſoubs delight, and glory of the Fane: 
Vol. VF ; 


Thy want of ſkill, nor ſhows the Poets praiſe; 


flies, 


” 


SIMON HARCOURT, 


TO MR. POPE, 
| BY MR. HARTE. 


N move the ſprings of nature as we pleaſe; 
To think with fpirit, but to write with eaſe; 


With living words to warm the conſcious heart, 
Or pleaſe the ſoul with nicer charms of art: 
For this the Grecian ſoar'd in Epic ſtrains, 
And ſoiter Maro leſt the Mantuan plains ; 
Melodious Spenſer felt the lover's fire, 
And awful Milton ſtrung his beavenly lyre. 

*Tis yours, like theſe, with curious toil to 

trace | 

The powers of language, hagmony, and grace; 
How Nature's ſelf with living luitre ſhines, 
How judgment ſtrengthens, and how art refines; 
How to grow bold with con ſcious tenſe of fame, 
And force a pleaſure which we dare not blame; 


And give ev'n life and action to the ftrains : 

Led by ſome law, whoſe powerful impulſe guides 

Fach bappy ſtroke, and in the ſoul pre ſides; 

Some fairer image of perfection giv'n N 

T* inſpire mankind, itſelf deriv'd from heaven. 

O ever worthy, ever crown*d with praiſe, 

Bleſt in thy life, ad bleſt in all thy Jays ! 

Add that the Sitters every thought refine, 

Or ev'n thy life be faultleſs as thy line; 

Vet Envy {till with fiercer rage purſues, 

Obſcures the virtue, and defames the Muſe. 

A foul like thine, in pains, in grief reſign'd, 

Views with vain ſcorn the malice of mankind : 

Not critics, but their planets, prove unjuſt 1; 

And are they bland who fin becauſe they muſt 2 
Yet ſure not fo muſt all peruſe thy lays ; 

I*cannot rival—and yet dare to praiſe. 

A thouſand charms at once my thoughts engage; 

Sapphe”s ſoft ſweetneſs, Pindar's warmer rage, 

Statius? free vigour, Virgil's ſtudious care, 

And Homer's force, and Ovid's eaſter air. 

So ſeems ſome picture where exact de? gn, 

And curious pains, and ftr-ngth, and ſweetneſs 

oin; 

Where the free thought its pleaſing grace beſtows, 

And each warm ſtroke with living colour glows; 

Soft without weakneſs, without labour fair, 

Wrought up at once with bappineſs and care! 

How bleſt the nan that from the world re- 
moves, 

To joys that Mordaunt *, or his Pope, approves; 

Whoſe taſte exact each author can explore, 

And live the preſent and paſt ages ober; 

Who, free from pride, from penitefice, or ſtriſe, 

Moves calmly forward to the verge of life : 

Such be my days, and ſuch my fortunes be, 

To live by reaſon, and to write by thee ! 


* Farl of Peterbereu;h, cerguerer of Valencia, D 


. — 


Qq 


While through the earth thy dear remembrance 
« Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies,” 


To charm us more through negligence than pains, 
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Nor deem this verſe, theugh humble, a diſ- 
race: | 

All 20 not born the glory of their race: 

Yet all are born t' adore the great man's name, 

And trace his footſteps in the paths to fame. 

The Muſe, who now this early homage pays, 

Firſt lear::*d from thee to animate her lays : 

A Muſe as yet unhonuur'd, but unſtaiu'd, 

Who prais'd no vices, no preferment gain'd; 

Unbiaſs'd or to cenſure or commend, ; 

Who knows no envy, and who grieves no friend: 

Perhaps too fond to make thoſe virtues known, 

And fix her fame immortal on thy own. 


13 TAC.” 
TRIUMVIRATE OF POETS. 
BY MRS. TOLLE. 


RITAIN with Greece and Rome contended 
long ; 
For lofty * and poetic ſong, h 
Till this Auguſtan age with Three was bleſt, , 
To fix the prize and finiſh the conteſt, 
In Addiſon, immortal Virgil reigns 
So pure his numbers, ſo refn'd his ſtrains: 
Of nature full with more impetuous heat 
In Prior Horace ſhines ſublimely great, 
Thy country, Homer! we diſpute no more! 
For Pope has fix'd it to his native ſhore, 


ah 


SPRING. 
THE | 
FIRST PASTORAL, 
3 18 8 
DAMON. 


TO SIR WILLIAM TARUMBULL. 


IRST in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtraine, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windſor's bliſsful 


plains : 


Fair Thames, flow gently from thy facred ſpring, 


While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes ſing; 
Let verral airs through trembling ofers play, 
And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 


ower, 


Enjoy the glory to he great no more, 


And, carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
10 


To all the world illuftriouſly are loſt ! 


** of blen ſee in Congreve's Feen, vol. v. 


5 
Lou that, too wiſe for pride, too good for 
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* 


O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 

Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre: 
So, when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 
The Thruſh may chant to the-forſaken groves, 
But charm'd to filence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 


And all tly aerial audience cap their wings. 


| Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 
Two Swains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the 
Muſe, 
Pour'd ofer the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 20 


"The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain?s ſde, 
Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus reply'd. 


Ih DAPHNIS. , 
Hear how the birds, on every bloomy ſpray, 
With joyous muſic wake the dawring day! 
Why in we mute, when early linnets ſing, 25 
When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring? 
Why ft we ſad, when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple year? 


 * -» STREPHON, N 
Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While you? flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain, 30 
Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow ; 


| Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. 


PII ſtake yon lamb that near the fountain plays, 


And from the brink his dancing · ſhade ſurveys, 


And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 
Four figures riſing from the work appear, 

The various ſeaſons-of the rolling year? 
And what is that which binds the radiant ſky, 


| Where twelve fair Ggns in beauteous order lie? 40 


DAMON, RY 
Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing; 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daſes ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flowers adorn the 
ground; ; 
Begin, the vales ſhall every note rebound, 


. STREPHON. 
Inſpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praiſe, 45 
With Waller's ſtrains, or Granville's moving 
- lays! | | _ 
A milk-white bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, 


| That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand, 


DAPHNII. | 
O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 59 
No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, 
Thy vidcim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd”s heart. 


| STREPHON. a 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then, hid in ſhades, cludes her eager ſwain; 

But feigns a laugh to ſee me ſearch around, 53 


And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 


| ' DAPHNIS, - 

The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the greens 
She runs, but hopes ſhe-does not run untcen 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 


j- ee! 
| How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 66 


— 


35 


55 


66 


STREPHON. _| 
Or golden ſands let rich · Pactolus flow, 
4nd trees weep Amber on the banks of Po; 
Blet Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties 
yield, | 
Feed here my lambs, Pl ſeek no diſtant field, 


SUMMER. 
THE M 
SECOND PASTORAL. 
OR 


DAPHNIS. 

' Celeſtial Venus hauats Icalia's groves; 65 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves: 3 
if Wiadfor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cyathus and Hybla yield to Windfor-thade, 


All nature mourns, the ſkies relent in ſhowers, 
Huſwd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping 
flowers; : | 
IE Delia ſmile, the flowers begin to ſpring, 71 
The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing, 


DAPHNIS. 
All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air 
If Sylvia ſmile, new glories gild the ſhore, 75 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 


STREPHON. | ; 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; abſent from her ſight, | 
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight, 


DAPHNIS. 


Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May 81 


More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day; 
Evn ſpring diſpleaſes when ſhe ſhines not here 


But, bleſs'd with her, tis ſpring throughout the 


year, 


STREPHON., | 
day, Daphnis, ſay, in what glad ſoil appears, 
A wondrous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears : 
Tell me but this, and PI diſclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 


DAPHNIS. 

Nay, tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiftle ſprings, to which the Lilly yields: 
And then a nobler prize I will reſign 91 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine, 


DAMON. 
Ceaſe to contend 3; for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee. 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in every grace ex- 
cel; . 95 
Blet Nymphs, whoſe Swains thoſe graces ſing 
ſo well! 
Now riſe, and haſte to yonder wo-dbine bowers, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhowers 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 
While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets 
around. 100 
For ſee! the gathering flocks to ſhelter tend. _ 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhowers deſcend, 


| The bleating Heep with my complaints agree, 
| They parch'd with heat, and Iinflam'd by thee. 20 


| A Shepberdes Boy (he ſeeks no better name) 


{ Freſh rifing bluſhes paint the watery glaſs ; 


Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong; 


ALEXIS. 
TO DR. GARTH, 


Led forth his flocks along the £flver Thame, 

W here dancing ſun- beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant Alders fornid a quivering ſhade, 
Soft as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 5 
"The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in every watery bower, 

And Jove conſented in a ſilent ſhower, 
Accept, O Garth the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; - 10 
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 
Ve ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 
Defence from Phabus?, not from C upid beams, 
To you I mourn; nor to the deaf I fag). 15 
Ibe woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
1 he hills and rocks attend my _— lay, 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they ? 


The ſultry Sirius burn the thirſty plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigus. 

Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopeleſs love ? 


As in the cryftal ſpri- g I view my ſace, 


But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 26 
Once I was {killd in every herb that grew, 
And every plant that drinks the morning dew 
Ah, wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 35 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſheer : 
But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 
Inſpir?d when living, and bequeatlꝰd in death: 
He ſaid; Alexis, t ke this pipe, the ſame 41 
That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 
But now the reeds Hall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever flent, ſince deſpis'd by thee, 
©! were { made by ſome transforming power 45 
The captive bird that ſngs within thy bower ! 
Then might my voice thy liſtening ears employ, 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, - 


The Ny mphs, forſaking every cave and ſpring, 
Their ꝛarly fruit and milk-white turtles bring! 


7 . 


In thoſe fair fields where facred I:s glides, 25 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales 'divides?  * 
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30 
Each amorous ny mph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow?d ag uin, 

For you the ſwains the faireſt flowers def gn, 55 
And in one garland all their beauties join; 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 

In whom all beauties are compris'd in one. 

See what delights in ſylyan ſcenes appear! 
Deſcending Gods have found Elyf.ur h-re. 60 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis {ray'd, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt ſhade, _ 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the flegt hours, 
Wben ſwains from ſheeriug ſcek their nightly 

bowers; 8 5 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry ſeld, 65 
And crowu'd with corn their thanks to Ceres 

je ld, 

This bard grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloſſoms fp the roſy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you. 70 
Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 
The moſly fountains, and the green retreats ! 
Where er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade; 
Trees, where you ſit, ſhall] eroud into a ſhade : 
Where%er you tread, the bluſhing flowers ſhall 

riſe, 75 
And all things flour iſn where you tum your eyes. 
Oh! how I long with you to paſs my days, 
Invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praiſe! 
Your praiſe the birds ſhall chart in every grove, 
And winds ſt all waft it to the powers above. 80 
But would you ſing, and rival Orpheus? ſtrain, 
The wondering foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 
The moving monntains hear the powerſul call, 
And headlong ſtreams hang liſtening in their fall! 

But ſe ', the ſhepherds ſhun the ndon-day heat, 
The lowing herds to murmuring brooks retreat, 
To cloſer ſt ades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye gods ! and is there no relief for Love ? 

But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends 

To cool the ocean, where his journey ends: go 
On me Love?s bercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 


——_— 
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AUTUMN, 
THE 


THIRD PASTORAL, 
| OR 
HYLAS and ZAEGON. 
TO MR. WYCHERLY. 
; . the * a fpreading beech -lif 
Hylas and gon ſung their rural lays ; 


This mourn*d a ſaithleſs, that an abſent love; 
And Delia's Lame and Doris' filPd the grove. 


POPE'S POEMS. 


Ye Mantuan nymphs young ſacred ſuccorr bring; 
Hylas and Zgon's rural lafs ] ſing. 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus? wit in- 
ſpire, 1 | 
The art of Terence, and Menander's fre; | 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour 


charms, 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe ſpirit 
warms ! To 


Cb, £:i}Þd in Nature! fee the hearts of Swains, 

Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. 

Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
Som. OE clouds were ſtreak'd with purple 

ight; 
When tuneful Hylas, with melodious moay, 15 
Tavg"t rocks to weep, aud made the mountains 
groan, | 

S0, gentle gales, and bear my ſghs away! 
To Dclia's ear the tender notes convey. 

As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 

And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding 
ſhores; 20 

Thus, far from Delia, to the winds T mourn. 

Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſghs along! 
For her, the feather'd quires negle their ſong: 
For her the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 25 
For her the lillies hang their heads and die. 

Ye flowers that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, 
Ye birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to i ng, 

Ye trees that fade when autumn heats remove, 

Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 30 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 

Curs'd be the fields that cauſe my Delia's tay ; 
Fade every bloom, wither every tree, 

Die every #ower, and periſh all but ſhe, 

What have I ſald? Where'er my Delia flies, 35 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden fowers ariſe! 

Let oper ing roſes knotted baks adorn, 

And liquid amber drop from every thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſghs along! 
The birds ſhall ccaſe to tune their evening ſong, 
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to 

move, : 4¹ 

And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwaio, 

Not balmy ſleep to labourers faint with pain, 
Not ſhowers to larks, or ſun- ſhine to the bee, 
Are half ſo charming as thy ſght to me. 46 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſghs away! 
Come, Delia, come; ah, why this long delay ? 
Through rocłs and caves the name of Delia ſounds; 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 59 
Ye powers, what pleaſing frenzy ſooths my mind: 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? 

She comes, my Delia comes Now ceaſe my lay, 

And ceaſe, ye gales, to hear my ſghs away! 

Next Agon ſung, while Windſor grovss 
adlmir*d; | Re 55 
Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelves inſpir'd. 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ftram 3 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain; 9 
Here, where the mountains, leſſening as they riſe, 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ſkies; 69 
While lahouring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
In their looſe traces from the field retreat; 


— 


While 
And th 

Reſc 
Pencat 
Ct on 
While 
The g 
80 die 

Reſc 
Now | 
Now WI 
and x 
Now | 
Juſt 0 

Re! 
The ſ 
Ah! 


7 


20 


30 


35 


POPE'S POEMS. 26 


While curling ſmoaks from village tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Pcacath yon? poplar oft we paſs'd the day: 66 
(ft on the rind I carv'd her amorous vows, 
While fbe with garla.ds hung the bending boughs : 
The garlands fade, the boughs are worn away? 
80 dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 70 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mourntul ſtrain! 
Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain; 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, 
and grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine; 
Now bluſt.ing berries paint the yellow grove; 75 
Jut Gods! fr all all things yield returns but love! 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
The ſhepherds cry, „Thy flocks are leſt a prey.“ 
Ah! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 
Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd ſheep? 80 
Pan came, and aik*d, what magic caus'd my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have power to move! 
And is there magic but what dwells in love? 84 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains! 
II fy from ſhepherds, flocks, and flowery plains, 
From ſhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forfike man! ind, and all the world—but love! 
Iknow thee, Love! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee ſuck, and ſavage tigers fed. 
Thou wert from tna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 
Reſound, ye hulls, reſound my mournful lay! 
Farewell, ye woods, adieu the light of day! 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains; 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains! 


Thus ſung the ſhepherds till thi approachof night, | 


The ſkies yet bluſhing with departing light, 
When falling dews with ſpangles dech'd the glade, 
And the low ſun had lengthen'd every ſhade. 100 


r 


WINTER. 
THE 
FOURTH PASTORAL); | 


oN | 
DAPENE. 
To the Memory of Mrs. T emPEsT. 


| LYCIDAS, : 

1 RSTS, the muſe of that murmuring ſpring 
Is not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing; 

Nor rivers winding through the vales below, 

do ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow. 

Now ſleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 5 

Toe moon, ſerene in glory mounts the fly, 

ile filert birds forget their tuneful lays, 

0 bng of Daphne's fate, and Daphae's praiſe ! 


— 


ä THYRSIS, 
Behold the groves that ſhine with filver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loft, 10 

Bere ſhall T try the ſweet Alexis? ſtrain; 
That call'd the Iiſte ning Dryads to the plain? 


Thames heard the numbers, as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 


LYCIDAS, 

So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 15 

And ſwell the future harveſt of the field. 

Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 

And ſaid, «Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave h 

Sing, while beſ;de the ſkaded tomb I monrn, 

And with freſh bays her rural ſhrine adorn, 20 
THYRSIS, 

Ye gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 
Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bews as when Adonis dy*d ; 
And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 


Inſcribe « verſe on this relenting ſtone : 26 
„Let nature change, let heaven and earth de. 
ec plore, 


Fair Daphne's dead, and Love is now no raore lo 

is done, and nature's various charms decay: 

See gloomy clouds ohſoure the chearful day! 30 

Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 

Their faded honours ſcatier'd on her bier. 

See where, on earth, the fiowery glories lie; 

With her they flouriſh'd, and with ber they die. 

Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore ? 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Beauty is no more! 
For her the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 

The thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood; 

The ſilver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 

In notes more ſad than when they ſing their own; 

In hollow caves ſweet Echo ſilent lies, 41 

Silent, or only to ber name replies; 

Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the 

ſhore, | 

Now Daphne's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 
No grateful dews deſcerd from evening ſkies, 

Nor morning odours from the flowers ariſe ; 46 

No rich perfumes reireſh the fruitful feld, 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield, 

The balmy Zephyr, {lent fiance her death, 

Lament the ceaſirg of a ſweeter breath; 50 

Th' induſtrious bees neglect their golden ſtore; 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Sweetneſs is no more! 
No more the mounting larks, while Daphne 


fangs, 
Shall, liſtening in mid air, ſuſpend their wings; 
No more the birds ſhall imitate her lays, £5 


Or, huſt'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays: 

No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 

A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear ; 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Muß is no more! Cs 
Her fate is whifper'd by the gentle breeze, 

And told in :ghs to all the trembling trees; 

The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, 

Her fate remurmur to the ilver flood: 

The ſlver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 65 
Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'ertlows with 
tears; . 

The winds, and trees, and floods, her death de- 

plore, 
Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 


But ſce! where Daphne wondering mounts on 
| high . ky 
| Above the clouds, above the Barry ſy! 70 
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310. P-0'P E'S 


Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green! 
There while you reit in Amaranthine bowers, 
Or ſrom thoſe meads ſelect unfading flowers, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 
Daphne, our Goddeſs, and our grief no more! 


LYCIDAS. 
How all things liſten, while thy Muſe com- 
plains ! 
Such lence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 
In ſome ſ ill evening, when the whiſpering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 80 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed, 
While plants their ſhade, or flowers their odours 
ive, 0, 
Thy 3 thy honour, and thy praiſe, ſhall live! 
THYRSIS. 

But ſee, Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews; $85 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade difiuſe ; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey, 
Adieu, ve vales, ye mountains, ſtreams, and 

groves; | 

Adieu, ye ſhepherds? rural lays and loves; go 
Adien, my flocks ; farewell, ye filvan crew; 
Daphne, farewell; and all the world adieu! 


iA. 
A SACRED ECLOGUE. 
IN IMITATION CF VIRGIL'S PULLIO. 


1 Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong : 

Jo heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 

The moſſy ſountains and the ſylvan {t ades, 

The dreams of Pindus and th* Aonian maids, 

Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire 

Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow*d lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun: 

A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 

From Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 

Whoſe facred flower with fragrance blls the ſkies : 

THY Fthoreat ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 

And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove, 

Ye Heavens! from high the dewy nedar pour, 

And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhower ! 

The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 15 

J rom forms a theher, and from heat a ſtade. 

AY crimes ſhull ceaſe, and ancient frauds ſhall fail; 

R2turning Fuſtice litt aloft her ſcale , 

Peace ofer the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven deſcend, 

©v3i7t fly the years, aud riſe th' expected morn! 

n ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! 

Seo, Nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 

With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : 

See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 25 

dee nodding foreſts on the mountains dance: 

See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 

Aud Carmel flowery top perſumes the {ics ! 


| 


POEMS. 


Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſert ther; 


Prepare the way! a God, a God appears! 30 


A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim th? approaching Deity. 

Lo! earth receives him from the bending ſkies! 
Sink down, ye mountains; and ye vallies, riſe: 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 15 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient hards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf; and all ye blind, behold ! 


| He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 


Aud on the fightleſs eye - hall pour the day: 
Tis he tly obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th” unfolding ear: 
The dumb ſhall (ing, the lame his crutch forego, 
Andleap exulting like the bounding roe, 

No fgh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear, 
From every face he wipes off every tear. 43 
In adamantine chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks treſheit paſture, and the pureſt air; 
Explores the loſt, the wandering ſheep direQs, 
By day o*rliees them and by night protects. 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms; 


Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 55 


The promis'd father of, the future age. 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warrior: meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 60 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, | 
And the broad falchion in a plow+ſhare end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful Son 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 65 
And the ſame hand that ſow d, ſhall reap the field, 
The ſwain in barren deſerts with ſurpriſe 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe ; 
And ftarts, amidit the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. #70 
On rifted rocks, the dragons late abodes, 

he green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods, 
Waſte ſandy valleys, once perplex*d with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn : 


To leafleſs ſhrubs the flowery palms fucceed, 75 


And odorous myrtle to the noĩſome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
mead, _ 
And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead : 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet, 89 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The ereſted bal.liſk and ſpeckled ſnake, | 
Pleas?d, the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 
And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, erown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe * 
Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! $6 
Sce a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn; x 
See future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on every ſide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies ! 
See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 


90 


„ 
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de thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate 
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kin 8 ; 0 . 
And beaped with products of Sabzan ſprings! 
For thee Idume's ſpiey foreſts blow, 95 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow, 
See heaven its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
Aud break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor evening Cynthia fill her filver horn Ioo 
But loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 
Cne tide of glory, one unclouded blaze | 
Werflow thy courts ; the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
jeveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The ſeas ſt all waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 105 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away 3 
But fx d his word, his ſaving power remains: 
Thy realm ſor ever laſts, thy own MesstAn 
reigns! 


— 


WIN DSO R- FOR ES T. 
+ 1 5 noNOVURAPIE 


GEORGE LORD LANS DOWN. 


HY foreſts, Windſor! and thy green re- 
treats, * . hag | 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſc's ſeats, 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. | 
Granville commands; your aid, O Muſes, bring! 
What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing? 6 


The groves of Eden, vaniſt'd now fo long, 
Live in deſcription, and lovk green in ſong; 
Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 10 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again: 

Not Chaos-like together cruſh%d and bruis'd, 

But, as the world, 'harmoniouſly confus'd; 

Where order in variety we ſee, 15 

And where, though all things differ, all agree. 

Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſpluy, 

And part admit, and part exclude the day; 

hs ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 

Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs, 20 

There, interſperſed in lawns and opening glades, 

Thin trees ariſe that ſhun cach-other*s ſhades. 

Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend; 

There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiſh hills aſcend, 

Fn the wild heath diſplays her purple dies, 25 

Aud ?midit the deſert, fruitful fields ariſe, 

That, crown'd with tuſted trees and ſpringing 
corn, 

like verdant ifles the ſable waſte adorn, 

let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 


— 


Ile weeping amber, or the balmy tree, 30 
While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 

And re-lms commanded which thoſe trees adorn,” 
Not proud Oly mpus yields a nobler ſight, 


1 


Though Gods aſſembled grace his towering 
height, — 
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Than what more humble meuntains offer here, 35 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe Gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crewn'd, 
Here bluſhing Flora paiuts tl? epamePd ground, 
Here Ceres? gifts in waving proſpect Baud, - | 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper*s hald; 40 
Rich Indutiry its ſmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A drcary deſert, and a gloomy waſte, | 
To ſavage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey, 45 
Aud kings more furious and fevere than they; 
Who claim'd the f. ies, diſpeopled air and foods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and words : 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſaves). 0 
What could be free, when Jawleſs beaſts obcy*d, 
And even the elements a tyrant ſway'd? f 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwelPd the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhowers diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in 

vain; 6 . 

The ſwain with tears his fruftrate labour yields, 
Ard tamiſh'd dies amidſt his ripen'd felds, $6 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubje ſlain 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotie reign? 
Both doom'd alike, for ſportive Tyrants bled, 
But, while the ſubject ſtarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 
Proud-Nimrod firit the bloody chace began, 
A mighty hunter, and his prey-was man : 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barbarous name, 
And mates his trembling flaves the royal game. 


* 


The fields are raviſh*d from tl? induſtrious ſwains, 
From men their cities, and from Gods their 


ſanes: 66 
The levePd towns with weeds lie cover'd oer; 
The hollow winds through raked temples roar; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd; 


Cer heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately bind; 70 


The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, 
And ſavage bowlings {ill the facred quires. _ 
Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curft, 
Th? Cppre ſlor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt, 


Stretch'd ver the Poor and Church his iron rod, 5 


And ſerv'd alike his Vaſſals and his God. 


Whom ev*n the Saxon ſpar'd, ard bloody Dane, 


The wanton victims of his ſport re main. 

But ſee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 

A waſte for beaſts, himfel; deny'd a grave! $9 
Stretch'd on the Jawa his ſecond hope ſurvey, 
At once the chacer, and at once the prey. 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. 


Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjeQs cries, $5 


Nor ſaw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe, 

Then gathering focks on unknown mountains fed, 

Cer ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread, 

The foreſts wonder'd at th? unuſual grain, 

And ſecret tranſport touch'd the unconſcious 
ſwain. 5 

Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears 

Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Le vigorous ſwains! while youth ferments your 

blood. 

And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, 

Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, og 

Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the weving nct. 5 
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When milder autumn fummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds; 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 
Punting with hope, he tries the furrow?d grounds; 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 101 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure they truſt th? unfaithful feld beſet, 7 
Till hoveriag o'er them ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 106 
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Hang vr their oourſers leads with eager ſpeed 
And carth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. : 
Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 


Th immortal hufitreſs, and her virgin-train; 


Nor envy, Windſor! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chatte a Cy ER; 
Whoſe care, like her's, protects the filvan reign, 
The Earth's fair light, and Emprefs of the main. 
Here, too, ?tis ſung, of old Diana ftray'd 165 
And Cynthus? top forſook for Windſor thade; 


Some thoughtleſs Town, with eaſe and plenty | Here was the ſeen ver airy waſtes to rove, 


bleſt, | | 
Near and more near, the cloſing lines inveſt 3 
Sudden they ſeize th' amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 110 
Sce! from the brake the whirring pheaſant” 
| ſprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dies, 115 
His purple creſt, and fcarlet circled eyes, 
The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 
His. Lies,, and breaſt that flames with 
gold? | 
Nor yet, when moiſt Arcturus clouds the ſky, 
Fhe woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 120 
To plains with well-breatli'd heagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare 
(Beaſts, urg*d by us, their fellow beaſts purſue, 
And learn of man each other to undo): | 
With ſlaughtering guns th' unweary'd fowler 
roves, | 125 
When froſts have whiter'd all the naked groves; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o erſnade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade, 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 
Strait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky : 130 
Oft as ia airy rings they ſkim the heath, 
The clamorous lapwings feel the Teaden death; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
They fall, and leave their little Fves in air, 

Ia genial ſpring, beneath the quivering ſbade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, 

Iatent, his angle trembling in his hand: 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eves the dancing cork and bending reed, 140 
Our plenreous fireams a various race ſupply, 
The bright-ey?4 perch with fins of Tyrian dye, 
The ſilver ell, in ſhining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in ſcales bedropp*d with gold, 
Swift trouts, diverſify'd with crimſon ſtains, 145 
And pikes, the tyrants of the watery plains, 
Now Cancer glows with Phoebus? fiery car. 
The youth ruth eager to the ſylvan war, 
warm wer the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 
Rm:2e the fect hart, and chear the opening hound. 
n' impatient courſer pants in every vein, 151 
And, pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 
Hills, vales, and foods, appear already croſs'd 

And, ere he ftarts, a thouſand ſteps are loſt, 
ges the bold youth Brain up the threatening ſteep, 
Ruh through the thickets, down the valleys 

ſwceps 155 


| 


Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove; 

Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 

Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn, 170 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 

Thy offspring, Thames! the fair Lodona ram'd 

(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 

The Muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe ſings ſhall laft), 

Scarce could the Goddeſs from her nymph be 

known, | 175 

But by the ereſcent, and the golden zone. 

She ſeorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; 

A belt her waiſt, a fllet binds her hair; 

A painted quiver on her ſt.oulder ſounds, 

And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds, 180 

It chanc*d, as, eager of the chace, the maid 

Beyond the foreit's verdant limits ſtray'd, 

Pan faw and lov'd, and burniog with defre 

Pur ſued her flight; her ffight increas'd his fire. 

Not half ſo ſwiit the trembling doves can fly, 185 

When the fierce-eagle cleaves the liquid {&y; 

Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 

When through the clouds he drives the trembling 

doves 8 
As from the God ſte flew with furious pace, 


[r as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 199 


Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the ny mph appears; 
Nov cloſe behind, his ſounding Reps ſhe hears; 
And now his ſhadow reaeb'd her as ſhe run, 

His ſhadow lengthen'd by the fetting ſun; 

And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 195 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair, 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 

Nor could Diana help her injur'ꝰd maid, 

Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd nor pray'd in 


vain 3 | EN. 
« Ah, Cynthia! ah—though baniſh'd from thy 
ce train, 200 


« Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 

& My native ſnades! there weep, and murmur 
cc there! 5 

She ſaid, and, melti g as in tears ſhe lay, 

In a ſoſt ſſver ſtream di ſſolvd away. 

The flver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 205 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps 3 

Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreſt where ſhe ran g'd before. 

In her chaſte current oft the Goddels Javes, 

And with celeftial tears augments the waves, 219 

Oft in her glaſs the muſpg ſhepherd ſpies _ 

The headlong mountains andthe downward ikies, 


|| The watery landſk ip of the pendent woc, 


And abſent trees that tremble in the floods 3 
In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 215 


And floating forfts paint the waves with greens 
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Throvgh the fair ſcene roll low the lingering 


fir:ams, | N 
Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the 
Thames 8 . 
Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods ! 
With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods; 220 
Where towering oaks their growing honours x:ar, 

And future navies on thy ſhores appear, ; 
Not Neptune's {elf from all her ſtreams receives 
A wealthier tribute, thaa to thine he gives. 
No ſeas ſo rich, fo gay no banks appear, 
No lake ſo gentle, aad no ſpring fo clear, 
Nor Po ſo ſwells the ſabling Poet's lays, _ 
While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, 
A; tune, which viſits Windſor's ſam'd abodes, 
To graeg the manſion of our earthly Gods: 230 
Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhow, | 
Lite the bright Beauties on thy banks below; 
Wi-re jove, ſubdued by mortal paſſion ſtill, 
Might change Clympus for a nobler hill. 
Happy the man whom this bright Court ap- 
proves, | 
His Sovereign favours, and his Country loves: 
Happy next him, who on theſe ſhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe in- 
ſpires, | 
Whom humbler joys of home, felt quiet pleaſe, 
Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciie and eaſe, 240 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
And of their tragrant phy ſie ſpoils the fields; 
With chymie art exalts the mineral powers, 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flowers: 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
Oer fgnr*d worlds now travels with his eye; 245 
Of ancient writ unlocis the learned ſtore, | 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er : 
Or wandering thoughtful in the filent wood, 
Atte ds the duties of the wiſe and good, 
T obſ:rve a mean, to be himſelf a friend, 
To follow nature, and regard his end 
Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes; 
Bids his free ſoul expariate in the {kies, 
Amid her Eindred ſtars familiar roam, 
Survey the region, and confeſs her home ! 
duch was the life great Scipio once ad mir'd, 
Thus Atticus, aud Trumbull thus retir'd. 
Ve ſacred Nine! that all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe vißons bleſs, 
Eear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
The bowery mazes, and ſurrounding greens 
To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill; 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 265 
While laks the mountain, or while Thames ſhall 
flow) : 
ſeem through conſecrated walks to rove, 
I hear ſoft muſic die along the grove: _ 
Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
By god-lixe poets venerable made: 270 
Here his firſt lays majefiic Denham ſung 3 


225 


250 


255 


5 


There the lat numbers flow'd from Cowley's - 


tongue, 
O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed, 
I the ſad pomp along his banks was led! 
el. VI, = | 


3 2 voice, : 


4 


Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 


. 
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His drooping ſwans on every note expires 2 
And on bis willows hung each Muſe's yre, ” 
Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heavenly 


No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice $ 
Who 2 ſhall char m the ſhades, where Cowley 
run RC; 3 
His living harp, and lofty Denham ſung? 280 
But bark! the groves rejoice, the Ns rings f. 
Are theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville ſings! 
»Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreatss 
And call the Muſes to their ancient feats; _ 
To paint anew the flowery ſdvan ſcenes, 
To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 
Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies ; _ 
To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luſtre to her filver ſtar, 299 
Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, * 


295 


Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the liſts, and graceful in the dance : 
In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 295 
To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft deſire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright obje& of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 
Oh wouldſt thou ſing what heroes Windſor 
bore, ; | - 
What kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore 
Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains! 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſrining page, 


Stretch his long triumphs down through every 
age; . 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious: 
field, | e 
The lilies blazing on the regal ſhield: . 


Then, frommer roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, . 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquith*d France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear, 31@ 

Let ſofter trains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flouriſh round his urg. 
Here Oer the martyr-King the marble weeps, 
And, faſt behind him, once-fear'd Edward fleeps : 
Whom not th'extended Albion could contain, 315 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 2 
The Grave unites; where ev'n the Great find reſt, 
And blended lie tl! oppreſſor and tt? oppreſt! 

Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known 
(Obſcure the place, and uninſerib'd the ſtone) ; > 
Oh fact accurs'd! what tears has Albion ſhed ! 3217 
Heavens, what new wounds! and how her old have 

bled! ; 1 
She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 
Her ſacred domes invelv'd in rolling fre, * 
A dxreadſul ſcries of inteſtine wars, 6, 
Inglorious triumphs and ditoneſt ſcar s. 
At length great Anna ſaid, —“ Let Diſcord ceaſe? 
She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace! 
In that bleſt moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advanc'd his reverend head, 
His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 
His ſhining horas _—_— a golden gleam ; 
r 
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Grav'd on his urn, eppear'd the moon, that 


guides 
His ſwelling waters, ard alternate tides; 
The figur'd treams in waves of Iver roll'd, 335 
And on their banks Auguita roſe in golds 
Around his throne the ſea-bor:: brothers ſtood 
Who ſwell with tributary urns his food! 
Firſt the fam'd authors of his ancient ame, 
The winding Iſis, and the fruitful Thame: 
The Kennet fwiſt, for ſilver eels renown'd; 
The Loddon ſlow, with verdant alders crowd; 
Cole, whoſe dark ſtreams his flowery iſlands lave; 
And ( hal:y Wey, that rolls a mil y wave: 
Toe blue, trauſparent Vandalis appears; 
The gulphy Lee h's ſedgy treßes rears ; 
And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving good; 
And tlent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 
(Bis ica-green ma. tle wavigg with the wind) 350 
The God appear'd : he'turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windſor-domes and pompous turrets riſe ; 
Then bow'd, and fpoke; the winds forget to 
roar, | 
And the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore, 
Hail, facred Peace! hail, long-cxpeRed days, 
That Thames's glory to the ſtars fall raiſe | 256 
"Though Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behc1d, 
e Han Hermus ſweils w:th tides of 
| Old, | 
e Itſelf the ſeven- fold Nilus flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred r-al:ns beſtow:z 360 
Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſes? themes, 
Lott 1» my fame, as in the ſ a their Freams, 
Let Valga*s banks with iron ſquadrons ſine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Riine ; 
Jet harbarous Ga: ges arm a ſervile train: 
Be mine the bleſſiugs of a pcace il reign, 
No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh hlood 
Ped Iber's ands, or Iſter's foamiag dood: 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain 
Shall tend the #ocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 371 
Ot war or blood, but i the ſylvan chace 
The trumpet ſleep, while chearful horas are 
blown, | 
Ard arms employ*d on birds and beaſts alone. 
Rehald ! th' aſcending villas on my de, 375 
Frolect long ſhadows o'er the eryſtal tide, - 
Ne hold! Avguſta's ring ſpires increaſe, 
Ard Templcs riſe, the beauteous works of Peace, 
I fee, I fee, where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new Whitehall aſcend! 380 
There mighty nations ſhall inquire their doom, 
7 he world's great oracle in times to come; 
1 There Kings ſhall ſue, and ſuppliant States be 
1cen | ; 
Onge more to bend beſore a Britiſh Queen. 
Ihy trees, fair Windſor | now ſhall leave their 
wonds, : 1 8 
And hal? thy foreſts ruſh into thy floods: 
Bear Pritai.,*3 Thunder, and her Croſs diſplay, 
To the bright regions of the ritng day: 
Temnt jcy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer fames glow round the frozen Pole; 


340 


545 


355 


4 


And ſweep the ſounding lyre! 


POEMS. 


Cr under ſouthern ſkies exalt thelr ſails, 391 _ 
Led by new ftars, and borne by ſpicy gales! H 
For me the balm 7 all bleed, aud amber flow, G 
The coral redden, a d the ruby glow, N 
The pearly tell its lucid globe unfold, 5 A 
And Ph bus warm the ripeuing ore to gold. ꝑxulti. 
Thr: time ſi all come, when free as ſeas or wind Ia bo 
Unboui:ded Thames © all dow for all map kind, T 
Whcle nations enter with each ſwelli g tide, 
A-d ſeas but join the regions they divide; 400 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſt. Il behold, Ii 
And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old. 
Then ſhips of uncouth form (1 all ftem the tide, 
Ard feather'd people crowd my wealthy de, By M. 
And naked youths a d pai» ted chiefs adwire 45; X 
Cur ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire! Tint 
Oh, firetch thy reign, {air Peace! from {tore 19 Muſ.c 
more, : Or, 
Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slavery he no more; Exa 
Till the freed I diaus in their native groves Warri 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves; Pours 
Peru once more a race of Fings beheld, 411 3 
A:id other Mexicos be root'd with gold. \ 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepe“ hell, 8 
In brazen bonds f} all barbarove Piferrd dwell: 1 
Gigautic pride, pale Perror, gloomy ( are, 416 Inteſti 
And mad Ambition, ſtall attend her there: Ard | 


There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blur ted, and extin& her fres. 
There hateful Envy her or f ales all feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel: 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping Furies thirſt for blood i, vain, 

Here ceaſe thy fight, rer u ® unhallow'd hs 
Touch the fair fame o, Alhio! *- golden days: 
The thoughts ot Gods let Gra ville“ verſe re- 

cite, 9 

And bring the ſcenes of oyering fate to light: 
My humble Muſe, in unambitious raius, 
Paint= the green fore and the h wery plains, 
Where Peace deſcer ding hids her olive ſpring, 
Ar d ſcatters ble” g f om her deve-li e wing: 
Fv*r I more ſweetly paſs my carcleſ- days, 43! 
Pleas'd in th: lent ſhade with empty praiſe; 
Fr oigh for we, that to the lie irg ſwains 


Firſt in theſe fields I ſyyg the ſylvan firains, 


420 


ODE FOR MUSIC. 


ON 
Sr, CECILIA?S DAY. / 
ba 


ESCEND, ye Nine! deſcend, ard fing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire 3 
Wake into voice each ſ lent try g, 


In a ſadly-pleaſng frain 

Let the warbling lite complain: 
Let the loud trumpet ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
The ſtrill echoes re bound: 


POPE'S POEMS 


While, in more lengthen'd notes and flew, 10 
The deep, maje tie, ſolema organs blow. 
Hark! the numbers ſoft aud clear 
Geutly ſteal upou the ear; : 
Now lovder, and yet louder riſe, 
Ad i]! with ſpreading tounds the ſkiesz 15 
Frxulting in triumph now ſwell the bold notes, 
lu boten air tr-mbl ng, the wild muſic floats 3 
Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The ſtrains decay, > 
And melt away, Too 20 
In a dying, dying fall, 
3 


By Muſic, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor {well too high, nor ſink too low. 
Ir in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 


Muſc her ſoft, aſſuaſve voice applies; _ | 


Gr, when the ſoul is preſs'd with cares, 


Exalts her in enlivening airs, 


Warriors ſt.e fires with auimated ſounds 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds; 
Melancholy lifts her head, | 30 
Morpheus rouſes from his bed, 
Sloth unfolds her arms a..d wakes, 
Liſtening Envy drops her ſaakes ; 
Inteſtine war no more our Paſſions wage, 


Ard giddy {ations hear away their rage. 35 | 


. 

But when our Country's cauſe provokes to Arms, 

How martial muſic every boſom warms | 

8o when the firit bold veſſel dar'd the ſeas, 

High on the ſte:n the Thracian rais'd his ſtrain, 
While Argo ſaw her kiadred trees 40 
Deſcend rom Pelion to the main. 
Traoſported de mi- gods ſtood round, 

And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Enflany?d with glory's charms ; 

Exch chief his ſever fold ield diſplay'd, 45 

Aud half unſheath'd the ſhining blade: 

And ſeas, and rocks, and ſkies rebound 

To arms, to arms, to arms! 


IV. a 
But when through all th? infernal bounds, 


Which flaming Phlegeton ſurrounds, 50 


Love, ſtrong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead, 

What ſounds were heard, 

What ſcenes appear'd, 8 

Oer all the dreary coaſts! _ 55 

Dreadful gleams, 
Diſmal ſercams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 


Sullen moans, | 60. 


Hollow groans, I 
And cries of tortur'd ghoſts! _ 
Zut bark! he firikes the golden lyre 3 
And fee! the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire. 
See, ſhady forms advance! BY 
Thy tone, O Siſyphus, ſtands ſtil}, 
ion reſts upon his Wheel, 
And the pale ſpectres dance 


ö 


8 


The Furie, fink upon their iron beds, 


And ſaakes uncurPd hang lutening round their 


heads. 


v. 
By the ſtreams that e ver flow, 
By the fragrant wi. ds that blow 
Cr the Ely an flowers; 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell 
I: yellow meads of Aſphodel, 75 
Cr Amarauthine bowcrs ; 
By the hero's armed © ades, 
. Glittericg through the gloo:ny glades; 
Ey the youths that dy'd lor love, 
Wa:derirg in the myrtl grove, 80 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to lite: 
Oh tale the huſta d, or returua the wiſe ! 
He ſung, a. d hell contented 
To hear the Poet's prayer: | 
Stern Proſerpine relented, ' 83 
And gave bim back the fair. * 
Tlius ſong could prevail 
Ober death, and o'er hell, 
A conqueſt how hard and how glorious ! 
Though fate had faſt bound her 95 
With Styx nine times round her, . 
Yet muſcc aud love were victorious. 


VI. 


But ſoon, too ſoon the lover turns his eyes: 
Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſhe dies! 
How wilt thou aow the fatal ſiſters move? gg 
No crime was thine, it 'tiz no crime to love, 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Beſide the alls of fou tains, 
Or where Hebrus wa ders, " 
Rolling in Mæanders 
All alone, 
Unbeard, unknown, 
He makes his moan: 
And call her ghoſt, 
For ever, ever, ever loſt ! 
Now with Furies ſurrounded, - 
Deſpairing, confour,ded, 
He treinblzs, he glow-, 
Amidſt Rhodope?s ſnows : 


tos 


105 


| See, wild as the winds, oer the deſert he flies; - 
Hark! Hezmus reſounds with the Baccnauals? 


CrieS— 1 
Ah ſee, he dies! ; 
Yet ev'n in death Zurydice he ſang 
Eurydioe ſt Il trembled on his tongue; 
Eurydic the woods, 
Eurydice the floods, © _.. 
Eurydice the roc cs and and hollow mountains 
rung. 5 


115 


VII. 


Muſe the ferceſt grief can charm, 
And fate's ſevereſt rage diſar n: 
Muic can ſoften pain to eaſe, Dy 
And make defpair and madneſs pleaſe : . 
Our joys below it can improve, © 
And antedate the bliſs ahove, 

This the divine Ce lia found, 

Aud to her Maker's; LON conſin d the ſound. 12; 
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$18. 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, | 


Th' immortal powers incline their ear; 
Borne on the ſwelling notes our ſouls aſpire, 
While ſolemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 

And angels lean from heaven to hear, 1 

Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, | 
o bright Cecilia greater power is given: 
His numbers rais'd a ſ ade from hell, 
Her's lift the ſoul to heaven. 


e 
* 


— ———t 
— — 


TWO 


CHORUSES 


TO THE 


TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS. 


| Altered from Shakeſpeare by the Duke of Buck- 


ingham, at whoſe defre”theſe two Choruſes 
were compoſed, 'to ſupply as many, wanting 


in his play. They were ſet many years after- | 


wards by the famous Bonouciai, and perform- 


ed at Buckingham-houſe. ; 
CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 
STROPHE 1. i 


E ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught; 
Where heavenly viſions Plato fir'd, 
And Epicurus 4 inſpir'd! : 
In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſteod 5 
VUnſpotted long with human blood. 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And ſteel now glitters in the Mules? ſuades. 
| ANTISTROPHE I. 
Oh beaven- born fiſters | ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart; 10 
Who lead fair Virtue*s train along, 
Moral truth and myſtic Song ! 
To what new clime, what viſtant ſky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly? 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore ? 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more: 


sT RO PRT 11, 


When Athens ſinks by ſates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt ; 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtranger's gore; 20 
See Arts her ſavage ſons control, 
And Athens riſing near the pole! 
Till ſome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madneis tears them from the land, 
ANTISTROPHE II, ; 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball ! 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 
Fools grant hate er Ambition craves, 
And men, once, ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hate, 
In every age, in every fiate ! | 
Still, when the Juſt of tyrant power ſucceeds,. 


15 


. 


25 


30 
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CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS, Bleſt, 
SEMICHORUS, | _ 
O* Tyrant Love ! haſt thou poſſeſt Tu 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous bref, ! Sount 
Wiſdom ard Wit in vain reclaim, - To 
And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. And i 
Love, ſoft intruder, enters here, g 
But entering learns to be ſincere. Thus 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, T5 
And Erutus tenderly reproves. Steal 
Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame deſire, 
Which Nature has impreſt ? lo 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and generous breaſt ? 
CHORUS. 
Love's purer flames the Gods approve; T 
The Gods and Prutus bend to Love ; 
Brutus ſor abſent Porcia ſighs, Is 
And ſterner Caſſius melts at ;junia%s eyes, V 
What is looſe love? a tranſlent gueſt, 
Spent in ſudden ſtorm of luft ; 
A vapour fed from wild defire, 
A wand ring, ſelf-conſuming fie. 20 Cea 
But Hymen's kinder flames unite, Ane 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the Sun, | 
SEMICHCORUS, 
Oh ſource of every ſocial tye, 5 
United wiſh, and mutual joy! Dr 
What various joys on one attend, Te 
As ſon, as father, brother, huſcand, friend“! 
Whether his hoary {re he ſpies, 'Th 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe; 59 He 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye; | 
Or views his ſmiling progeny Le 
What tender paſſions take their turns, 0 
What home-felt raptures move! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, row burne, 
With reverence, hope, and love. 36 
CHORUS, 5 
Hence guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmizes; 
Hence falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 
Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurprizes; 
Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine: 49 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 
Conſtant faith, fair hope, long Jeifure 3 
Days of caſe, and nights of pleaſure ; 
Sacred Hymen ! theſe are thine, ) 
© — E 
| 1 
ODE ON SOLITUDE. $ 
Written when the Author was about Tweire 
Years old. N 


T FAPPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, : 
| In his own ground, 
Whoſe herbs with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
W boſe flocks ſupply him with attire 3 6 


Come Athens periſtes, ſome Tuily bleeds. . 


Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
| In winter fre. 


15 


20 


rel rt 


ad, 


I 


Bl:ft, who can unconcern'dly. find | 
Hours, days, and years flide foit away, 10 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
| Quiet by day, 
Sound ſleep by night; itudy-and eaſe, 
Together mix*d ; ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 15 
With meditation. vs 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 


Tell where I lie. | 20 
6 | 
THE DYING CERISTIAN TO HITS SOUL, 
; | 


ITAL ſpark of heavenly fame ! 
Quit, oh quit this mortal irame ; 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 5 
And let me lang uiſh into life, 


ih 
Hark! they whiſper : Angels ſay, 
Siſter Spirit, come away. | 
What is this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 10 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 


Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death? 


III. 
The world recedes; it diſappears ! 
Heaven opens on my eyes! my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
U Grave | where is thy Victory? 
O Death! where is thy Sting? 


— — re. 
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Ius hard to ſay, if greater want of ſt ill : 
Appcar in writing or in judging ill; 

But of the two, leſs dangerous is th' offence 

To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 

Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 5 

Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs ; 

A ſool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 

Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe, 
Iis with our judg ments as our watches; none 

Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own, 10 

In Foets as true genius is but rare, N 

True taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's ſhare; 

Both muſt alike from Heaven derive their light, 

Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write, 
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Let ſuch teach others who the mſelves excel, 15 

And cenſure freely. who have written well ; 

Authors are partial to their wi, 'tis true; 

But are not Critics to their judgment too? 

Yet, if we look more cloſely, we ſtall find 

Moſt have the ſeeds of judgment iu their giind ; 

Nature aftords at leaſt a glimmering light; 21 

The lines, though touch'd but faintly, are drawn 
right, | 

But as the ſlighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd,  * 

Is by ill-eolouring but the more diſgracd, 

So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac'd ; ; 

Some are bew ilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 26 

And ſome made coxcombs Nature meant but 

fools, 

In ſearca of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn Critics in their own defence ; 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 

Or with a rival's, or an eunuch's ſpite. 

All fook have ſtill an itehing to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing ſide. 

If Mævius ſcribble in Apollo's fpight, 

There are who judge ſtill worfe than he can write. 
Some have at {rift for Wits, then Poets paſt; 
Turw'd Critics next, and prov'd plain fonls at laſt. 

Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs, 

As heavy mules are neither horſe nor ais. 

| Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, numerous in our 

„ 

As half. form'd inſects on the banks of Nile; 

Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 

Their generation's ſo equivocal : 

To tell them would a hundred tongues require, 

Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 45 
But you, who ſeek to give and merit tame, 

Aud juſtly bear a Critic's noble name, 

Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 

How far your genius, tafte, and learning, go; 

Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſereet, 

Aud mark that point where ſenſe and dullnets 

meet, 51 

Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 

Aud wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit; 

As on the land while here the ocean gains, 

In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains; 55 

Thus in the foul while memory pre vails, 

The ſolid power of underſtanding fails; 

Where beams of warm imagination play, 

The memory's ſoft figures melt away, 

One ſcience only will one genius fit; Go 

So vaſt is art, ſo narrow human wit: 

Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 

But oft in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parts. 

Like Kings, we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before, 

By vain ambition {till to make them more: 65 

| Each might his ſeveral province well command, 

| Would all but ſtoop to what they underfand, 

Firſt follow Nature; and your judgment frame 

| By her juſt ſtandard, which is {till the ſame : 

Unerring NaTvure, fill divincly bright, 70 

One clear, unchaag'd, and univerſal light, 

Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, 

At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of Art. 

Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; 


£55 
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Works without ſhow, and without pom p pre ſic 
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Though mcaut each other's aid, like man and 


She ws moſt true mettle when you check his courſe, 


By Doctors? bills to play the Doctor's part, 


And thoſe explain the meaning quite away. 
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In ſome fair body thus th? informing ſoul 

With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Each motion guides, and every nerve ſuſtains; 
Itſelf unſeen, but in th' eiiefts remains, 49 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been proſuſe, 
Waat as much more, to turn it to its uſe 
For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, 


wife. | 
is more to zuide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſteed; 
Reftrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed: 85 
The wii ged courſer, like a generous horſe, 


Thoſe Rur xs of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, 
Are Nature itill, but Nature methodis'd: 
Nature, like Liberty, is but reſtrain'd 
By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. 

Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules in- 

dites, 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights; 
High on Par..a us? top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod: 95 
Held from afar, alott, th' immortal prize, ; 
And urg'd the reit by equal ſteps to rife, 
Juſt precepts thus from great example given, 
She drew from them what they deriv'd from 
Heaven. 555 
The generous Critic fann'd the Poet's fre, 100 
And taught the world with rea 0.1 to admire, 
Then Criticiſm the Muſe's haudmaid prov'd, 
To dreſs her charms, aud make her more belov'd; 
But jollowi:g wits from that intention ſtray'd, 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, wood the maid; 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, 106 
Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they 
learn'd. 


So moder: Pothecaries, taught the art 


Bold iu the practice of mimaken rules, 110 
Preſcribe, apply, ard call their maſters fools, 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 

Nor time nor moths e'er ſpoil'd ſo much as they: 
Some drily plain, without inventions aid, 
Write dull receipts low poems may be made. 115 
Theſe leave the ſeaſe, their learniag to difploy, 


You then whoſe judgment the right courſ- 
would fteer, | | 

Enow well each Av ciENr's proper charatter : 
His Fable, 5ubjet, ſcope in every page; 120 
Religion, Couitry, genius of his Age: 
Withour all theſe at once before your eyes, 
Cavil you my, but never criticize. | 
Be Ho mer' works your fudy a d delight, 

Raad them by day, and meditate by night; 125 
Thence fern your judgment, thence your maxims 
bring, 

And trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring; 

Still with itfelf compar, his text peruſe: 

And let your comment be the Mantuan Muſe, 
When firſt young Maro, in his houndlefs mind 

A work b outlaſt immortal Rome dei gn'd, 131 

Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, | 

And but ſrom Nature's fountains ſcorn'd to draw: 


POEMS. 


But when t' examine every part he came, 

Nature and Homer e & iound, the ſame, j 
. Corvii.c'd, amaz*d, he checks the bold deſign; 
And rules as ſtriei his labour'd work conte, : 
As if the Stagirite o%erlock?d each line. 
Learn hence tor ancient rules a juſt eſteem ; 
"To copy nature, is to copy them, 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 

For there's a happineſs as well as care, 
Mufic reſembles Poetry; in each p 


I 
I49 


Are nameleis graces which no methods teach, 

And which a maſter-hand alone can reach, 14; 

if, where the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 

dome lucky Licenſe anſwer to the full 

TH intent propos'd, that Licenſe is a rule, 

Thus Pegaſus, à nearer way to take, 150 

May boldly deviate rom the common track; 

From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 

And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art. 

Which, without paſſing through the judgment, 
gains | 

The heart, and all its end at once attains. 155 


W hich out of nature's common order riſe, 
The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 
Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly oftend, 
And rie to faults true Critics dare not mend. 166 
But though the Ancients thus their rules invade 
(As Kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have 
made); : 
Moderns, beware! or, if you muſt offend 
Againſt the precept, ne*er tranſgreſs its end: 
Let it be ſeldom, and compell d by need; 165 
And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead, 
The Critie elſe proceeds without remorſe, 
Seizes your tame, and puts his laws in force, 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous 
thoughts 169 
Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults, 
Some 1gures mon::rous and miſ- ſhaped appear, 
Cont derd ſingly, or beheld too near, 
M hich, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 
Due di dance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 175 
His powers in equal ranks, in fair array, | 
But with th? occai-on and the place cowply, 
ouccal his force, nay ſometimes ſeem to ſiy. 
i hoſe oft are ſtratage ms which error ſeem, 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 189 
Still green with bays cach ancient Altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of ſacritzgious hands; 
ecuire from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 


| Deiiructive War, and all- involving Age. 


See from cach cline the learn'd their inceri: 
bring! | 185 
Hear, in all tongues conſentirg Pæane ring! 

In praiſe ſo juſt let every voice be join'd. 


And fill the general chorus of mankind. 


Hail, bards triumphant! bern in happier days; 
Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe! 199 
Whoſe hoaours with increaſe of ages grow 

As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
Nations unbern your mighty name ſhall ſound, 
And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 


In proſpects thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes, 0 | 
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g may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 195 | 
The lat, the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, 
(That, on weak wings, from far purſues your 
flights: 7 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teach vain wit a ſcience little enown, 199 
T 2dmire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own : 
Ot all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 
Mas erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 
What the weak head with ftrongeſt bias rules, 
B PRIDE, the never-failing vice of fools, 
Whatever Nature has in werth deny'd, 20 
She gives in large recruits of needful Pride! 
For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find 
What wants in blood and fpirits, ſwelbd with 
Wind: 2 ; | 
ride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe, 210 
It once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 
Truth brea'zs upon vs with reſiſtleſs day. 
Truſt not yourfelf: but, your deſects to know, 
Make uſe of every friend and every foe. 
A little learning is a dangerous thing! 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring : 
There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
A:d drinking largely ſobers us again, 
Fir'd at firſt ſight with what the Muſe imparts, 
ju fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While, from the bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind; 
But more advane d, behold with ſtrange ſurprize 
New diſtant ſcer es of endleſs ſcience riſe! _ 
So pleas'd at firſt the towering Alps we try, 225 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſky 
Th eternal ſnows appear already paſt, 
And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt: 
But, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 
The growing labours of the lengthen'd way: 230 
Ti? inereaſing proſpect tires our wandering eyes, 
Hills peep oer hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe! 
A perfect judge will read each Work of Wit 
Wita the ſame ſpirit that its author writ : 
Survey the wHoLE, nor ſeek ſight faults to 
find | 235 


215 


Where nature moves, and rapture warms the 


mind; 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 


Ibe generous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 


But, in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correfly cold, and regularly low, 240 
That, ſnunning faults, one quiet tenour keep; 
We cannot blame indeed but we may ſleep, 
In wit, as Nature, what affects our hearts 
le not th? exaQneſs of peculiar parts; 
Tis not alip, or eye, we beauty call, 
But the joint force and full reſult of all. 
bus when we view ' ſome well-proportion'd 


245 


dome, = 
3 juſt wonder, and ev'n thine, O 
ome op 


No ſingle parts unequally ſurprize, 


comes united to th? admiring eyes; 250 


No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length ap- ; 


pear ; 


The Whole at once is bold, and regular, 


Y 


319 


Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne%er was, nor is, nor eber ſhall be, 
In every work regard the writer's end, 255 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend; 
And if the means be juſt, the condu true, 
Applauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, js due. 

As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T avoid great errors muſt the leſs commit: 260 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 
For not to know ſome trifles, is a praiſe, 
Moſt Cr:tics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 
Still make the Whole depend upon a Part: 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacri ce. | 
Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they ſay, 
A certain Bard encountering on the way, 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
As eber could Dennis, of the Greeian ſtage; 270 
| Concluding all were deſperate ſots and tools, 
Who durſt depart from Ay iſtotle's rules, 
Cur Author, happy in a judge ſo nice, 
Produc'd his play, and begg'd the Knight's ad- 
vice : 
Made him obſerve the ſubject, and the plot, 275 
The manners, paſſions, unities; what not? 
All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a combat in the litts left out. 
« Whats leave the combat out?“ exclaims the 
Knight. 1 . 
Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagirite. 280 
« Not ſo by heaven (he anſwers in a rage! 
« Knights, ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on 
the ſtage,” x 
So vaſt a throng the ſtage can nefer contain, 
« Then hauild a new, or act it in a plain.“ 

Thus Critics, of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious not knowing, not exact but nice, 286 
Form ſ:6rt ideas; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners) by a love to parts, 

Some to Conceit alone their taſte confine, _ 
Aud glittering thoughts ſtruek out at every line; 
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Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juſt or fit; 
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus unſ{kiIPd to trace 
The naked nature, and the] 'ving grace, 
With gold and jewels cover every part, 
Ard hide with ornaments their want of art, 
True Wit is Nature to advantage dreſs'd, 
What oft was thought, but ne'er ſo well ex- 
preſs?d; : 
Something, 
find, | 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 300 
As ſtades more ſweetly recommend the light, 
So modeſt plaigneſs ſets off ſprightly wit; 
For works may have more wit than does them 
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whoſe truth convinc'd at fight we 
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good, * <p 
As bodies periſh through exceſs of blood. 
Others for Language all their care expreſs, 305 
And value books, as women men, for dreſs; 
Their praiſe is ftill—the ſyle is excellent: 
The ſenſe, they humbly take upon content, 
Words are like leaves; and where they moſt 
abound, - 


Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found, 216 ©, 
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Falſe eleguence, lite the priſmatic glaſe, 


Its gaudy colours fpreads on every place; 
The face of Nature we no more ſurvey, 
All glares alike, without diſt inction gay: 314 


Rut true expreſſion, like th? unchanging ſun, 


Clears and improves whate'er it ſnines upon; & 
It giids all objects, but it alters none. 
Ixpreſſion is the drefs of thought, and fill 
Appears more decent, as more ſuitable z 
A vile conceit, in pompaus words expreſs'd, 320 
Is like a clown in regal purple dreſs'd: \ 
For different ſtyles with difterent ſubje&ts ſort, 
As ſeveral garbs, with country, town, and court. 
Some by old words to Fame have made pretence, 
Ancients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſenſe ; 
Such labour'd nothings, in ſo ftrange a ttyle, 326 
Amaz'd tl? unlearn'd, and make the learned 
fmile, 
Unlucky, as Fungoſa in the play, 
Theſe ſparks with awkward vanity diſplay 5 
What the fine geatleman wore yeſterday 3 330 
And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, | 
As apes our grandies in their doublets dreſt. 


In words, as ſaſb ions, the ſame rule will hold; : 


Alike fantaſtic, if too new or old: 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are try'd, 335 
Nor yet the laft to lay the old afide. 

But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong z 
And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or 


wrong : 

In the bright Muſe though thouſand charms con- 
ſpire, 

Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire; 340 


Who havnt Parpaſſus but to pleaſe their car, 


Not mend their minds; as ſome to church re- 


„ 
Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 
Theſe, equal ſyllables alone require, 
Though oft the ear the open vowels tire; 245 
While expletives their fee? aid do. join; 
And ten low words oft? creep in ope dull line: 
While they ring round the fame unvary'd chimes, 
With ſure returns of fill expeted rhymes 
Wher2'er you find © the cooling weſtern 


breeze,” 359 
In the next line it & whiſpers through the 
trees: | 
If crylal fircams „ with pleaſing murmurs 
creep,” 


The reader's threaten'd (not in vain) with 


6 ſicep 2? | 
Then at the lat and only couplet fraught 
With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 
A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, 356 
That, like a wounded ſnake, dragits low length 
along. 
Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and 


know 
What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly Cow 3 
Ard praiſe the eaſy vigour of a linc, 369 
Where Deubam's ſtrength and Waller's ſweetneſs 
join, 


Truc caſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 
As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance, 
Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 


_ The ſound muſt ſeem an Echo to the ſenſe: 365 


POTMNS.- 


4 Soft is the Brain when Zephyr gently blows, _ 
And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers 


flows; 
But when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ſhore, 
The hoarſe, rough verie ſhould ls the torrent 
roar, | 


When Ajax ftrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to 


throw, 370 

The line too labours, and the words move ſiow. 
Not ſo when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o%er th? unbending corn, and {kims along 

_. the main. Et. 
Hear how Timotheus“ vary'd lays ſurprize, 
And bid alternate paſſions fall and rife ! 
While, at each change, the ſoa of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love; 
Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 
Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to fo: 
Per ans and Greeks like turns of nature found, 
And the world's victer ſtood ſubdued by found! 
The power of Mulic all our hearts allow, 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 


Avoid extremes; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, 
Who ſtill are pleasd too little or too much, 38; 
At every trifle ſcorn to take offence, | 
That always ſnews great pride, or little ſenſe ; 
Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 

Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 390 

For fools admire, but men of tenſe approve : 

As things ſeem large which we through miſts de- 
ſery, 

Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. 


Some foreign writers, ſome our own deſpiſe; 
The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize: 3g 
Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one ſmall ſect, and all are damn'd beſide. 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 

And torce that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 400 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern elimes; 
Which from the firſt has ſnone on ages paſt, 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt, 
Though each may feel increaſes and decays, 
And tee now clearer and now darker days. 405 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 

But blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. 


Some ner advance a' judgment of their own, 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town ; 
They reaſon and nay des by precedent, * 419 
And own ſtale nonſenſe which they neꝰer invent. 
Some judge of authors? names, not- works, and 
then 
Nor praiſe ror blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 


A conſtant Critic at the great man's board, 

To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my Lord, 

What woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 

In ſome ſtarv'd hackney-ſonneteer, or me! 

But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 420 
How the wit brightens ! how the ſtyle refines! 
Before his ſacred name flies every fault, 


And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 


That in proud dulneſs joins with quality; 415 
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The vulgar thus through imitation err; 
As oft the Learn'd by being ſingular; 425 
80 much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: 
So Schiſmatics the plain believers quit, a 
And are hut damn d for having too much wit, 
dome praiſe at morning what they blame at night, 
But always think the laſt opinion right. 431 
A Muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us'd, 
This hour the 's idoliz'd, the next abus d; 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortify'd, 
YTwixt ſenſe and nonſenſe daily change their 
ſide. | 435 
Alk them the cauſe ; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay ; 
And {till to- morrow's wiſer than to-day. 
We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow; . 
Gur wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us ſo; . _ 
Once School-divines this zealous iſle o%erſpread 
Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt read; 441 
Faith, goſpel, all, ſee m'd made to be diſputed, 


And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted: 


Scotiſts and Thomiſts, now in peace remain, 
Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 445 
If Faith itſelf has different dreſſes worn, 


What wonder modes in Wit ſhould take their 


turn? 
Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, 
The current folly proves the ready wit; 
And authors think their reputation ſafe, 450 


Which lives as one as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 


Some, valuing thoſe of their own fide or mind, 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind ; 
fondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praiſe ourſelves in other men. 455 
Parties in Wit attend on thoſe of State, 

And public faction doubles private hate. 

Pride, Malice, Folly, againſt Drydea roſe, 

In various ſhapes of Parſons, Critics, Beaux; 

But ſenſe ſurvivd, when merry jeſts were pait; 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. | 

Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt ariſe : 
Nay, ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 46g 
Envy will merit, as its ſnade, purſue ; 7 
But, like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 
For envy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Ti! oppoſmg body's groſſneſs, not its own. 


When firſt that ſun too powerful beams diſplays, 


I draws up vapours which obſcure its rays ; 
But even thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Ri&k®& new glories, and augment the day. 
Be thou the firſt, true merit to befriend ; 
His praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till all commend. 475 
tort is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And *tis but juſt to let them live beti mes. 
No longer now that golden age appears, 
When Patriarch-wits ſurviv'd a thouſand years: 
Now length of Fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 480 
And bare threeſcore is all ev'n that can boaſt ; 
Our ſons their fathers? failing language ſee, 
And ſuch as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be. 
do when the faithful pencil has deſign'd 


dome bright idea of the maſter's mind, 485 
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Where a new world leaps out at his command, 


And ready Nature waits upon his hand 
When the ripe colours ſoiten and unite, 


And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light; 


When mellowing years their full perfeQon give, 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live 3 491 
The treacherous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away! : 
Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings; 495 
In youth alone its empty praiſe we. boaſt, 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt ; | 
Like ſome fair flower the early ſpring ſupplies, / 
That gayly blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies, 
What 15 this Wit, which muſt our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, tliat other men enjoy; 501 
The moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt admir'd, - 
And ftill the more we give, the more requir'd ; - 
Whoſe fame. with pains we guard, but loſe with 
eaſe, 1 
Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe; 505 
Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun: 
By fools *tis hated, and by knavee undone ! 
If Wit ſo much from ignorance undergo, 
Ah, let not learning too commence its foe ! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards, who could excell, 510 
And ſuch were prais*d who but endeavour'd well; 
Though triumphs were to generals only due, 
Crowns were reſervd to grace the ſoldiers too, 


Now, they who reach Parnaſſus? lofty crown, 


Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 


And while ſelf-love each jealous writer rules, 


Contending wits become the ſport of fools : 

But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret commend, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. 
To what baſe ends, and by what abje& ways, 520 
Are mortals urg'd through ſacred luſt of praiſe l 
Ab, -ne*er ſo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, | 
Nor in the Critic jet the man be loft, 


{| Good-nature and good-ſenſe muſt ever join ; 


To err, is human; to forgive, divine. 525 
But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, 

Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſour diſdain 

Diſcharge that rage on more provoking qrimes, 

Nor fear a dearth in theſe flagitious tunes, 

No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 330 

Though wit and art conſpire to move your mind: 


| But dulneſs with obſcenity. muſt prove 


As ſhameful ſure as impotence in love. 

In the ſat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe, 
Sprang the rank weed, and thriv'd with large in- 
creaſe: 5 | 

When love was all an eaſy Monarch's care; 


Seldom at council, never in a war: 5 


Jilts ruPd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen farces writ; 
Nay wits had penſions, and young lords had wit: 
The Fair ſat panting at a Courtier's play, 540 


And not a maſk went unimprov'd away ® 


The mode fan was lifted up no more, 

And Virgins ſmil'd at what they bluſh'd before. 

The following licenſe of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain 

Then unbelieving Prieſts reſorm'd the nation, 

And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation ; 
| S's 
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PFOFES POEMS. 


Where Heoven's free ſubjects might their rights 
* diſpute, | 

Leſt God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute ; 
Pulpits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 550 
And Vice admir'd to find a flatterer there! 
Encourag'd thus, Wit's Titans brav'd the ficies, 
And the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemies, 
Theſe Monfters, Critics! with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 
Yet ſhun their fault, who, ſcandalouſſy nice, 
Will needs miſtake an author into vice 
All ſeems infected that th? infected ſpy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 

Lax then what Monars Critics ought. to 

| ſhow 3 

For ?tis but half a Judge's taſ:, to know. 

»Tis not enough, taſte, judgment, learning, join; 
In all you ſpea , let truth and candour ſhine ; 
That not alone what to your fenſe is due 

All may allow, but ſeek your friendſhip too. 565 

Be flent always, when you doubt your ſenſe ; 


And ſpeak, though ſure, with ſeeming diffdence: 


Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 

Who, if once wrong, will needs be always ſo; 

But you, with pleaſure, own your errors paſt, 

And make each day a critique on the lat. 571 
*Tis not enough your counſel ſtill be true; 

Blunt truths more miſchief than nice falfehoods 
mund 

Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 

And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. 

Without good- breeding truth is diſapprov'd; 556 

That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov d. 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence; 

For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. 

With mean complacence, ne'er betray your truſt, 

Nor be ſo civil as to prove unſuſ. 

Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe; | 

"Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe. 
*Twere, well might Critics ſtill this freedom 

take : ; 


But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 585 
And ſtares tremendous, with a threatening eye, 
Like fome fierce tyrant in old tapeſtry. 
Fear moſt to tax an honourable fool, 
Whoſe right it is, uneenſur'd, to be dull! 
Such, without wit, are Poets when they pleaſe, 
As without learning they can take degrees, 591 
Leave dangerous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 
And fattery to fulſome dedicators, $a 

" Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes-no 

more | 

Than when they promiſe to give ſcribbling o'er. 
Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 596 
And charitably let the dull be vain: | 
Your lence there is better than your ſpite, | 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write ? 


U 


Still humming on, their drowzy courſe they keep, 


And la) d fo long, like tops, are laſh*d aſleep. 
Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race, | 


As, after ſtumbling, jades will mend their pace, 


What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 

In ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, fo 
Still run on poets, in a raging.vein, 

Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain, 


Strain out the laſt dull dropping of their ſenſe, 
Ard rhyme with all the rage of impotence! 
Such ſhameleſs Bards we have: and yet 'tis 
true, ©. - | 
There are as mad, abandon'd Criticks too, 
The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With — own tongue ſtill edifes his ears 
And always liſtering to himſelf appears. 611 
All book 8 reade, and all he rent de, A 
From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales: 
With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 
Garth did not write his wn Diſpenſary. 
Name a new Play, and he's the Poets friend, 
Nay ſhow'd his faults-—but when would Poets 
mend? ; | 
No place ſo ſacred from ſuch tops is barr'd, 
Nor is ng church more ſafe than Paul's church. 
yard: | 
Nay, fly to Altars; there they'll talk you dead; 
For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread, 625 
Diſtruſtful fenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, } 
Tt ſtill looks home, and ort excurſions makes: 
But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, | 


610 


And, never ſhock'd, and never turned aſde, 


Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thundering tide, 639 
But where's the man, who counſel can beitow, 

Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know? 

Unbiaſs'd, or by favour, or by ſpite; 

Not dully prepoſſeſs'd, nor blindly right; 

Though learn'd, well-bred; and though well 

bred, ſincere; | 635 

Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere : - 

Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 

And gladly praiſe the merit of a foe ? 

Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet unconfin'd ; 

A knowledge both of books and human kind; 640 

Generous converſe, a ſoul exempt from pride; 

And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his .de! 
Such once were Critics; ſuch the happy few 

Athens.and Rome in better ages knew: 

The mighty Stagyrite fr{t left the ſhore, 645 

Spread all his ſays, and durſt the deeps explore; 

He ſtcer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd tar, 

Led by the Light of the Mæonian Star, 

Poets, a race long uncorfin?d and free, 

Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 650 

Rece ivd his laws; and ſtood con vincd *twas ft, 


Horace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, 
And without method talks us into ſenſe, 
Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 655 
The trueſt notions in the eaſteſt way. 
He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 
Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly writ, 1 
Yet judg'd with coolneſs, though he ſung wi 
fre; ö 12 
Eis precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 660 
Our Critics take 2 contrary extreme, 1 
They judge with fury, but they write wit 
phlegm : '« © 5 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong Tranſlations 
By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. : 
"Sec Dionyfus Homer?s thoughts refine, 665 


And call new beauties forth from every line! 


Who connver'd Nature, ſhould preſ de Oer Wit. 
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Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe, 
The ſcholar? learning, with the courtier's eaſe, 


2 In grave e copious work, we find 
- The juſteſt rules and cleareit method joinꝰd: 670 
0 


Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rang'd in order, and diſpos'd with grace, 
But leſs to pleaſe the eye, than arm the hand, 
Still ft for uſe, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inſpire, 


615 aud bleſs their Critic with a Poct's fre. 676 
A; ardeat judge, who, zealous in his truſt, 

* Vith w ives ſentence, yet is always juſt 3 

wy With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always uit 3 


Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 
4 And is himſelf that great Sublime he draws. 620 
Thus long ſucceeding Crit es juſtly reign'd, 
licenſe repreſsd, and uſeful laws ordain'd, 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
* Ard Arts ſtill follow'd where her Eagles flewW; 
From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 
4. And the ſame age ſaw Learhing fall, and Rome. 
62; wih Tyranny, then Superſtition join'd, 
| A; that the body, this enflav'd the mind; 
1 . Much was believ'd, but little underſtood, 
Y And to be dull was conſtrued to be good; 690 
A ſecond deluge Learniug thus o'er- ran, 
630 And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths began, 
| at length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 
ws? (The glory of the Prieſthood, and the ſhame !) 
dtem'd the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 695 
And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 


well. But ſee! each Muſe, in Leo's golden days, 
635 darts from her trance, and trims her wither'd 
bays 


Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Smkes off the duſt, and rears his reverend head, 
Iden Sculpture and ber ſiſter- arts revive ; 


5 *ones leap d to form, and rocks began to live; 

3 640 f . 

* With ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; 
A Raphae] painted, and a Vida ſung. 

fow Inmortal Vida: 01. whoſe honour'd brow 705 
Ibe Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow: 

645 Cremona now ſtall ever boaſt thy name, 
es 3next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 
| But ſoon, by impious arms from Latium 
chac'd, | : 


Tizir ancient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſs'd; 
Thence Arts ober all the northern world advance, 
But Cr tic-learning flouriſ d moſt in France: 
The rules a nation, bora to ſerve, obeys ; 
Aud Boileau ſtill in right of Horace ſways. 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
du kept unconquer'd, and unciviliz'd ; 716 
Ferde for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
Je till deky'd the Romans, as of old. 
ct ſome there were among the ſounder few 
n "= who leſs preſ um'd, and better knew, 520 
A o dur{t aſſert the juſter ancient cauſe, 
* here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental laws. 
Naure'z chief Maſter-piece is writing well? 
duch was Roſcommon, not more learu'd: than 
ws manners generous as his noble blood; | 
"vim the Wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
every author's merit but his own, 


POPE'S POEMS. 


"was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 


| 323 
Such late. was Walſt-the Muſe's judge. and 


friend, | 
Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend; 730 
To failings mild, but zealous for deſert; | 
The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart, | 
[This humble praiſe, lamented ſt ade! receive, 

This praiſe at leaſt a grateſul Muſe may give: 

The Muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to fivgs 
Preſcrib'd her, heights, and prun'd her tender 

wing, | Ms | 
(Her 4 now loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 
But in low numbers ſhort excurſons tries: 
Content, if hence th? unlearn'd their wants may 

vie W, hd | 
The tearn'd reflect on what before they knew: 740 


| Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame ; 


Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame; 
Averſe alike, to flatter or offend; _ . 
Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 


17 2 

RAPE OF THE LOCK. 4 5T 
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HAT dire offence from amarous cauſes 


ſprings, e 


Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the Faller, bel 
renn 
Say what ſtrange motive, Goddeſs! could 
ompe SAA Ait ert get 
A well- bred Lord & aſſault a gentle Belle? 
O ſay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor' d. 
Could mae a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 10 
In talk ſo bold, can lite men engage? 
And in ſoft boſoms dwell ſuch mighty rage ? 
Sol through white curtains ſhot a timorous ray, 
And ope*d thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the da;: 
Now lap-dogs give themſelves the rouzing {takes 


Thrice rung the, bell, the ſlipper knock'd the 
ground, 446 264, 1112 Sad 
And the preſs'd watch return'd a filver found, 
Belinda {till her-gowny pillow preſt t.. 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the halmy reſt ; 20 
*T was he had ſummon'd to her filent bees 
The morning dream that hover'd oer her head. 
A youth more glittering than a birth=night beau 
(That ev'n in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow) 
Seem'd to her car his winning lips to lay, 296 
And thus in whiſpers faid, or ſeem'd to ſa : 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd care 


— 


- 2 


Of thouſand bright Tahabitants of Air! 
If eber one Vikon touch thy infant thought, 


-| Of all the Nurſe nd all the Prieſt havetapght; 30 


Of airy Elves by moonlight ſhadows ſeen, 1, 
The Plver token, and the,cireled green, 
Or virgins vitted by Angel- powers, 
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And ſleepleſs, Jovers,. juſt at twelve, awake: 16 


With golden crowns and wreaths-of bezvenly 
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$24 POPE'S 
Hear, and believe | thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below, _ 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
To Maids alone and Children are reveaFPd:; _ 
What though no credit doubting Wits may give? 
The Fair and Innocent ſhall ſtill believe. 40 
Know then, unnumber'd Spirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower ſky : 
Theſe, though unſeen, are ever on the wing, 
Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring, 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, - 45 
And view with ſcorn two Pages and a Chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclos'd in Woman's beauteous mould; 
Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to theſe of air. 50 
Think not, when Woman's tranſient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead; 
Succeeding vanities ſhe ſtill regards, | 
And though ſhe plays no more, o'erlooks the 
cards. 88885 | | 
Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 55 
And love of Ombre, aſter death ſurvive. 
For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firſt Elements their ſouls retire :. 
The ſprites of fiery Termagaats.in Flame 
Mount up, and take a Salamader's name. 60 
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away, 
And ſip, with Nymphs, their elemental] tea. 
The graver Prude fiaks downward to a Gnome, 
In ſeareh of miſchief till on Earth to roam. 
The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 
Aud ſport and flutter in the fields of Air, 
Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaſte 
Rejects mankind; is by ſome Sylph embrac'd : 
For, ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with caie 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe, 
What guards the purity of melting Maids, 71 
Ex courtly balls, and midnight maſyquerades, 


Safe from the treacherous friend, the daring | 


park, = 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 
When kind oceafion prompts their warm deſires, 
When muße ſoftens,” ind when dancing fires ? 
->Tis but their Syiph, the wiſe: Celeftials know, 
Though Honour is che Word with hen below. 
Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of the ir 
face, li re 2195! * 2 3 2 & 
For life prede ſtinꝰd to the Gnomes embrace. 9 
Theſe well their proſpects, and salt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love deny'd: 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
While Peers, and Dukes, and ell their ſweeping 
Te >" ff ger d N 9 


> as 1 

And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 75 

And ia ſoft Tounds, Your Grace ſalutes their car, 
Tis theſe that early taint the female foul, 
Inſtruct the eye® of young Coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 
And littl> hearts to flutter at a Beau. | 

Oft, when the world imagine women ftray, 

The Sylphs through myſtie mazes guide their way, 
Through all the giddy circle they purſue, | 
And old timpe>tinene&<xpelby new. 
What tender maid but muſt a victim fall - 95 
To one man's treat, but for another's ball? 


POE M s. 


When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 
If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 
With varying vanities, from every part, 


They ſhift the moving Toy-ſtop of their heart; 


Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword. 
knots ſtrive, ; 101 

Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive, 

This erring mortals Levity may call ; 

Oh, blind to truth ! the Sylphs contrive it all, 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, tos 

A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name, 

Late, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 

In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 

I faw, alas! fome dread event impend, 

Ere to the main this morning ſun deſcend; 11% 
But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where: 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware! 

This to diſcloſe 1s all thy guardian can : 
Beware of all, but moſt beware of Man ! 
He ſaid; when Shock, who thought the ſiept 
too long, | 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue, 
*'T'was then, Belinda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firſt open'd on a Billet-doux; _ 
Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no ſooner 
read, | 48 
But all the Viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 120 
And now, unveiPd, the Tollet ſtands diſplay?d, 
Each flver vaſe in myftic order laid. 
Firſt, rop'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the Coſmetic powers. 
A heavenly Image in the glaſs appears, 128 
To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears; 
Th' inferior Prieſteſs, at her altar's ſde, 
Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of Pride. 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 
The various offerings of the world appear; 130 
Fram each the nicely eulls with curious toil, 
And decks the Goddeſs with the glittering ſpoil, 
This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arahia breathes from yonder box. 


The Tortoiſe here and Elephant unite, 135 


Transform'd to combs, the ſpeckled and the 
white. c 

Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts op all its arms; 

The fair each moment riſes to her charms, 140 

Repairs her ſmiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face : 

Sees by. degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; 145 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; 
Some fold the ſleeve, whilft others plait the gown; 

And Betty 's prats'd for labours not her own. 


CSANED- A 
OT with more glories in th! ethereal Plain, 
The ſun firſt riſes oer the purpled main, 
Than, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams | 
Launch' d on the boſom of the filver'd acres? 
Fair Nymphs and well-dreſs'd Youths around ber 
ſhone, © . 


But every eye was fix d on her alone. 


— 
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On her white breaſt a ſparkling Croſs ſte wore, 

Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore, 

Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcleſe, 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfix?d as thoſe: Io 

Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends 3 

Oft the rejects, but ne ver once offends, 

Bright as the ſun, her eyes the gazers ſtrike, 

And, like the ſun, they ſnine on all alike. 

Yet graceful caſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride, 15 

Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 

If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you'll forget them all. 
This Nymph, to the deſtruct ion of mankind, 


——_— 


Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful hung be- 


hind EE 4" 20 
In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck 
With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth ivory neck. 
Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 


And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains, 


With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray ; 25 
Slight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey; 
Fair treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 
And Beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 

Th? adventurous Baron the bright locks ad- 

mir'd; ; 

He ſaw, he wift*d, and to the prize aſpir*d. 30 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 
For when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, 
Few aſk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 

For this, ere Phœbus roſe, he had implor'd 35 
Propitious heaven, and every power ador'd 3 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 
Of twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 40 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three amorous ſighs to raiſe the fire, 
Then proſtrate falls, and bdgs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long poſſeſs the prize : 
The powers gave ear, and granted half his 

prayer; ; 45 

The reſt, the winds diſpers'd in empty air. 

But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 
The ſun-heams trembling on the floating tides ; 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky, 
And ſoften'd ſounds along the waters die; 50 
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay, 
All but the SyIph—with careful tlioughts oppreſt, 
Tr impending woe ſat heavy on his breaſt, 
He ſummons ſtrait his Denizens of air; "os 
The lucid ſquadrons round the ſails repair: 
Soft ofer the ſhrouds atrial whiſpers breathe, 
That ſeem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the ſun their inſe& wings unfold, 
Waft on the Lreeze, or ſink in clouds of gold; '60 
Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light. 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glittering textures of the flmy dew, 
Dipp'd in the richeſt tindtures of the ſkies, - 6 5 
Where light diſports in ever-mingling dyes, 
While every beam new tranſient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their 

Wings. "+ 


I. 


Amid the cirele on the gilded maſt, | 
Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 70 
His pur ple pinions opening to the ſun, 
He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun: 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chier give ear; 


Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Dzmoas, heart 


Ye know the ſpheres, and various taſks affigp'd 


| By laws eternal to th? a rial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureſt æther play, 


And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day; 


Some guide the courſe of wondering orbs on 
high, 


Or roll the planets through the boundleſs ſky ; 90 


Some, leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 

Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 

Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wintery main, 833 

Or ver the glebe diſtil the kindly rain. 

Others on earth o'er human race prefide, 

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 

Of theſe the chief the care of Nations own, 

And guard with arms divine the Britiſh Throne. 
Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 

Not a leſs pleaſing, though leſs glorious care; 

To ſave the powder from too rude a gale, 

Not let th? imprifon'd efſences exhale ; 

To draw freſh colours from the vernal flowers; 9g 

To ſteal from rainbows, ere they drop in ſhowers, 

A brighter waſh; to curl their waving hairs, - 

Aſſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs ; 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beftow, 

To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow, 1099 
This day, black Omens threat the brighteſt Fair 

That eber deſerv*d a watchful ſpirits care; . 

Some dire diſaſter, or by force, or ſlight; 

But what, or where, the fates have wrapp'd in 

night 5 


Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, 105 


Or ſome frail China- jar receive a flaw 

Or ſtain her honour, or her new brocade ; 
Forget her prayers, or miſs a maſquerade ; _ 
Or loſe her heart, or necklace at a ball; 


Or whether Heaven has doom'd that Shock muſt - 


„ 
Haſte then, ye ſpirits! to your charge repair: 


' The fluttering fan be Zephyretta's care; 


The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; 

And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 

Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her favorite Lock; 115 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial note, 

We truſt th' important charge, the Petticoat: 
Oft have we known that ſcven- fold tence to fail, 


| Though ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of 


whale. 
Form a ſtrong line about the ſilver bound, 
And guard the wide eircumference around, 
Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 
His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon overtake his ſins, 


Be ftopp'd in vials, or transfix*d with pins; 


Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, 


Or wedg*d whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
' Gums and Pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, 
| While clogg'd he beats his ſilken wings in vaia; 
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Or Alum ftyptics with contracting power 
Shrink his thin eſſence like a ſhrivePd flower: 
Or, as Ixion fix d, the wretch ſtall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling Mill, | 
In fuines of burning Chocolate ſhall glow, 125 
And tremble at the ſea that froths below ! 
. He ſpoke ; the ſpirits from the ſails deſcend ; 
\| Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 140 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth oi Fate. 


CANTO II. 


1 E by thoſe meads, for ever crown'd with 
flowers. 
Where Thames with pride 
| art: * 1 
| There ſtands a ſtruQure of majeſtic frame, 
Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its 
name. | 
Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 5 
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home; 
Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 
Doſt ſometimes counſel take—and ſometimes tea, 
Hither the heroes aud the nymphs reſort, 
| To taſte awhile the pleaſures of a Court; 
mw In various talk th? inſtructive hours they paſt, 
= Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt ; 
| One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſ Queen, 
And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreens 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; A5 
At every word a reputation dies, Mm 
Snuff, or the fan, ED each pauſe of chat, 
With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Meanwhile, declining ſrom the noon of day, 
The ſun obliquely ſt.oots his burning ray; 20 
The hungry Judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 
And wretches hang, that Jurymen may dine; 
The merchant from th' Exchange returns in 
Peace, y 5 
And the long labours of the toilet ceaſe. 
Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 25 
Burns to encounter two adventurous Knights, 
At Ombre ſingly to decide their doom; fs 
And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come, 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the ſacred nine, 
Soon as ſhe ſpreads her haud, th' aerial guard 
Deſcend, and ſit on each important card: 
Firſt Ariel perch*d upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank they-borez 
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 35 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 
Behold, four Kings iu majeſty rever'd, 
Wich hoary whiſl:ers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whoſe hands ſuſtain a 
flower, | | 
TY expreſſive emblem of their ſofter power; 40 
Four Knaves in garbs ſutcin, a truſty band; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
And party - coloured troops, a ſhining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The ſxilful ny mph reviews her force with care: 
Let Spades be trumps ! ſhe (aid, and trumps they 


were. 


— — — 


F 
ſurveys his riſing tow» 


10 


30 


With bis broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 


He ſprings to vengeance with 


ö 
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Now move to war her fable Matadores, 


un ſow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors, 


Spadillo firſt, unconquerable Lord! 

Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board 

As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 

Ard march'd a victor from the verdant field. 

Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard 

Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 

The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, $7 

Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal/d, 

The reſt, his many-colour'd robe coneeal'd. 

The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 

Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage, 60 

Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'er. 

threw, 

And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 

Sad chance of war; now deſtitute of aid, 

Falls undiftinguiſh'd by the victor Spade! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 

Now to the Baron ſate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 

Th' imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 

The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim dy'd, 


65 


| Spite of his haughty ine in, and harbarous pride: 


What boots the regal circle on his head, 

His giant limbs in ſtate u weildy ſpread ? 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And, of all monarchs only graſps the globe? 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 

The! ANN King who ſhows but half his 
face, ; 

And gg prog! Queen, with powers com- 
in'd, CE, > 

Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find, 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diſorder ſeen, 

With throngs promiſcuous ſtro the level green: 


71 


Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 81 
Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's ſable ſons, 
With like confuſion different nations fly, 

[Of various habit and of various dye, . 
The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, 85 


In heaps on heaps; one fate o' erwhelms them all. 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen of 

Hearts. | | \ 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, 
A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 
She ſees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Juit in the Jaws of ruin, and Codille, 
And now (as oft in ſome «liftemper'd fate), 
On one nice trie depends the general tate, 
An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: the King unſeen 95 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive 

queen : | 


90 


an eager pace, 

And fall» like thunder on the proſſ rate Ace. 

The Nymph exultipg fils with ſhouts the ſky; 

The,walls, the woods, and Jong canals reply. 100 
O thoughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 

Too ſoon dejeaecd, and too ſoon elate. 

Sudden, theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 

And cur#d for ever this victorious day. ; 
For lo! the board with cups and ſpoons 13 

crown'd, 105 


The berries erackle, and the mill turns round: 
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on ſhining Altars of Japan they raiſe 3 While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 
Ibe ſlver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze: So long my honour, name, and praiſe, ſhall live ! 


From ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, What Time would ſpare, from Steel receives its 
While China's earth receives the ſmoaking tide : - date, 5 8 171 
At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 111 And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate! 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 


Strait hover round the Fair her airy band; And ſtrike to duſt th? imperial powers of roy 

Some, as ſhe ſippꝰd, the fuming liquor fann d; Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
Some over ber lap their careful plumes diſplay'd, | And bew triumphal arches to the ground. 176 
Trembling, -_ conſcious of the rich brocade. 116 | What wonder then, ſair Nymph! thy hairs ſhould 


This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, withdrew, 

As oer the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head. | And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Swift to the Lock a thouſand Sprites repair, 135 Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy ſprite, 

A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 

And thrice they twitch*d the diamond in her car; | Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Thrice ſhe look?d back, and thrice the foe drew | Repair*d to ſearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen, 


ä — 


Coffee, (which makes the politician wiſe, feel 

And fee through all e =-_ his half-ſhut eyes) | The conquering force of unreſiſted ſteel ? 

Lent up in vapours to the Barons brain | 

New e the radiant Lock to gain. 120 CANTO IV, 

Ah ceaſe, raſh youth! deſiſt ere tis too late, B anxious cares the penſwe Nymph 
Fear the juſt Gods, and think of Scylla's fate! oppreſs'd, 

Chang d to a bird, and ſent to flit in air, And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt, 75 
She dearly pays for Niſus injur'd hair! Not youthful kings in battle ſeiz?d alive, 

But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, | Not ſcoraful virgins who their charins ſurvive, | 
How ſoon they find fit inftrumerts of ill! 126 | Not ardent lovers rohb'd o all their bliſs, 5 12 
Juit then, Clariſſa drew with tempting grace Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, * A RM 
A two-edg'd weapon from her i} ining caſe : Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, TB 
So ladies, in Romance, aſſiſt their knight, Not Cynthia when her manteau's pinn'd awry, 8 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 130 | Fer felt ſuch rage, reſeutment, and deſpair, 1 
He takes the gift with reverenee, and extends As thou, ſad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 10 3 8 
The little engine on his fingers ends; For, that fad moment, when the Sylphs 18 

| 7 


near. Swift on his ſooty pinioas flits the Gnome, 
Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 
The cloſe receiles of the Virgins thought; 140 No chearful breeze this ſullen region knows, 
| As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, I The dreaded Faſt is all the wind that blows, 25 
He watch'd th' ideas riſing in her mind, Here in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 
Sudden he viewed, in ſpite of all her art, And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 
An earthly lover lurking at her heart. '] She ſighs for ever on her penſwe bed, 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his power expir'd, | Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. | 
Ref:gn'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd. 146} Two handmaids wait the throne ; alike in 
24S: The Peer now ſpreads the glittering forfex place, | 25 
wide, 4 Gig | But differing far in figure and in face. 
r I' inclofe the Lock; now joins it, to divide, Here ſtood Ill- nature lite an ancient maid, 
Ev'n then, before the fatal engine elos' d, Her wrinkled form in black and white array*d ; 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos d; 150 | With ſtore of prayers, for mornings, nights, and 
Fate urg?d the ſheers, and cut the Sylph in twain NOUNSz | 
(But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again), Her hand is fil'd; her boſom with lampoons, 30 
The meeting points the ſacred hair diffever There Aﬀectation, with a fckly mien, 12 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! Shows in her cheek the roſes of eighteen, 


Then flaſhd the living lightning from her eyes, Practis'd to liſp, and hang the head aſide, 
And ſereams of horror rend th? affrighted ſkies. | Faints into airs, and languittes with pride, 
Not louder ſhrieks to pitying heaven are caſt, On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 35 
When huſbands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their | Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow, 


Sp WY 


laſt! | The fair- ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 
Or when rich China veſſels, fall'n from high, When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. 
In glittering duſt and painted fragments lie! 160 A conſtant Vapour o'er the palace flies; 
; | Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine | Strange phai:toms. riſing as the mitts ariſe ; 45 
(The Victor ery d), the glorious Prize is mine! | Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted ſhades, 
While fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids, 
Cr in a coach and fix the Eritiſh Fair, Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling 'pires, 
As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 165 | Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple tires: 
3 Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 8 Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian ſcenes, 


While viſits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, And cryſtal domes, and Angels in machines, 
When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, | Unnumber'd throngs on every fide are ſeen, 


of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
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Here living Tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 


Gne bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : 


A Pipkin there, like Homer's Tripod, walks; 51 


Here ſighss a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks; 


Men prove with child, as power ful fancy works, 


And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 


Sate paſt the Gnome through this fantaſtic band, 


A branch of healing Spleen-wort in his hand, 


1 


Then thus addreſs'd the Power Hail, wayward 


veen! Fd 
Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, ard of female wit, 


Who give tl? hyſteric, or poetic ft, 60 
On various tempers act by various ways, 


Mate ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays 
Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 
And ſend the godly in a pet to pray. 


A Nymph there is, that all thy power diſclains, 65 


And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oh! if &er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 


Or change complexions at a lofing game; 70 


If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 


Or caus'd ſuſpicion where no ſoul was rude, 


Or diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a Prude, 


Or &er to coſtive lap-dog gave diſeaſe, 75 
Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe : 


Hear me and touch Belinda with chagrin 
That ſmgle act gives half the world the ſpleen. 
The Goddeſs with a diſcontented air 


deems to reject him, though the grants his prayer. 
A wonderous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 


Live that where once Ulyſſes held the winds ; 
There ſhe colletts the force of female lungs, 


Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 


A vial next the fills with fainting fears, 
Sort ſorrowe, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoiciag bears her gifts away, 


Spreads his black wings, and ſlowly mounts to day. 
Sunk in Thalettris? arms the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. go 


Tull o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies iſſued at the vont. | 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. 


O wretched maid! ſhe ſpread her hands, and 
cry*d, 95 
(While Hampton's cchoes, wretched maid ! re- 


ply'd) 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care 
The bodkin, comb, and eſſence, to prepare? 


© For this your loeks in paper durance bound, 


For this with torturing irons wreath'd around? 
For this with fillets ſtrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ! 
Gods! fall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies ſtaro! 


Honour ſorbid ! at whoſe unrivald ſhrine 10g 
Faſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. 


Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay, 
Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, 


And all your honour in a whiſper loſt! , 110 


How ſhall I, then, your helpleſs fame defend ? 
*'T will then Le infamy to ſeem your friend! 
And ffall this prize, tl ineſtimable prize, 
Expos'd through cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 
And heighten'd by the diamonds circling rays, 


On that rapacioꝑs hand for ever blaze 116 


Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde- park (ereus grow, 


And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow! 


Sooner let earth, air, ſea, to Chaos fall, 
Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, periſh all! 
She ſaid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 


And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs : 


(Sir Plume of amber fnuff-box juſtly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cene) 


| With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 


He firſt the ſnuff-box open*d, then the caſe, 126 
And _ broke out.—4“ My Lord, why, what the 
evil? 
c Z-—4l>: damn the Lock! fore Gad, you muſt 
be civil! 
te Plague on t! tis paſt a jeſt—nay pr*ythee, pox ! 
cc TRY the hair“ — he ſpoke, and rapp'd his 
9 

It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 
Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain; 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock, I ſwear. 
(Which never more ſhall join its parted hair; 
'Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 135 
Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 
This hand which won it, ſhall for ever wear, 
He ſpoke, and, ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 
The long-contended honours of her head, 149 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 
He breaks the Vial whence the ſorrows flow. 
Then ſee the Nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half. lauguiſhing half-drown'd in tears; 


On her heav*d boſom hung her drooping head, 145 


Which, with a ſigh, ſhe rais'd : and thus ſhe ſaid; 
For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 
Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my favorite curl away 

Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-Court theſe eyes had never ſeen! 
Yet am not I the firſt miftaken maid 151 
By love of courts to numerous ills betray d. 


Oh had I rather unadmir'd remain'd 


In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land; 

Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 155 

Where none learn Ombre, none e'er taſte Bohea! 

There kept my charms conceald from mortal eye, 

Like roſes, that in deſerts bloom and die. 

What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to 
roam? 5 

Oh had I ftay?d, and ſaid my prayers at home ! 


] Twas this, the morning omens ſeem'd to tell, 


Thrice from my trembling hand the pateh- box fell: 
The tottering China ſhook without a wind, 
Nay Poll ſat mute and Shock was moſt unkind: 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate, 165 
In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late! 
See the poor remants of theſe flighted hairs - 
My hand ſhall rend what.ew'n thy rapine ſpares 
Theſe in two fable ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck; 179 
The ſiſter- loek now fits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow's fate ſoreſees its own 5 
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Vainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona Hermes arms; 


: POP Es POEMS. 


VcurPd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy ſacralegious hands. 
0h hadſt thou, eruel! been content to ſeire 
Fairs leſs in fight, or any hairs but theſee 


HE faid : the pitying audience melt in tears; 
But fate and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's 
ears. -; * 

Jn vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not balf ſo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 3 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain, © 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; 
Silence enſued, and thus the Nymph began. 

Say, why are Beauties prais'd aed honour'd 

moſt 179 8 FL 

The wiſe ann paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt ? 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 11 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel-like ador'd? 


Why round our coaches crowd the whitz-glov 4 þ | > » : 
a | | Weighs the men's wits againſt the Lady's hair; 


Beaux ? 5 
Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows? 
how vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 15 
Unlk-ſs good- ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains! 
That men may ſay, when we the front- box grace, 
Behold the firſt in virtue as in face! 

Oh! if to dance all night and dreſs all day, 
Charm'd the ſmall-pox, or chac'd old-age away: 
Who would not ſcorn what houſewite's cares 
produce, f "Ul 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe? 
To patch, nay ogle, may become a Saint; 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fn to paint. | 
But fince, alas I frail beauty muſt decay 235 
CurPd or uncurPd, fince Locks will turn to grey; 
Since painted, or not painted, alt hall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man, muſt die a maid; 
What then remains, but well our power to uſe, 
And keep good-humour ill, whate'er we loſe ? 
And truſt me, Dear! good humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſeold- 
ing fail, Pas | : 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 

Charms ſtrive the ſight, but merit Yar y the ſoul. 
So ſpoke the Darge, but no applauſe enſued ; 
Belinda frown'd, Thaleftris call'd her Prude. 36 

To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, _ 

And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies, 

All fde in parties, and begin th' attack; 

Fans clap, filks ruſtle, and tough ,whalebones | 
crack; =. 

Heroe: and Heroines? ſhouts confus'dly rife, 

And baſe and treble voices ſtrike the ſkies. 

No common weapon in their hands are found; 
Lie Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wou id. 
do when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 
Aud heavenly breaſts with human paſſions rage; 


And all Olympus rings with loud alarms ; 

Jove*s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 

Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps re- 
found ; 1 50 

Earth ſhakes her nodding towers, the ground 
gives way, | 

And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of day! 

Vor. VI | CERES 


| But this 


339 


Triu 2 Umbriel on a ſconees height 
Clapp'd hi 
ent: 5 
Propp'd on their bodkin- ſpears, the Sprites ſur- 

vey * 2 19. 5 W * | 
The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray, ' + WM 
While through the preſs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 


And ſcatters death around from both her eyes, 


A Beau and Witling periſh'd in the throng, | 


One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong, '' 60 
2 Fee: Ger Nymphi's living death I bear; 


Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk befide his char. 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, _ 
« Thoſe eyes are made fo killing“ was his laſt, 
Thus on Maznder's flowery margin lies 63 
Th expiring Swan, and as he ſings he dies. 
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clafiſſa down. 
Chloe ftepp'd in, and kilbd him with # frown; 
She ſrnibd to ſee the doughty hero flain; © 
But, at her ſmile, the Beau reviv'd again. 70 
Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 


The doubtful beam long nods from fide to de 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
See, fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, | 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 
Nor fear'd the Chief th? unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his foe to die, 
bold Lord, with manly ſtrength endued, 
She with one finger and a thumb ub dued 2 80 
uſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of Snuff the wily virgin threw; 
The Gnomes direct, to every atom juſt, 
The pungent grains of titillating duſt, * 
Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o%rfows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe, 86 
Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry%d,” - 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her ſide. 


(The ſame, his ancient perſonage to dec, 


Her great great grand ſire wore about his neck, go 

In three ſeal- rings; which after, melted down, 

For m'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown: 

Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 

The bells ſhe jingled, and the whiſtle blew ;- 

Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, ge 

Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears). 

Boaſt not my fall (be cry'd) inſulting foe! + 

Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low; 

Nor think, to die, dejects my lofty mind: 

All that I dread is leaving you behind! . 109 

Rather than ſo, ah let me Kill ſurvive, - , 

And burn in Cupid's flames—but burn alive. 
Reſtore the Lock, ſhe cries; and all around, 


| Reſtore the Lock! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain 10g 


Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But ſee how oft? ambitious aims are croſs'd, 
And chiefs contend till all the prize 13 loſt ! 


| The Lock obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 


In every place is ſought, but ſought in vain: 1 10 
With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleft, _ 
80 heaven decrees ! with heaven who can conteſt? 


Some thought it mounted to the Lunar ſphere, 


Since all things loſt on earth are treaſ.:r'd there, 


There Heroes w.ts are kept in ponderous vaſes, 
And Beaux in ſnuff- boxes and tweezer caſes : 


2 


s glad wings, and fate to view the 
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And lovers hearts with ends of ribband. bound; 
The courtier's promiſes, and fick man's prayers, 
The:ſmiles-gf harlots, and the tears of heirs, 120 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a fle, 
Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtr ry. 
But truſt the Muſe—ſhe faw.it upward riſe, // | 
Though mark*d. by none but quick, poetic eyes: 
(So Rome's great founder to; the heavens with» 
drew, 4 e ide bit ff 125 
To Proculus alone confeſsꝰd iniview) | 5 
A ſudden Star, it ſhot through liquid air, ; 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heaven beſpangling with diſhevel'd light, 
The Sylphs hehold it kindling as it flies, x 
And.pleagd purſue its progreſs through'the fk ies. 


This the Beau-monde ſhall from the Mall 


ume ont + 8 15 
And hail with muſie its propitious ray. 
This the bleſt Lover ſhall for Venus take, 135 
And ſend up vows from Roſamonda's lake. 
This. Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs ſkies; 


When next he looks through Galilzeo's eyes; 


And hence thꝰ egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. '140 
Then ceaſe, bright Nymph ! to mourn thy ra- 
viſkh'd hair, 20 A 8. * 011 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere! 
Not all the tre ſſes that fair head can boaſt, 
Shall draw ſuch envy as the Lock you loſt. 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 145 
When, after millions ſlain, yourſelf ſtall die ; 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 
And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt, 
This Lock, the Muſe ſhall conſeerate to fame, 
And *midfi-the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name. 1 50 


= ** — CS - 


9 . __ 


5 E L E GV 
To Tus MEMAQRY OF AN / 


UNFORTUNATE LADY: 


| PQ HE 
There broken vos and death- bed alms are found, 


Like Eaſtern Kings a lazy ſtate they keep, 

And, cloſe confinꝰd to their own palace, fleep, 
From theſe perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pityuug ſky, 

As into air the purer ſpirits fow, 2: 


2 
And ſeparate from their kindred dregs below; * 


So fle the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 


See on theſe ruby 1 7 the trembling breath, 

Theſe cheeks. now fading at the blaſt of death: 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world be- 

| fore, nk 

And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 

Thus, if eterpal Juſtice rules the ball, | 

Thus ſhall yc ur wives, and thus your children 

fall: . 0 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 


And frequent herſes ſtall befiege your gates; 

; There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing ſay, 

(While the long funerals blacken all the way) 40 
Lo! theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the Furies 

bags nh RET, 


| And curſt with hearts unknowing how to yield, 


Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 


» | So perith, all, whoſe breaſt ne'er learn'd to glow 


For others good, or melt at others woe. 
| What can atone (oh ever-injur'd ſhade!) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournful 
F e 59 
By foreign hands thy dying, eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honovr'd, and by ftrangers mourn'd! 
What though no friends in ſable weeds appear, 55 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery, of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ſhow ? 
What though no weeping Loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh*d marble emulate thy face? 60 


| ET, | | I What though no ſacred earth allow thee room 
VW beckoning ghoſt, along the moon- owl de de fe. er t! 


„ * f light Gade, i | 
Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? 
*Tis the but why that bleeding boſom gor'd, 
Why Uimly gleams the vifonary ſword? | 


ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 5 


Is it; ip heaven, a crime to love too well? 
To bear too tender, or too frm a heart, 
To ast a Lover's or a Roman's part? 
Is there no bright reverſon in the ſy, 


For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 10 


Why bade ye elſe, ye Powers! her ſoul aſpire 
Above the vulgar flight of low deſ re ? 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your hlefſt abodes ; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods: 


'Thence to their images on earth it flows, 15 


And in the breaſts of Kings and Heroes glows. 

2 fouls, *tis true, but peep out once an age, 
ull ſullen priſoners in the hody?s cage: 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 


Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; 


Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd oer thy tomb? 
Yet ſtall thy grave with riſing flowers be dreſs d, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt: 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 65 
] There the frſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
While Angels with their ſilver wings o'erſbade 
The ground now ſacred by thy reliques made. 
$9, peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
| What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How loved, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 
Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they fung, 
Deaf the prais*d ear, and mute the tunefu] tongue. 
Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the generous tear he pays 3 | 
Then from his clofing eyes thy form ſhall part, 


Life's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be o'er, 
The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more 


Thou, mean deſerter of thy brother%s blood! 30 | 


| And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee ſrom his heart, 30 
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The Play may paſs—dit! bat ſtrange creature, 


PROLOGUE» 22 
10 u. ADDISONs TRAGEDY or 
r 


wake the ſoul by tender Aber of es | 
To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart; 3 
To make mankind in eonſeious virtue bold, | 
Live Oer each ſcene, and be what they.behold : / ' 
For this the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, s 
Commanding tears to ſtream through every age 1 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder d how they dag | 
Our author ſhung by vulgar ſprings to move 
Thc hero's glory, or the e. v om 10 | 
In pitying Love, we'but our weakneſs ow, ; 
and wild Ambition well deſerves its woe. 
Here tears ſhall flow from a more generous cauſe, | 
duch tears as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws: 
He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 15 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſn 7 | 
Virtue confeſs/d in human ſhape he draws, 1 


What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 
No common object to your ſight diſplays, ih 
But what with pleaſure Heaven itſelf ſurveys, . 20 
A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with. a falling Mas, „ 4 
While Cato gives his little Senate laws, f 
What boſom beats not in his Country's cauſe ?: 
Who ſees him act, but envies every deed? / 26 
Who hears him groan, and does rot wiſn to bleed? 

Er'n when proud Czſlar midſt triumphal cars, 
Tae ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of _—_ 
Ignobly vain, and impotontly great, 
Siowd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in Rate ; 3 30 
As her dead father*s reverend image paſt, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day-v*excaſt 3 
The triumph ceasd, tears guſh'd from every eye 3 
The world's great Victor paſs'd unheeded by; 
Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd,' © 25- 
And honowr'd Cæſar's leſs than Cato's ſword. 

Britons, attend : be worth like this approv'd, 
And ſhew you have the virtue to be mov'd. 

With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view?d 
1 learning arts from Greece, whom the ſubs 

ued; 

Your ſeene precariouſly ſubGſts too. long: 

On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong. 

Dare to have ſenſe yourſelves; aflert the ſtage, 

e juſtly war md with your own native rage: 


ö 


duch plays alone ſhould win a Britiſh ear, 45 


As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear, 


EPILOGUE 
TO Ma. ROWE's JANE SHORE. 


DESIGNED FOR MRS. OLDFIELD. 


Pwolclous this! the Frail-one of our Play 
- From her own ſex thould mercy find to-day ! 
might have held the pretty head aſide, 


P's in your fans, been ſerious, thus, and cry*d, | 


Shore, 

1 cav't—indeed now. I ſo hate a Chobe hangs 
Juſt as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs ch, / 
And thanks his ſtars he was not bor: a fool; 1 
. So from a ſiſter ſiuner you ſhall hear, 
How ſtrangely you expoſe vourſelf, ay WW ps 
But let me die, all raillery apart, 85 
Our ſex are ſtill forgiving at their heart: 
And, did net wicked cuſtom ſo contrive, 2 
We ed be the beſt, govd-natur'd things alive, 

There are, tis true, who tell another e 15 
Thar virtuous ladies envy while they rail; 


I such rage without betrays the fire within 3 1 £5: 


In ſome cloſe corney. of their ſoul, they By" EA 


Still hoarding up,” moſtſeahdalonfly nice, 


Amidſt their virtues d reſer ve of vice. 20 


The godly dame, who Kam | fablings Amn, 


Scolds with her mail, orwith her chaplain cranis, 


Wailld you enjoy bort nights, and ſolid dinners? - 
I Faith, gallants, board with: hints, and bed with 


£ ſmners . ; 
Well, if our Author in = the wife offends;! 45 
Ne has a Huſband that will make amends: 
He dra ws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 
And ſure fuch xind good creatures may be Wing. 
In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, 
Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe's 
Plu—Plutarch, whats his Nen that wiiles r 
lite? : | 
| Ten us, that Cato dearly lowd his wits : 
Yet if a friend, a night or ſo, ſhould need her, 
He'd recommend her as a ſpecial breeder. 
To ſend a wite, feœ here would ſcruple make; 3 
But, pray which of you all would take her baſs 
Though with the Stoic Chief our Stage may ring, 
The Stoic Huſband was the glorious thing. 
The man had courage, was a ſage, ?tis true, 
And lov'd his country—but what's that to you? 
Thoſe ſtrange examples ne er were made to fit ye, 
But the kind cuckold might inſtruct the City: 
There many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 
Who ne'er ſaw naked ſword, or 10 Ed in Plato. 
Ik, after all, you think it a diſgrace, 45 
That Edward's Mifs thus per ks it in your face; 
To ſee a piece of failing fleſh and blood, 
In all the reſt fo impudently good; 
Faith let the modeſt Matrons of the town 


Come here 'in 1 and ſtare the ſtrumpet 


dow. | 50 
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S APP HO 
To 
P H A 0 N. 
Sw. w_ youth, that doſt my heart come 


mand ; 
Can Phaon's eyes forget his Sappho's hand ? 
Mutt then her name the wretched writer prove, 
To thy remombragap de as to thy love | 
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Which Venus tunes, and all her Loves inſpire,” 


Then with each word, each glance, each motion 


Why was I born, ye Gods! a Leſbian dame? 
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Aſc: not the eanſe that L ew numbers chute, 5. 
The lute neglected, and the Lyric Muſe; 
Love taught my tears in ſadder notes to flow, 
And tun'd.my heart to Elegies of woe. EF 
I bura, I burn, as when through ripen'd corn 
By driving winds the ſpreading flames are borne, 
Phaon to Etna's ſcorching feds retires5 
While I conſume with more than Etna's fires! 
No more my foul a charm in muſie finds 
Muſic has charms alone for peaceful mincls. 


Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 15 | 


Love enters. there, and I'm my own diſeaſe. 
No more the Leſbian dames my paſſion move, 
Once the dear objects of my guilty love: 
All other loves are loſt in only thine, ot 574-1 
Ah, youth ungrateful tota flame like mine! 20 
Whom. would not all thoſe blooming charms ſur. 


of priſe, A ON b 103 

Thoſe heavenly. looks, and dear deluding eyes ? 
The harp and bow would you like Phœebus bear, 
A brighter Pheebus Phaon might appear; 
Would you with ivy wreathe your flowing hair, 
Not Bacchus? ſelf with Pheon eould compare: 25 
Yet Ph bus lov'd,; and Bacchus felt the flame, 
One Daphne Waraud, and otie the Cretan dame 
Nymphbs that in, verſe no more could rival me, 
Than even thoſe Gods contend in char ms with 


Wc, A WW ae ee 
The Mu es teach me all their ſofteſt lays, '— [© 
And the wide world reſounds with Sag RBho's 

rr dene ee . 
Though great Aleæus more ſublimely fings, - / 
And ſtrikes with bolder rage the ſounding ſtrings, 
No leſs renown attends the moving lyre, 35 


2 


To me what nature has in charms deny*d, 

Is well by wit's more laſting flames ſupply'd. 

Though ſtort my ſtature, yet my name extends 

To heaven itſelf, and earth's remoteſt ends, 40 

7 0 as Jam, an Ethiopian dame LENA 
n{pir'd young Perſeus with a — flame; 

Turtles and doves of differing hues unite, | 

And gloſſy jet is pair'd with ſhining white, | 

If to no charms thou wilt thy heart rebgn, 45 

But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, _ 1 

By none, alas! by none thou canſt be mov'd: 

Phzon alone by Phaon muſt be low d! | 

Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 

Once in her ar ms you center'd all your joy: 50 

No time the dear remembrance can remove, 

For, oh | how vaſt a memory has love! 

My Muße, then, you could for ever hear, 

And all my words were muſe to your ear, 

You ſtopp'd with kiſſes my enchanting tongue, 

And found my kiſſes ſweeter than my long. 56 

In all I pleas'd, but moſt in what was beſt; 

And the laſt joy was dearer than the reſt. 


/ a> -. 

You ftillenjoy'd, and yet you ſtill de ſr'd, 60 
Till all diffolving in the trance we lay, 

And in tumultuous raptures dy'd away. 

The fair Sicilians now thy ſoul inflame; 


But ah, beware, Sicilian » ! nor. boaſt 65 
That wandering heart which I ſo lately lot; 
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| Alas, what more could tate itſelf impoſe, 
| But thee, the laſt and greateſt of my woes? 90 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 


Nor on my hand the ſparkling diamonds glow; 
No more my locks in ringlets curꝰd diffiiſe 
The gottly ſweetneſs of Arabian dews, a fr, 
Nor braids of gold the varied treſſes bind, 85 
That fly difordey& with the wanton wind: 
For whom ſhould Sappho uſe ſuch arts as theſe? 
He 's gone, whom ooly-ſhe de dd to pleaſe ! 
Cupid's light darts my tender hoſom move, 
Still is chere cadſe for gappho ſtill to love : 90 
So from my birth'the $itteys fix'd my doom, 
And gave to Venus all my life to come; 
Or, while my Mufe in melting notes complains, 
My. xielding heart keeps mealure to my ſtrains. 
By charms like thiné which all my foul hive 
Won, 722 ; 2 EY FI 794 
Who migh not—ah! who would not be dee 
For thoſe. Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, 
And with freſt. bluſhes paint the conſcious morn: 
For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen Phaon's fieep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his ſheep: 100 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the cies, = 
But Mars on thee might look with Venus“ eyes. 
O ſcarce.a youth; yet ſcarce a tender boy! 
O uſefub time for lovers to employ ! | 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 10s 
Come tò theſe arms, and melt in this embrace 
The vows you never will return, receive; 
And take at leaſt the love you will not give. 
See, while I write, my words are loft in tears! 
The leſs my ſenfe, the more my love appears. 110 
Sure twas not much to bid one kind adieu: 
(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you!) 
Farewell, my Leſbian love, you might have ſaid; 
Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Leſbian maid ! 
No tear did you, no parting kiſs receive, 115 
Nor knew I then how much J was to grieve, 
No li ver*s gift your Sappho could con fer, 
And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 


No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 


But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. 129 
Now by the Nine, thoſe powers ador'd by me, 
And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, 
When firſt I heard (from whom ! hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 
Like ſome ſad ſtatue, ſpeechleſs, pale 1 ſtood, 125 
Grief child my breaſt, and ftopp'd my freezing 
blood; : 


No figh to riſe, no tear had power to flow, 
Fixed in a ſtupid lethargy of woe : 


But when its way th? impetuous paſſion found, 
I rend my treſſes, and wy breaſt I wound; 13e 
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I rave, then weep; I curſe, and then complain; 
Now ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 
Not fiercer pangs diſtract the mournful dame, 
Whoſe frit-born' infant feeds the funeral flame, 
My ſcornful brother with a ſmile appears, 135 
Inſults my woes, and triumphs in my tears: 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes; | 
And why this griet? thy daughter lives, he cries, 
stung With my love, and furious with deſpair, 
All tora my garments, and my bofom bare, 140 
My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim 
Such inconſiſtent things are love and ſhame ! 

'Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 


0 night, more pleaſing than the brighteſt day, 
When fancy gives what abſence takes away, 146 
And, dreſs'd in all its viſonary charms, | 
Reftores my fait deſerter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths Itwine; 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 150 
A thouſand tender words I hear and ſpeak ; 

A thouſand melting kiſſes give, and take: 

Then hercer joys; I bluſh to mention theſe, 

Yet, while I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe, 


But when, with day, the ſweet deluſions fly, 155 


And all things Wake to life and joy, but I; 

As if once more forſaken, I complain, 

And cloſe my eyes to dream of you again: 

Then frantie riſe, and like ſome Fury reve _ 
Through lonely plains, and through the ſilentgrove; 
As if the ſilent grove, and lonely plains, 

That kniew my pleaſures, could relieve my pains 
I view the Grottoz once the ſcene of love, 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 

That charm'd me more, with native moſs o'er- 

grown, 9 55 

Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian ſtone. 
fd the ſhades that veiPd our joys before; 

But, Phaon gone, thoſe ſhades delight no more, 
Here the prefs%d herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin'd in amorous folds we lay; 
I kifs that earth which once was preſs'd by you, 
And all with tears the withering herbs bedew. 

For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 

And birds defer their ſongs till thy return: 

Night ſ-ades the groves, and all in filence lie, 175 
All but the mouruful Philomel and I: 

With mournful Philomel I join my ſtrain, 

Cf Tereus the, of Phaon I complain. 

: A ſpring there is, whoſe ſlver waters ſhow, 
Clear as a glaſs, the ſhining ſand3 below; 180 
A tiowery Lotos ſpreads its arms above, 

Shades all the banks, and ſeems itſelf a grove z 
Eternal greens the mofly margin grace, 

Watcd by the ſylvan Genius of the place. 

Here as I lay, and ſwelbd with tears the flood, 185 
Before my ſight a watery Virgin ſtood : 

She ſtood and ery'd, « O you that love in vain! 
Fly hence, and ſeek the fair Leucadian main, 


There ſtands a rock, from whoſe. impending | 


ſteep 
Apollo's fane ſurveys the rolling deep; 190 
* There injur'd lovers, leaping from above, 
i Their flames extinguiſh, and forget to love, 
4 Deucalion once with hopeleſs fury burn'd, 
In vain he loved, relentleſs Pyrrha ſcorn'd: 


POEMS. 333 


« But when from hence he plung'd into the 
66 main, e ö ; 
«« Deucalion ſcorn'd, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 
% Haſte, Sappho, haſie, from high Leucadia throw 
« Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps 
| « below b to 
She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the voice—T riſe, 
And filent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 200 
I go, ye Nymphs! thoſe rocks and ſeas to 
prove; | 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love! 
I go, ye-Nymphs, where furious love inſpires z 
Let female fears ſubmit to female fires, . 
To rocks and ſeas I fly from Phaon's hate, 203 
And hope from ſeas and rocks a milder fate. 
Ve gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 
And ſoftiy lay me on the waves below! 
And thou, kind Love, my ſinking limbs ſuſtain, 
Spread thy ſoit wings, and watt me o'er the 
main, : a > 
Nor let a lover's death the guiltleſs flood pro- 
phane ! 1 | 
On Phoebus? ſhrine my harp I I then beſtow, 
And this Inſcription ſhall be plac'd below, , 
« Here ſhe who ſung, to him that did inſpire, 
« Sappho to Phoebus conſecrates her Lyrez 215 
« What ſuits with Sappho, Phochus, ſuits with 
thee ys; == >" | 
« The gift, the giver, and the God agree.” 
But why, alas, relentleſs youth, ah why 
To diſtant ſeas muſt tender Sappho tiy ? 
Thy charms than thoſe may far more powerful 


be, 220 
And Phoebus? ſelf is leſs a God to me, 

Ah ! canſt thou doom me to the rocks and fea, 

O far more faithleſs, and more hard than they ? 

Ah! canft thou rather ſee this tender breaſt 

Daſh'd on theſe rocks than to thy boſom preſs'd; 


* 


This breaſt, which once, in vai! you Bd ſo 


well; | | © 226 
Where the Loves play'd, and where the Muſes 
dwell? * 


Alas l the Muſes now no more inſpire, 
Untun'd my lute, and ſilent is my lyre; 

My languid numbers have forgot to flow, 236 
And fancy ſinks beneath a weight of woe, : 
Ye Leſbian virgins, and ye Leſbian dames, 
Themes of my verſe, and objects of my flames, 
No more your groves with my glad ſongs ſhall 


ring, 1 | 
No more theſe bands ſhall touch the trembling 
{ſtring ; 5 5 


My Phaon *s:fled, and I thoſe arts refign, | 

(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine) ns 

Return, fair youth, and bring along <br 

Joy to my ſoul, and vigour to my ſong: 

Abſent from thee, the Poct's flame expires; 240 

But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's fires ? 

Gods! can no prayers, no ſighs, no numbers, 
move | Rn 

One ſavage heart, or teach it how to love? 


- 


The wihes my prayers, my ſighs, my numbers 


The flying winds have loft them all tn air! 245 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious gales 
To theſe fond eyes reſtore thy welcome ſails ? 
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Venus for thee ſpall ſmooth her native main. 
O launch thy bark, ſecure of proſperous gales; 33 


If you feturn—ch why theſe long delays? 
Poor Sappho dies while careleſs Phaon ſtays. 
O launch thy bark, nor fear the watery plain; 


Cupid for thee ſhall ſpread the ſwelling ſails. 
If you will fly=—(yet ah! what cauſe can be, 
Too cruel youth, that you ſhould fly from me?) 
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| Nor foes nor fortune take this power away 3. 


E not from Phaon I muſt hope for caſe, 256 


Ah let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas : 
To raging ſeas unpity'd PI remove, 
And either ceaſe to live, or ceaſe to love! 


0 En 


ELOISA 
1 . 
ABELARD. 

& theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 

Where heavenly- penſive contemplation dwells, 
Ard ever- muſing melancholy reigns; 
What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat? 6 
Yet, yet I love! from Abelard it came, 
And Eloiſa yet muſt kiſs the name, 
Dear fatal name! reft ever unreveal'd, 


Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal'd; 10 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 


Where, mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies: 


O write it not, my hand the name appears 
Already written waſh it out, my tears! 
In vain loſt Eloiſa weeps and prays, 15 
Her heart ſtill diQates and her hand obe ys. 

Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſome round con- 

tains , 1 . 

Repentant ſighs and voluntary pains : | 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 
Ye grots and caverns ſpagg'd with horrid thorn ! 
Shrines! where their vigils pale-eyed virgins 

| keep; | 3 | 

nd pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep! 

ough cold like you, unmov'd and ſilent grown, 
J have ng yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 
All is not Heaven's while Abelard has part, 15 
S IU rebel Nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor prayers nor fafts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 

oon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. 30 
Oh name for ever fad!. for ever dear! 
Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſber'd with a tear. 
I tremble too, where'er my own 1 find, 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind, 
[ite after line my guſhing eyes overflow, 335 
Led through a fad variety of woe: 
Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Loſt in a convent's folitary gloom ! 
There ſtern Religion quench'd th'unwilling flame, 
* dy'd the beſt of paſſions, Love and Fame, 
Vet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griets to tby griefs, and echo ſighs to thine, 


oy eo + .. 943 , 
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Wher 

And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? Her pe 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare,” Barbar 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in prayer; The ci 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue; Jean: 
To read and weep is all they now can do. Let te: 
Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; Can 
Ah, more than ſhare it, give we all thy grief. 50 When 
Heaven firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, Canſt t 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid; . When 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe. what: love As wi 
inſpires, k. | The ft 
Warm to the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, Heave 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 35 And 8 
Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart, Yet tl 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, Not 0! 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. er Not g 
Thou know?ſt how. guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame, And i 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's Come 
names 1 , n eq * 

My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, Theſe 
Some emazation of th? All-beauteous Mind. Still o 
Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attempering every ray, Still d 


Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd; heaven liſten'd while you ſung; 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me ?*twas no ſin to love: 
Back through the paths of pleaſing ſenſe Iran, 
Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 40 
Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I ſee, 
Nor envy them that heaven I loſe for the. 
How oft, when preſs'd to marriage have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made! 
Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 75 
Spreads his light wings and in a moment fles. 
Let wealth, let honour wait' the wedded dame, 
Auguſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 
Before true paſſion all hoſe views remove 
Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to Love? 
The jealous God, when we prophane his fires, 
Thoſe reſtleſs paſſions in revenge inſpires, 
And bids them make miſtaken mortals. groan, 
Who ſeek in love for aught but love alone, 
Should at my ſeet the world's great maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, Pd ſcorn them 


all ; | T7 
Not Cæſar's empreſs would I deign to prove; 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love. 

If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee 3 


. 2" 90 
Oh! happy ftate! when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law : 

All chen is full, poſſeſſing and poſleſs'd, 

No craving void left aching in the breaſt: 

Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it 

part, 
And Rae warm with {prings mutual from the 
eart, 

This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on carth there be) 

And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
Alas, how chang'd! what ſudden horrors 

ile 


riſe . FE 


A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies: 100 


. 
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| Where, where was Eloiſe? her voice, -her hand, 
Her ponyard had opposꝰd the dire command, 


Barbarian, ſtay: that bloody ſtroke reſtrain; 

The crime was common, common be the paip. 

] can no more; by ſhame by rage ſuppreſs'd, 105 

Let tears and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reft, 
Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, 

When victims at yon altar's foot we lay ? / 

Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 

When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 

As with cold lips I kiſs'd the ſacred veil, 

The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 

Heaven ſcarce believ'd the Conquęſt it ſurvey'd, 

And Saints with wonder heard the vows I made. 

Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 115 

Not on the croſs my eyes were fix?d, but you: 

Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call; 

And if I loſe thy love, Lloſe my all. | 

Come! with thy looks, © thy words, relieve my 

woe 3 8 

Theſe {till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 

Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 

Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs'd ; 

Give all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt, 

Ah, no! inſtru& me other joys to prize, 125 


With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 


Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 
And make my ſoul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to monntains, wilds, and deſerts led. 

You rais'd theſe hallow?d' walls; the deſert ſmiPd 

And paradiſe was open'd in the wild. 

No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores 135 

Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 

No ſilver ſaints, by dying miſers given, 

Here bribe the rage of ill-requited Heaven 

But ſuch plain roofs as Piety could raiſe, 

And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 140 

In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) 

Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets 
crown*d, 

Where awful arches make a noon=day night, 

And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light ; 

Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, , 145 

Andgleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 

But now no ſace divine contentment wears, 

Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 

dee how the force of others prayers I try, 

(O pious fraud of amorous charity!) 1350 

But why ſhould I on ethers prayers depend? 


Come thou, my father, brother, huiband, friend! | 


Ah, let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter, move, 
And all thoſe tender names in one, thy love ! 
The darkſome pines that o'er yon rocks reclinꝰd 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 


The wandering ſtreams that ſhine between the | 


hills, 
Ide grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 


The dying gales that pant upon the trees, "> 


The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 160 
o more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 
lull to reſt the viconary maid, 


| Labour and reft that equal periods keep 271 


For her tl? untading roſe of Eden blooms, 


335. 


But oer the twilight groves and duſky caves, 
| Long-ſounding aiſles, and intermingled graves, 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 165 
A death- like filence, and a dread repoſe; 
Her gloomy. preſence ſaddens all the fcene, 
Shades every flower, and darkens every green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 130 
Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; | 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey - _ 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain 
And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt re main; 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 175 
And wait till *tis no fin to mix with thine. i 
Ah, wretch ! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs*d within the ſlave of love and man. 
Aifiſt me, Heaven! but whence aroſe that prayer? 
Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair ? 180 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 
I mourn the lover, not lameat the fault; 
I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 185 
Re pent old pleaſures, and ſolicit new; 
Now turn'd to heaven, I weep my paſt offence, / 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. 
Of all aMiction taught a lover yet, * 
Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! 190 
How ſhall I loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, 
And love tt? offender, yet deteſt th? offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remoye, 
Or how diſtinguiſh penitence ſrom love? h 
Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, 195 
For hearts ſo touch'd, ſo piere'd, ſo loſt as mine ! 
Ere ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, 
How often muſt it love how often hate ! 
How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret,” . | 
Conceal, diſdain, —do all things but forget! 280 
But let heaven ſeize it, all at once tis fir'd :. 
Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but inſpir'd ! ' 
Oh come, oh teach me nature to ſubdue, . 
Renounce my love, my life, myſelf—and you, - 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 20g 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to thee. ori 
How happy is the blameleſs VeitaPs lot; 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot ! 
Eternal ſun- ſnine of the ſpotleſs mind! 
Each prayer accepted, and each wiſh ref;gn'd ; 


« Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep !” 
De ſires compos'd, affections cver ven 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that watt to heaven, 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 21 5 
And whiſpering Angels prompt her goldendreams. 


And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes ; 
For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring; 
For her white virgins Hymenæls ſing; 220 
To ſounds of heavenly harps ihe dies away, 
And melts in vißons of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures of unholy joy: 
When, at the cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing Cay, 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature tree, 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſpriags to thee, 
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O curſt, dear horrors of all-conſcious night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight! 230 
Provoking Demons all re raint remove, | 
And ftir within me every ſource of love, 
1 hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
I wake no more I hear, no more I view, 235 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you, 
I call aJoud ; it hears not what I ſay: 
I ſtreteh my empty arms; it glides away. 
To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 
Ye ſoit illufions, dear deceits, ariſe ! 240 
Alas, no more! methinks we wandeting go 
Through dreary waſtes, and weep cach other's 
woes 
Where round ſome mouldering tower pale ivy 
creeps, 5 
And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the 
dee ps. 1. 994 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies ; 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe, 
I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpedꝭ find, 
And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 
For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain 
Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 251 
No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows, 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow; 


Sotf as the ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiven, 255 


And mild as opening gleams of promis'd heaven, 
Come, Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread? 
The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
Nature ſtands check d; Religion diſapproves : 
En thou art cold—yet Eloiſa loves. 260 
Ah, hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 
To light th* dead, and warm the unfruitful urn. 
What ſcenes appear where'er I turn my view! 


The dear ideas, where I fly, purſue, 


Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 265 
Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 
I waſte the matin lamp in Gghs for thee, _ 
Thy image fteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I ſ:em in every hymn to hear, 
With every bead I drop too ſoft a tear. 250 
When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling organs lift the ring ſoul, 
One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Priefts, tapers, temples, ſwim beſore my ſight: 
In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 275 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round, 
While proftrate here in humble grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juſt gathering in my eye, 
While, praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 
And dawning grace is opening on my foul: 280 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, a l charming as thou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heaven; diſpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the {kies; | 


Taxe back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe | 


wats 
Take buck my fruitleſs penitence and prayer; 
Enatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode ; 
ATi the ſiends, and tear me from my God! 
No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole; 
Nife Alps between us! and whole oceans roll L 


Ah, come not, write not, think not orice of me, 


Nor ſhare one pang of all T felt for thee. 


Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reſign ; 

Forget, renounce me, bate whate%er was mine, 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view!) 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu! ; 

O Grace ſerene ! O Virtue heavenly fair! 


| Divine oblivion of Jow=thoughted care! 


Freſ!,.. blooming Hope, daughter of the f:y! 
And Faith, our e 1 | ws 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt; 
Receive and wrap me in eternal reſt! 
See in her cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread, 
Propt on ſeme tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, zo; 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. a 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamp around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow found. 
« Come, fifter, come!“ (it ſaid, or ſee mod to 
cc ſay) 

6 Thy place is here, fad ſiſter, come away! 416 
« Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and 
cc pray'd, - of 
«© Love's victim then, though now a fainted 

« maid ; 1 5 
« But all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 
66 Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep: 


« Ev'n ſuperftition loſes every fear; 415 
cc For God, not man, abſolves our frailties 
4 here,” | 


I come, I come! prepare your roſeate bowers, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever-blooming flowers, 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin?d in breaſts ſeraphic glow : 
Thou, Abelard! the laſt ſad off ce pay, 321 
And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch my flying ſoul! 
Ah no—in facred veſtments mayſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 226 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloiſa ſee ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 
See from my cheek the tranſent roſes fly! 

See the laſt ſpar le languiſh in my eye! \ 
Till every motion, pulſe, and breath be o'er; - 
And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more, 

© Death all eloquent ! you only prove 2335 


What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 


Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame de- 
ſtroy, | I 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In tranc? extatic may thy pangs be drowrꝰd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee 
round, | | ee 
From opening ſkies may ftreaming glories ſhine, 


And Saints embrace th-e with a love he mine! 


May one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 


f ever chance two wandering lovers brings 


To Parac!ete's white walls and flver ſprings, 
Cer the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
Aud drink tbe falling tears each other ſheds 3, 359 
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Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity mov'd, 

« O may we never love as theſe have lov'd P. 
From the full choir when loud Hofſannas riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſaerifice z  _ 
Amid that ſcene if ſome releuting eye 355 
Glance on the ſtone where our cold relicks lie, 
Devotions ſelf ſhall fteal a thought from heaven, 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiven, 
and ſure if fate ſome future bard ſhall Join 
Ia ſad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 15 2360 
(ondemmd whole years in abſence to deplore, 
And image charms he muſt behold no more ; 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 

Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell! 

The well-ſung woes will ſooth my penfive ghoſt ; 
He beſt can paint them who ſhall Let them moſt, 
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THE 
TEMPLE 
* 
„ 
N that ſoft ſeafon, when deſcending ſnowers 
Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing 
flowers; Se 5 
When opening buds ſalute the welcome day, 
And earth e feels the genial ray: | 
As balmy ſleep bad charm*d my cares to reft, 5 
And love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt, - 
(What time the mora myſterious viſions brings, 
While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) 
A train of phantoms in wild order roſe, 
And, join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 19 
I food, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, and ſkies; 
The whole creation open to my eyes: 
In air ſelf-halanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains rife, and circling oceans flow; 
Here naked rocks, and empty waſtes were ſeen 3 
There towery cities, and the foreſts green : 
Here failing ſhips delight the wandering eyes; 
There trees and intermingled temples riſe: 
Now a clear ſun the ſhining ſcene diſplays 3 
The tranfient landſcape now in clouds decays. 20 
Or the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around, 
Sudden J heard a wild promiſcuous ſound, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, - - 
Or billows murmuring on the hollow ſhore :; | 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 25 
Whoſe towering ſummit ambientclouds conceal'd, 
High on a rock of ice the ſtructure lay, 
deep its aſcent, and ſlippery was the way; 
wonderous rock like Parian marble; ſt one, 
And ſeem'd, to diſtant ſight, a ſolid ſtone, 30 
Inſeriptions here of various Names I view?d, 
The greater part by hoſtile time ſubdued 3 
let wide was fpread their fame in ages paſt, 
Aud Poets once had promis*d-they ſhould laft. 


dome freſh en grav'd appear'd of wits renown'd ;. 
Iookd again, nor could their trace be found. 36 
(ritics I faw, that other names deface, 

And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 


Salute the different quarters of: the ſky, '* - 


On Doric pillars of white marble rear'd. 


Kr own, like others, ſoon their place ref gn'd, 


Or er . and left the firſt behind, 
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Nor. was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 


| But felt th appruaches of too warm a ſunz 
| For Fame, impatient of extremes; decays.” 


Not more by Envy, than exceſs of Praiſe, '': © 
Yet part no injuries of heaven could feel, 45 
Like cryſtal faithful to the graving ſteel: 12 
The rock's high ſummit, in the temple's ſnade, 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating ſtorm invadle. 
Their names inſcrib'd unnumber'diages paſt 
From time's firſt birth, with time itſelff ſhall afts- 
Theſe ever new, nor ſubje& to decays, 51 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 
So Zembla's rocks (the beautecus work of froſt)" 


| Riſe white in air, and glitter oer the coaſt: 


Pale ſuns, unfelt, at diftance roll away, 35 


And on th' impaſſive ice the lightnings play; 

Eternal ſnows the growing maſs ſupply, 5 

I Till the bright mountains prop th incumbent iky: 
As Atlas fd each hoary pile appears, | 


The gather d winter of a thouſand years. 60 


On this foundation Fame's bigh temple ftands ; 
| Stupendous pile! not rear'd by mortal hands. 


Whate'%er proud Rome or artful Greece: beheld 


Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 
Four faces had the dome, and every faos 63 
Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace! | 


Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Here fabled Chiefs in darker ages born, 
Or Worthies old, whumzarms or arts adorn, « 70 
Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 
The walls in venerable order gracm : 
Heroes in animated marble frooẽ＋, ö 

And Legiſtators ſeem to think in ſtone. | 

| Weſtward, a fumptuous frontiſpiece appetr'd, 
"T%. 6 
Crown'd with an architrave- of antique mold, : 
And ſculpture riſing on the roughen d. gold: 


In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 


And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield: go 
There great Alcides, ſtooping with his toi); 
Reſts on his club, and holds th? Heſperian fpoit z 


Here Orpheus 'ſmgs ; trees moving ts the ſound * 
Start ſrom their roots, and form a ſhade arsund: 


Amphion there the loud creating lyre 83. 
Strikes, and behold a ſudden Thebes expire l 
Cythæron's echoes anſwer to hie call, 


And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 8 


There might you ſee the lengthening ſpires aſeend, 


The domes ſwell up, the widening arches bend, o- 
The growing towers like exhalations riſe, | 
And the huge eolumns heave into the fcjes, 
The Eaftern front was glorious to behold, | 
With diamond flaming and Barbaric gold, oF 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th? Aſſyrian fame, 


And the great founder of the Perſan name: 96 


| There in long robes the royal Magi flandg © | 


Great Zoroafter waves the circling wand? 
The ſage Chaldæans rob'd in white appear*d; 


And Brachman's, deep in deſert woods rever'd. 


Theſe topp'd the moon, and call the embody 

ſhades J id enn ER *1 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering ,glades;- 
Made viſonary fabrics roundithem riſe, . 
And airy ſpectres ſlim before: the ir eyes:z. - 
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Of Tali\mans and Siglls knew the power, 10g. 
And careful watch*d the Planetary hour. | 
Superior, and alone, Confucius food, 
Who taught tnt uſeful ſcience, to be good. 
But on the South, a long majeſtic raze | 
Of Egypt*s Frieſts tae gilded niches grace, 110: 
Who meaſur'd earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
Anditrac'd the Joug records of lunar years. 
High on his car Scloftris ſtruck my view, . 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneſs drew : 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold; 115 
His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 
Between the ſtatues Obeliſæs were plac'd, 


And the leern'd walls with Hieroglyphics grac'd, 


Of Gothic ſtructure was the Northern ſide, 
Oerwrought with ornaments ol barharous pride. 
There huge Coloſſes roſe,” with trophies crown'd, 
Aud Runic characters were gravid around. 
There fate Zamolxis with erected eyes, 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. ä 

There on rude iron columns, ſmear'd with blocd, 
The. horrid forms of Scythian heroes flood. 126 
Druids and Bards (their once loud harps un- 


lirgag} {logs 26 5 | 
And youths that died to be by Poets ſung, 

ſe and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 
Fo whem old fables gave a laſting name, 130 
In ranks adorud the Temple's outward face; 
'The wall in luſtre and ect like glaſs, 
Which; or each object eaſting various dyes, 


En ty ſome, and others mukiplies :: 

Nor void of emblem was: the myttic wall, 135 

For thus romantic-Fame increaſes all. 
The Temple ſtakes, the ſounding gates un- 


Wide 3 androois of rretted gold: 
Rais d on a thouſand pillars wreath'd around 
With labrel- foliage, and with eagles crown'd : 
Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 141 
The ftcezes gold, and geild the capitals: 5 
As heaven with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever- living lamps depend in rows. = 


The ſage; Hiflorians in white garments wait; 
Grav'd oer their; feats tio: form of Time was 
His ſcythe revers'd, and both dus pinions bound. 
Within ſtood Heroes, Who through loud alarms. + 
In bloody fields purſued renown in arms, + 150 
High on a throne with trophies eharg'd, I view'd 
The Youth that all things but himſelf ſubdued; 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, 
And his horn'd head hely'd the. Libyan God, 154 
There Cæſar, grac'd with: both Minery2s, ſhone; 
Cæſar, the workPs great maſter, and his own; ' 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill in every fate, | 
And ſcarge d#tetted. in his Country% ſate. | + 
But chief were thoſe, who not for empire fought, 


But with their toils their people's ſafety bought: 


High Oer the reſt Epaminondas flood 4 161 
Timoleon,. glorious. in bis brother's blood; 
Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman Rate; 
Great in his · triumpbs, in retirement great: 

Aud wiſe Aurelius, in hoſe woll- taught mind) 

Wich boundleſs power unbounded virtue join'd, | 
His owa Arict judge, and patron of nankind. 
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Much fuffering derdes next the ir honours clalin 


| Thofe of leſs noiſy, and leſs guilty fame, 
Far yirtue's bent train: ſupreme of theſe 170 
ere ever ſhines the godlike Socrates; 


He whom ungrateful Athens could cxpcll,> 
At all times juſt, but When he ſign'd the Shell: 
Here his abode the martyrd Pnocion claims, | 


1 With Agis, not the lit of Spartan names: 1- 
| Unconquer*d Cato ſhews the wound he tore, 


And Brutus his ill Genius meets no more, 
But in the centre of the hallow?'d choir, 

Six pompous columns oer the reſt aſpire; 

Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they fiaad, 185 

Hold the chief honours, and the ſane commas. 

High on the firſt, the mighty Homer ſhone ; 

Eternal adamant compos'd his throne, 

Father of verfe ! in holy fillets drett, 

His {Iver beard wav'd gently oer his brealt ; 12; 


Though bli::d, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 


In years he feenvd, but not impair'd by years, 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſcen: 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen ; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' fall, 1:5 
:icre dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall, 
{Motion and life did every part inſpire, 


Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſtor's fire 


A ſtrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t aflect, 


And here ahd there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 195 


A golden column next in rank appcar'd, 

On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; 
Finiſb'd the Whole, and labour'd every part, 
With patient touches of unwearied art: 

The Mantuan there in ſober triumph ſate, 209 
Compos'd his poſture, and his look ſedate; 

On Homer Kill he ſix d a reverent eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty. 

In living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 


Aueus bending with his aged fire: 
Tro nam'd in burning gold, and oer the throne 


f | Anus A8D THE-MAN in golden cypbers ſhoue. 
Full in the paflage of each ſpacious: gate, 145 


Four ſwans futiain a car of ſlver brigbt, 210 
With heads advancid, and pinions firetch'd ior 


flight! 


„ 


Here, lize ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 


And ſeemꝰ' q to labour with tly inſpiring God. 
Acroſs the harp a cargleſs hand he fings, 

And boldly hnks into the founding ſtrings. 273 
Ine fgur'd games of Greece the columu gras, 
Neptuue and'Jove ſurvey: the rapid race. 

The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 
The ſßery ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone; 
The champions in diſtorted poſtures threat 3 270 


And all appear d irregularly great. 


Here happy Horace tunꝰd th? Auſonian lyre 
To ſweeter founds, and temper?d Pindar's ſre: 
Pleased with Alezus? manly rage b infuſe 
The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Mule, 25 
Tone poli d pillar different ſculptures grace 3 
A work outlaſting monumental braſs. 


| Hereiſmiling Loves and Bacchauals appear, 


The Julian far and great Auguſtus here. 


Myrtles and bays, bung Rovering oer his head. 


Here, io a frine that caſt a dazzling lig, 
Sete fix'd in thought the mighty Sag Yrite; 


Eliza ſtretch'd upon the funeral pyre, 20 


The Dayes that round the infant Poet ſpread 230 


ez 


— 


PO PES PO E-M S. 


flis /aored hend a radiant Zodiac erormd, 


and various Animals his ſides furround ; 235 | 


His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior world>z. and look all Nature through. 
With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone, 
The Roman Roitra dec d the Conſul's throne. 
Gathering his flowing robe, he ſcem'd to fland 
In ag to peak, and graceful ſtreteh'd his hand. | 
Behind Rome's Genius waits with Civic crowns, 
And the great Father of his country o.] s. 
Theſe maſiy columns in a circle riſe, 444 
Ger which a pompous dome invades the f:ies-: 
Scare? to the top I ſtretebd my aching üght, 
90 large it ſpreads and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 
Full in the midit proud Fames's imperial feat 
With jewels hlaz'd maguiricently great; | 
The vivid emeralds there revive the eye, _ 250 
The flaming rubies ſhew their ſauguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively ſeppiires ttream, | 
Aad lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 
With various=colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne 3 255 
Th- dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. - | 
When on the Goddeſs firit I cait my ught, 
Scarce ſcem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height; 
But ſwell'd to larger fize, the more I gaz'd, 260 
Till to the roof her towering front ſhe rais'd. 
With her, the Temple every moment grew, 
And ampler Viſtas open'd to my vie: 
Upwards the cobumns ſhoot, the roots aſcend, 
And arches widen, and loug ailles extend. 265 
Such was her lor tm, as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her beet 1:fold; 
A thouſa d buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, 

And thouſand open eyes, and thouland liſtening 
ears. 5 a 
Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 250 

(Her virgin handmaids) fy” attend the ſhrine: 
With eyes on Fame for eve d, they ſing; 

For Fane they raiſe the voice, and tune the ſtring; 
With time s firſt birth began the heavenly lays, 
And laſt, eteraæ, through the length of days. 


Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 256 


Tac trumpet, ſounded, and the temple ſhook, 
Ard all the nations, ſummaon'd at the _— 
From difterent quarters fIl the cronded hall: 


Ol various tongres the mingled ſounds were heard: 
In various garbs promi cuous throngs appear'd; 
Thie as the bees, that with the Spring reneF, 
Their flowery toils, and Gp the fragrant de g ? 


When the wing'd colonies rſt tempt the ſæy, 
Ver dulky fields and ſhaded waters fy, 236 


Or, ſettling, ſeize the ſweets the blotſoms yield, 


And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of ſuppliant crouds the ſhrine attend, 

And all degrees beſore the Goddefs bend; 

The poor, the rich, the valiact, and the ſage, 250 

Ard boutting youth, and narrative old age. 

Their pleas were different, their requeſt the ſame z 

or good and bad alise are fond of Fame. 

me ſhe dliſgrac'd, and fome with honours 
erown'ds 46] SO 1-155; N 


Lali ce ſuece ſſes equal merits found. 295 | 


1 her blind ſiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
d uadiſcerring ſeatters crowns and chains. 
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Firſtat the ſhrine the Learn d world appear, 
And io the Goddeſs thus. prefer tacir prayer. 
Long have we ſought t inſtruct and pleaſe mankind, 
With Rudies: pale, with midnight vigils blind 3 
But tha. kd by few, rewarded yet by none, 
We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne: 
On wit and learning the juſt prize be to w,. 
For Fame is all we muſt expect below. - 303 
The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe 
The golden Urump2t of eternal Praiſe 


From pole to pole the winds din uſe the ſaund, 
That fills the circuit of the world around; 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; $10 
The notes at frſt were rather ſweet than loud, 
Ry juit degrees they every moment riſe, 
F 11 the wice earth, and gain upon the cies. - © 
At every breath were balmy odours ſhed, - 
Which ſtill grew ſweeter, as they wider ſpread; 
Lefs fragrant ſcents th® unfolding roſe exhales, 
Cr ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 1177 
Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred fane. 
Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, | 329 
And the beit men are treated like the worſt, | 
Do thou juſt Goddeſs, .call our merits forth, 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſe worth.  ' 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown! 
(Said Name) but high above deiert renown'd:: 
Let fuller notes ti applauding world amaze, + 
And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. © 
This band diſmifs'd behold another croud 
Prefer'd the ſame requeſt and lowly bow'ds 
The conſtant tenour of whoſe wells!pent days 330 
No leſs deſerv'd a juſt return of praiſe, 5 
But ſtraight the direful Trump of Slander ſounds ; 
Through the big dome the doubling thunder 
5 bounds; | 97 * 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 
The dire report through every region ties, 335 
In every ear inceflſant rumours rung, 
And gathering ſcandals grew on every tongue. 
From the black trumpet's ruſty concave hroke | 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoks : 
The poiſonous vapour blots the purple ſkies, 340 
And withers all before it as it flies, e 
A troop came next, who crowns andarmour wore, 
And proud defance in their looks they bore: 
For thee (they cry/d) amidſt alarms and ttrife, 
We ſaibd in tempeſts down the ſtream of lie; 
For thee whole nations ful with flames and blood, 
Ard ſwam to empire through the purple flod. 


* 


| Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own 3 


What virtue ſeem?d, wes done tor thee alone, 
Ambitious fools! (the Queen reply*d, and frown'd) 


| Be all your acts in dark eblivion drown*d, + - 
| There ſieep forget, with mighty tyrants gone, 
; Vour ſtatues moulder'd, andyour narzesunknown! 


A ſadden cloud ftraight ſnateh'd them from my 
- tet, 5 ; 
And each maj=ic phantom ſunk in vight, - 35 
Fben came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen; 
| Pain, was their dreſs and modeſt. was their mein. 
| Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The | bar of merit, nor aſpire to ſame! 


But, fafe in deferts from th' applauſe of men $0 


Would die unkcard of, as we liv'd unieey, 
i wu 3 . 
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is all wie beg thee, to conceal from fight 


Thoſe acts of goodneſs which themſelves requite. 


O let us ſtillthe ſecret joy partake, 2 
Fo follo virtue ev'n for virtue's fake, 365 
Aud ſive there men, who ſlight immortal fame? 
Who then with incenſe ſi all adore our name ? 
But, mortals !:know, *tis ſtill our greateſt pride, 
* Fo blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide, 
Riſe ! Muſes, riſe l add-all your tuneful breath; 
Theſe muſt-not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
She ſaid: in air the trembling muſe floats, 
And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes; 
8d ſoft, though high, ſo loud, and yet ſo clear, 
Even liſtening Angels lean from heaven to hear: 
To fartheſt ſhores th' Ambraſial ſpirit flies, 376 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies, 
Next theſe youthful tram their vows expre ſs'd, 
With feathers erownid, with gay embroidery 
r OTE LIES=)! 8 
Hither, they ory'd, direct your eyes, and ſee 380 
The men ob pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry; ; 
Oups is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 
Bprightly our night>, polite are all our days; 
Courts e frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
To pay due vifſits, and addreſs the fai: 385 
In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But ſtill ia fancy vanquidh'd every maid; 8 
Of unkno n Dueheſſes le yd tales we tell, | 
Yet, would the world believe us, all were well, 
The joy let others have, ard we the name, 390 
And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame, 
The Queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
And at each blaſt a Ladyꝰs honour dies. ; 
Pleas'd _—_ the ſtrange ſuceeſs, wat numbers 


Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt: 
What you (ſhe cry d), unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 
Slaves td youriblves, and ev'n fatigued with eaſe, 

MWuho loſe à length of undeſerving days, | 
Would you uſurp the lover's dear- bought praiſe? 
Ta juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, qoe 
The people's fable, aud the ſcorn of all. 

Straight the black clarion er ds a horrid ſound, 

Loud laughs burſt out, and bitter ſeofts fly round, 

Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

Ard fewnfnl hiſſes run through all the crowd. 

Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiets done, 
En ſlave their country, or ufurp a throne; 
Or wha their glory *s dire foundation layd 
Om fovereigns ruin'd, or on friends betray' d; 


Calm, thinking villains hom no faith could. fix, +4 


Of crooked counſels and dark politics; 411 
Of theſe a gloomy tribe ſuyround the throne, 
And -/ beg to make th? immortal treaſons known; 
The trumpet xoars, long flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks that feem*d to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread ſoupd, pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartled nature trembled with the blaſt. 
This having heard and ſeen, ſome power un- 
„„ known | f ? 
Straight chang'd the fcene, and ſuatch'd me from 
tbe throne. E's 

Pe fore my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, 

Its Ste uncertain, if in earth or air; 

Wich rapid motion turnid the manſion round ; 

irh ceakelels noiſe the ringing walls reſound ; | 
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Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores 


Which ſtill unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, 


Per vious to winds, and open every way, 

As flames by nature to the ſleies aſcend, 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

As to the ſea returning rivers roll, 430 
And the touelꝰd needle tre mbles to the pole; 


Hither as to their proper place, ariſe 


All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and ſkies, 


Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper?d in the ear; 


Nor ever flence, reſt, or peace, is here. 43; 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryttal lakes 
The ſinking fione at firſt a circle makes; 
The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtirr'd, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 
Fill all the watery plain, and to the margin dance: 
Thus every voice and ſound, when firit they break, 
On neighbouring air a foft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; gg; 
Through undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 
And ſpread ober all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, 
Of Prager and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and 


n. Or los and gain, of famine and of ſtore, 4g 


Of ftorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air, 
Of fires.and plagues, and ſtars with blazing hair, 


Of turns of fortune, ebanges in the ſtate, 


The falls of favorites, projects of the great, 455 
Of old miſmanage ments, taxations new: 


All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true, 


Above, below, without, within, around, 
Contus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
Who paſs, repaſs, advance, and glide away; 460 
Hoſts rais?d by fear, and phantoms of a day: 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew, 


| PrajeQtors,. guacks, and lawyers not a few; 

| 3 prieſts, and party zealots, numerous bands 

With home- born lies, or tales from foreigo lands; 
Each talk aloud, or in ſome fecret place, 466 

And wild impatience ſtar'd in every face. 


The flying rumours gather?d as they rolla, 


| Searce any tale was ſooner. heard than told ;7 
And all who. told it added ſomething new, 470 


And all who heard it made enlargements tov, 

In every ear it ſpread, on every tongue it grew. 
Thus flying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
News travellꝰd with increaſe from mouth tomouth, 


| | So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 475 
With gathering force the quickening flames ad- 


Vance; 


Till to the RR their ourling heads aſpire, 


And towers and temples fink in floods of fire, 


When thus ripe lies are to perfection ſprung, 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 430 


"FE. flow, | ON 
And ruth in millions on the world below, 


Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
Theirdate determines, and preſcribes their forces 


Through-thouſand vents, impatient, forth they | 
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some to remain and ſome to perith ſoon ; 485 
Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 


* 


Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, 4 


Borne by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter'd thro? 
the k y. 178 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 
A lie and truth contending for the way; 490 

And long ?twas doubtful, both ſo cloſely pent, 


Which firſt ſhould iflue through the narrow vent: 


At laſt agreed, together out they fy, 


Inſeparable now, the truth and lye; 


The ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 495 

And this or that unmix'd, no mortal cer ſhall find. 

While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 

One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 

What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe ? 

Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe? 500 
Tis true, ſajd I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who ſo fond as youthful bards of fame? 

But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, . p 

So hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be loſt, 

How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 30 f 

Th eſtate which wits inherit after death! 

Eaſe, health, and liſe, for this they muſt rgfgn, 

(Unſure the teaure, but how vait the fine !) 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure, 


Be envy*d, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor; 5 10 


All luckleſs wits their ene mies profeſt, 

And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt. 

Nor Fame I flight, nor for her favours call; 

She comes unloo:#2defor, if ſhe comes at all. 

But if the purchaſe coſts ſo dear a price 515 
As ſoothing Folly, or exalting vice: 

Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 

And follow ftill where fortune leads the way ; 

Cr if no baſis bear my rifing name, 

But the fall'n ruins of another's fame; 520 
Then, teach me, heaven! to ſcorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breaſt that wretched luft of praiſe; 
Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown; 

Ch grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none 
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JANUARY 
AND 
MAY: 
| rn 
THE MERCHANT'S TALE. 
FROM CHAUCER. 


HERE liv'd in Lombardy, as Authors write, 
In days of old, a wiſe and worthy Knight; 
Of gentle manners, as of generous race, 


Bl: with much ſenſe, more riches, and ſome grace; 


Vet, led aſtray by Venus' ſoft delights, 5 
He ſcarce could rule ſome idle appetites : 

For long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they could, 
Weak ſmful laymen were but ficth and blood. 


| 


But in due time, when fixty years were o'er, 
He vow?d to lead this vicious life no more: 10 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, 

Or dotage turm d his brain, is bard to find; 

But his high courage priek'd him forth to wed, 
And try the pleaſures of a lawful bet. 

This was his nightly-dream, his daily care, | 
And to the heavenly powers his conſtant prayer, 
Once e ler he dy?d, to taſte the bliſsful lite 

Of a kind huſband and a loving wife, 

Theſe thoughts he fortify'd with-reaſon ſtill, 
(F or none want reaſon to confirm their will), 20 

rave authors ſay, and witty poets fing, 
That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing: 

But depth of judgment moſt in him appears, 

Who wiſely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him ehuſe a damſel young and fair, 25 

To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 

To ſooth his cares, and, free from noiſe and ftrife, 

Condutt him geatly to the verge of life. 

Let ſinful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel and more: 30 

Unaw'd by precepts human or divine, 

Like birds and beaſts promiſcuouſly they join: 

Nor know to make the preſent bleſſing lat, 

To hope the future or eſteem the paſt : | 

But vainly boaſt the joys they never try'd, 35 

And find drvulg?d the ſecrets they would hide. 

The mary*d man may bear his yoke with eaſe, 

Secure at once himſelf and heaven to pleaſe z* 

And paſs his inoffenſwe hours away, 

In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: 40 

Though fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe re. 
mains, N . N 0 

Aug ments his joys, or mitigates his pains, 

But what ſo pure which envious tongues will 
ſpare? | 

Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. 

With matchleſs impudence they ſtyle a wife 45 

The dear-bought curſe, and lawful plague of life; 

A boſom-ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, 

A night invaſion, and a mid-day devil. 

Let not-the wiſe theſe ſlanderous words regard, 

But curſe. the bones of every lying bard, 50 

All other goods by fortune's hand are given, 

A wite is the peculiar gift of heaven. 

Vain fortune?s favours, never at a ſtay, 

Like empty ſhadows, paſs, and glide away; 

One ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 55 

Abundantly ſupplies us all our life: 

This bbeſſing laits (if thoſe who try ſay true) 

As long as heart can wih—and longer too, 

Our grandfire Adam, ere of eve poſſeſs'd, 
Alone, an ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs'd, 60 
With mournful looks the bliſsful ſcenes ſurvey'd, 
And wander'd in the ſolitary ſhade: 

The Maker ſaw, took pity, and beſtoy'd 
Woman, the laſt, the beſt reſerv'd of Ged. 

A wife! ah, gentle deities, can he 65 
That has a wife, eber feel adverſity? | 
Would men but follow what the ſex adviſe, : 
All things would proſper, all the world grow 

- . wiſe, T2 
Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 
His father's bleſſing from an elder ſon: 70 
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Abuſye Nabal ow'd his ſorfert life 

To the wiſe coudutt of a prudent wife: 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow. L 

Preſerv'd the jews and i ew the Arian foe : $4.) 

At Heſter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword - 

Was ſheatid, and Ifra-l liv'd to bleſs the Lord. 

Theſe weighty motives, january the ſage | 
Mxzturelyponder'd in his riper age: 


Would try that Chriſtian comtort, call'd a'wiie, 
His friends were fummo:. on a point ſo nice, 
"To paſs their judgment, and to give advice; 
Put tx2d before, and well reſolv*d was he; 

(As men that aſk advice are wont to be. 


My friends, he cry'd (aid eaſt a mournful loox 


Around the room, and ſigh'd before he ſpoke): 
Ee eath the weigh of three core years I bend. 
And worn with cares, and hatteni: g to my end; 
How have liv d, alas ! you know too well, 
In worluly follies, which 1 bluth to tell; 

But gracious heaven. has ope'd my eyes at laſt, 
With due regret I view my vices paſt, — 
And, as the precept of the Church decrees, 
Will take a wife, aud live in holy caſe. 

But, fince by counſel all things ſhould be 3 
And many heads are wiſer Hill than one; 


Chuſe you for me, who beſt fhall be content 


When my def re's approv'd by your conſent. 
One cautiou yet is needful to be told, 


q 


Aud, charayd with virtuous joys: and ſober life, | 
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Old as I am, my luſty limbs appear 12 


a ö Like winter grecns, that flouriſh all the year, 7 


Now, Sirs, you know to what I ſtand inclin'd, 
Let every friend with freedom ſpeak his mind. 

He ſaid; the ret in different parts divide; 
The knotty point was urg'd on either ide: 149 
Marriage, the theme on which they all Geclainvy, 
Some praisd with wit, and ſome with reaſon 

blam'd; 

Til, What with proofs, objetions, See? replies, 
Each wordrous poſitive, aud wondrous wite, 

There fell between his brothers a debate; 145 
Placebo this was call'd at d guſtin that. - 


To guide your choice; this wiſe muſt ot be old: : 


There goes a ſaying, aud 'twas ſnre w dly ſaid, 
Old fiſh at table but young fleſh in bed. | 
Aty ſoul abhors the taſteleſs, dry embrace 
Ot a ſtale virgin with a winter face: - 
In that cold feaſon Love but treats his gueft 104 
With bean- ſtraw, and tough forage at the beſt 
No crafty widows fall approach my beds | 
Theſe are too wiſe for bachelors to-wed ; 

As ſubtle clert:s by many ſchools are made, 


Twice marry'd dames are miſtreſſes oꝰ tl? trade: 


But young and tender virgins, rul'd with eaſe, 


We form like wax, and mould them as we pleaſe, 


Conceive me, Sire, nor take my ſenſe amiſs; 
FI what concerns my fouÞs eternal bliſs: 
ace it I found no plenfure in my ſpouſe, 


Then I 1-ould live in lewd adultery, 

And ſink dowrright to Satan when I die? 

Or were I curs'd with an w:fruittul bed, 

"The righteous end were loſt, ror which I wed ; 
"To raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the powers above, 
And not for pleaſure only, or for love. 

Think not 1 doat; lis time to take a wife, 
When vigorous blood forbids a chaſter life: 


121 


Firſt to the Knight Placebo thus begun 
(Mild were his looks, aud pleaſing was his tone): 
Such prudence, Sir, is all your words appears, 


As plaiuly proves, experience dwells with years! 


Yet you purſue ſage Solomon's advice, 1:1 
To work by counlel when atfairs are nice: 


go But with the Wiſe Man's leave, I mutt — 
So may my ſoul arrive at eaſe and reſt 


As till 7 hold your own advice the beſt, 155 
Sir, I have liv'd a ourtier all my Gays, 

And ſtudy'd men, their manners, and their ways; 

And bave obſerv'd this uſeful maxim {til}, 

To let my betters always have their will. 

Way, if my Lord affirm'd that black was white, 

My word was this, Your bonour 's in the right, 


{ Thy aſſum iug Wit, who deems bimſcli fo wile, 


As his miſta en patron to adviſe, 


Let him not dare to vent his dangerous thought, 


A noble fool was never ia a fault. 165 
This, Sir, aßeds not you, whoſe every word 


Is weighd with judgment, and befts a Lr; 


Your well is mine; and 15 (I will waiotaln) 


Pleaſing to God, and ſhould be fo to man! 


At leait, your courage all the world muſt praiſe, 


; Who dare to wed ia your declining days. 171 


Indulge the vigwur of your mounting blood, 
And let grey fools be indolently good, 


Who pall all pleaſure, damn the joys f ſenſe, 


[ 
115 
AF ie is frail, aud who (God help me) knows? 


With re evergnd dulaeſs, and grave impoterco, 175 
Juſtin, who {lent ſat, aud heard the man, 
Thus, with a philoſophic frown, began. 
A heathen author of the Grit degroe, 
(Who, though not Faith, had Senſe a; well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt 139 


To thoſe of generous principles, and juſt. 
| The venture“ greater, II preſume to ſay, 


Thoſe that ure bleſt with ore of grace divine, 125 


Way livelixe ſaints, by heaven's conœnt and mine, 
And fince I ſpeak of wedlnek, let me fay, 
(As, chark my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may) 
limbs are dive, fill Pm ſound at heart, 
anda new vigour ſprings in every part. 130 
Thiak not my virtue loft, though time has once 
Theſe reverend honours on wy hoary head 3 
Thus trees are crown'd with blooms white as 
ſr.ovry 


The vital fap then rifing from below: 


To give your perſon, than your goods away: 
And there fore, Sir, as you regard your reſt, 


Firſt learn your lady's qualities at Icait : 195 
Whether fe 's chaſte or rampant, proud or civil, 
Meek as a ſaint, or hanglity as the devil? 
Whether an eaſy, fond, familiar fool, 
Or ſuch a wit as no man &er can rule. 
is true, perfection none muſt hope to end 190 
In all this world, much leſs in womankind; 
But, if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, 

leſs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ah, gentle Sir, tare war ing of a friend, 
Who knows too well the ſtate you thus comme 


All he can find is ens colſe and care. 
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And, ſpite of all his praiſes, muſt declare, 25 
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!en knows, I ſhed full many à private tear, | 


iv hile all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 

And ſwear no mortal 's happicr in a wife; 201 

Demure and chaſte as any veſtal Nun, 

The meekeſt creature that beholds the ſun! 

But, by the immortal powers, 1 ſecs the pain, 

And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 205 

Do what you liſt; for me; you muſt be ſage, 

And cautious ſure; for iſdom is in age: 

put at theſs years, to, venture ou the fair; 

By him who made the ocean, earth, and air, 

10 pleaſe a wile, When her occaſious call, 210 

would buſy the moſt vigorous of us all. a 

And truſt me, Sir, the chaſteſt vou can chuſe 

Will alk obſervance, and exact her dues. 

I what I ſpeak my noble Lord offend, 

My tedious ſermon here is at an end. 215 
Tis well, e ks well, the Kaight 10 

dies, n 0 1 4 — 

Moſt W kinſman, faith you 're mighty wiſc! 

We, Sir, are fools, and muſt reſign the cauſe __ 

To heathetſh authors, proverbs, and old ſaws. 

Re ſpoke with ſcorn, and turn'd another way 

What does my friend, my dear Placebo, ſay ? 


To flander wives, and wedlock's holy name. 
At this the council roſe, without delay; 
Fach, in his own opinion, went his way; 
With full conſent, that, all diſputes appeas'd, 
i where he 


225 


Tit knight ſhould marry, When and 
pleas'd, 
Who now but January exults with joy ? 
The charms of wedloa all his foul employ ; 
Lach nyowph by turus his wavering mind poſſeſt, 
aud reigr'd the ſhort-liv'd tyrant of his breaſt; 
White fancy pictur'd every lively part, | 
And each bright image wander'd oer his heart. 
Thus, in ſome public Forum fix'd on high, 
A Mirrour ſhows the figures moving by ; 
ll one by one, in ſwitt ſucceſſion, pals 
The gliding ſhadows oer the poliſn'd glaſs, 
This Ladv*s charms the niceft could not blame, 
Put vile ſuſpicions had aſpers*d her ame: | 
That was with ſenſe, but not with virtue, bleſt ; 
and one had grace, that wanted all the reſt, 241 
Thus dbubting long what ny mph he ſhauld obey, 


235 


Tie 5x29 at laſt upon the youtbful May. 


Uler faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 
But every charm revolv'd within his mind: 245 
Her te der age, her form divinely fair, - | 
Uer ealy motion, her attractive air, 

Fer ſweet behaviour, her'enchanting face, 

der moving ſoftneſs, and majettic grace, 


Much ia his prudence did our knight rejoice, 
Ard thought no mortal could diſpute his choice: 
Once more in haſte he ſummon'd every friend, 
Ard told them all, their pains were at an end. 
Nexwen, that (ſaid he) infpir'd me firſt to wed, 
Vrovides a conſort worthy of my hed: 255 
let none oppoſe ti election, ſince on this 
Depends my quiet, and my future bliſs. 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Ting, beautꝛouss artleſs, innocent, and wiſe; 


-4 


Of honeſt params; 2nd may ſerve my — 
Fer will 


4 
. 


( 


343 


c | Chaſte, though not rich; and, though not nobly 
aud ſigh in ſile noe, leit the world ould hesr! . 


born, X 200 
wed, it gracious Heaven io plcaic, 
To paſs my age in {aacGiity apc eaſe; 

And than the powers, I may poſſeis alone 


The lovely prize, and ſhare my bliſs with none! 


If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 


My joys are full, my happineſs is ſure. 


One only doubt remains: Full oft Ive heard, 


By caſuiſts grave, and deep divines averr d, 
That ?tis. too much for bumaa race & know 270 


The bliſs of heaven above, aud earti; below. 
Now ſhould the nuptial pleaſures prove io great, 
To match the bleſſings ot the future Rate, 

Thoſe endleſs joys were il-exchapg'd fer theſe ; 

Then clear this doubt, and ſet my mind at case. 

This Juſtin heard, nor could his ſpleen contzo!, 

Touct*d to the quick, and tie led at the ul. 
Sir Knight, be cry*d, if this be all you dread, 
Heaven put it paſt your doubt, when@&er you 

wed; hy | „ x 
And to my fervent prayers ſo far conſent, - 280 
That, ere the rites are ober, you may repent! 


Good Heaven, no doubt, the nuptial ſtate, a 
Ifay, quoth he, by heaven the man 's to blame, 4 a OY IO "Faq 5 


proves, 0b 69-3 ; 
Since it chaſtiſes- Nil what beſt it loves. 
Then be not, Sir, abandon!d to deſpair: | 
Seek, and perhaps you 'I find among the tr, 


| One that may do your buſineſs to'a hair; 


Not ev'n in with, your happineſs delay, 
But prove the ſcourge to laſh you on your Way: 
Then to the ſkies your mounting ſoul ſnall go, 
Swift as an arrow ſoaring from tie bow 1 20 
Provided ftill, you moderate your joy, 
Nor in your pleaſures all your might employ, 
Let reafon*s rule your itrong defires abate, 
Nor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mato. 
Old wives there are, of judgment moſt acute, 
Who ſolve theſe queſtions beyond all diſpute ; 
Conſult with thoſe, and be of better chear;_ 
Marry, do penance, and diſmiſs your fear. 

So ſaid, they roſe, nor more the work delayed; 
The match was offer*d, the propoſals made. 300 
The parents, you may think, would ſoon com- 


PEE: | 77 | 
The Cid have intereſt ever in their eye. 
Nor was it hard to move the Lady's mind; 
When fortune favours, fill the Fair are kind, 


J paſs each previous ſettlement and deeg, 30 £ 
Too long for me to write, or you. to read; | 
Nor will with quaint impertinenee diſplay 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array, . 
The time appreach'd, to Church the par ties went 
At once with c#val and devout intent: 316: 
Forth came the Prieſt, and bade tu' obedlent wg ite 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her liſe; 8 
Then prayꝰd the powers the fruitful bed to blefs, , 
And made all ſure enough with holineſs, 


Ard now the palace-gates are open'd wile, } 
The gueſts appear in order, ſide by ide, 2 
And placꝰd in ſtate the bridegroom and the bride. 0 


The breathing flute's ſoft nates are heard around, 


And the ſhrill trumpets mix their #lver four d ; 


— 


344 .P-D'PE 
The vaulted roofs with echoing muſie ring, 320 
Theſe touch the vocal ſtops, and thoſe the trem- 

_ bling ftring. | 5 
Not thus Amphien-tun'd the warbling lyre, 


— 


Nor Joab the ſounding clarion could inſpire, 


Nor fierce Theodomas, whoſe ſprightly ftrain 
Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, and fire the martial 


(So Poets fing) was preſent on the place: 
And lovely Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 
Shook high her flaming torch in open fight, 
And danc'd around, and ſmiPd on every Knight: 
Pleas'd her beſt ſervant would his courage try, 
No leſs in wedlock than in liberty. 1475 
Full many an age ald Hymen had not ſpy'd 

So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride. 

Ye bards } rendwn'd among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong; 4336 
Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſplay 
The matchleſs glories of this blifsſul daß; 
The joys are ſuch as far tranſcend your rage, 
When tender youth has wedded ſtooping age. 

The beauteous dame fat ſmiling at the board, 
And darted amorous glances at her, Lord. | 
Not Hefter's felt, whoſe charms the Hebrews ſing, 
Eer look'd fo lovely on her Perſian King; 
Bright as the riſmg fun in ſummer's day, 345 
And freſh and blooming as the month of May! 
The joyful Knight ſurvey'd her by his fide, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride; : 
Still as his mind revolvw'd with vaſt delight 
Th? entraneing raptures of th? approaching night, 
Reſtleſs he fate, invoking every power $51 
To ſpeed his bliſs, and baſte the happy hour. 
Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, 
And ſongs were fung, and flowing bowls went 

rourd, - 48 t fs 
With-odorous _ they perfum't the place, 355 
And mirth and pleaſure ſhone in every face. 

Damian alone of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midſt of triumphs, figb'd for pain; 
Damian alone, the Knight's obſequious ſquire, 
Conſum'd at heart and fed a ſecret fire. 350 
His lovely Miſtreſs all his ſoul poſſeſs'd ; 

He look'd, he languiſh'd, and could take no reſt: 
His taſk perform'd, he fadly went his way, 

Fell on his bed, and loath'd the light of day. 
There let him lie, till his releating dame 365 
Weep in her turn, and waſte in equal flame, 

The weary fin, as learned Poets write, 
Forſook th? Horizon, and rolld down the light; 
While glittering ſtars his abſent beams ſapply, 
And night's dark mantle overſpread the ſky, 370 
Then roſe the gueſts; and, as the time requir'd, 
Each paid his thanks, and decently retir d. 

The foe once gone, our Knight prepar'd t“ 

undreſs, 6 | 
So keen he was, and eager to poſſeſs ; 
But firſt thought ft thꝰ aſſiſtance to receive, 375 
Which grave Phy ſicians ſeruple not to give; 
Satyrion near, with hot Eringos ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fire his lazy blood, 
Whoſe uſe old Bards deſcribe in luſcious rhymes, 
And Critics learn'd explain to modern times, 


train, 8 | 
Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 5 
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",| *Tis ſung, he labour'd till 


By this the ſheets were ſpread, the br: 
"Areſd,  - e 


The room was ſprinkled, and the bed Was 


bleſs d. | 
What next enſued heſeems me not to fay ; 
| | the dawning day, 

2 ag ſprung from bed; with heart ſs 
As all e nothing he had done by night; 4 
And ſipp*d his cordial as he fat upright; 
He kiſs his balmy ſpouſe with-wanton play, 
And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay : 
Then on the couch his weary limbs he caſt; 390 
For every labour muſt have reſt at laſt. ” 

ut anxious cares the penſrve 1 oppreſsd, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt: 
The raging flames that in his boſom dwell, 
He wanted art to hide, and means to tell; 395 
Yet hoping time the occaſion might betray, 
Compos'd a ſonnet to the lovely May; 
Which, writ and folded with the-niceft art, 
He wrapp'd in ſilk, and laid upon his heart, 
When now the fourth revolving day was run 
(*Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the Sun) 
F wm reg her chamber came the beauteous 

ride; 


High maſs was ſung : they feaſted in the hall: 


| The ſervants round ſtood ready at their call. 40g 


The Squire alone was abſent from the board, 

And much his. fickneſs griev'd his worthy 
Lord, 

Who pray'd his ſpouſe, attended with her 


train, 


2 
| To viſit Damian, and divert his pain. 


Th' obliging da mes pbey'd with one conſent; 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went, 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, 
And cloſe beſide him fate the gentle May: 
Where, as ſhe try'd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew. 

A heaving ſigh, and caſt a mournful view ! 415 


With fecret vows, to favour his deſign. 
Who ftudious now but diſcontented May ? 


| On her ſoſt couch-uncaſly ſhe lay: 


The lumpiſh huſband ſnor'd ayray the night, 420 
Till coughs awak'd him near the morning light. 
What then he did I'll not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſel' in heaven or hell: 
Honeſt and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 


Till the bell toll'd, and all aroſe to pray, 423 


Were it by forceful deſtiny decreed, | 
Or did from chance, or nature's power pro- 
ceed; | | 
Or that ſome ſtar, with aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its ſelected influence from above ; | 
Whatever was the cauſe, the tender dame 430 
Felt the firt motions of an infant flame; ; 
Receiv'd the impreſſions of the love- ſck Squire, 
And waſted in the ſoft inſectious fre, 
Ye fair, draw near, let May's , exawple 
move EEE | | 
Your gentle minds to pity thoſe who love ! 435 
Nad ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been found, 


Tha poor adorer ſure had hang'd, or drown'd; 


The good old. Knight mov'd ſlowly by her fide, 


Then gave his bill, and brib'd the powers divine, 
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But he, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 
Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale: Some ſages have defin'd 440 
pleaſure the ſovereigu bliſs ot human- rind: 
our Knight (who ftudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe) 
Deriv'd his high philoſophy from thoſe; | 
For, like a prince, he bore the vaſt expence 
of laviſh pomp, and proud magoificence : 
His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay; 
large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 
His ſpacious garden, made to yield to none, 
Was compaſs'd round with walls of ſolid ſtone; 
Priapus could not half deſcribe the grace 450 
(Though God of gardens) of this charming place: 
A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long deſcriptions, and exceed Romance, 
Enough to ſhame the gentleſt bard that ſings , 
0f painted meadows, and of purling ſprings. 455 

Full in the centre of the flowery ground, 
A cryſtal fountain ſpread its ſtreams around. 

ne fruitful banks with verdaat laurelscrown®d; _ 
About this ſpring (if ancient fame ſay true) 
The dapper Elves their moon: light ſports purſue: 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 
Ia circling dances gamboPd on the green, 
While tuneful ſprites a merry concert made, 
And airy muſic warbled through the ade. 


Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 465 
(His ſcene of pleaſure, and peculiar care) 8 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The filver key taat loc cd the garden- door. 

To this ſweet place, in fummer”s ſultry heat. 

He us d from noiſe and buſineſs to retreat; 470 
And here in dallianoe ſpend the live-long day, 
« Solus cum ola,“ with his ſprightly May: 
For whate%er work was undiſcharg'd a-bed, 
The duteous knight in this fair garden ſped. 


But, ab! what mortal lives of bliſs fecure ? 


445 


0 Fortune, fair, like all tay treacherous kind, 

But faithleſs (ill, and wavering as the wind! 

0 painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat 

With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! 480 

This rich, this amorous venerable knight, 

Amidſt his eaſe, his ſolace and delight, 

Struck blind by the, reigns his days to grief, 

And calls on death, the wreteh's laſt relief. , 
The rage of jealouſy then ſeiz'd his mind, 485 

For mach he fear'd the faith of woman=kiad, 

Hi wife, not ſuffer'd fro:n his tide-to ray, * 


43 captivekept; he wateh'd her night and day, 
Abridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her ſway.) 


Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, 490 


And ſigh'd full oft; but ſigh'd and wept in vaia : 

de lod on Damian with a lover's eye; 

For, oh, *twas fis d, the muſt · poſſeſs or (die ! 

Nor leſs impatience vex?d her amorous Squire, 

Wild with delay, and burning with dere. 493 

Wacb'd as ſhe was, yet could ha not refrain 

By ſecret writing to diſcloſe his pain: 

The dame by figns reveabd her kind intent, 

till both were conſcious what each other meant. 
Ah, gentle Rnight, what could thy eyes avail, 


ugh they could ſee as far as ſhips can fail ? 
Vol., VI. 


461 | 


How ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys eadure ! 476 


OPFE'S POEMS: 


| 


345 


'Tis better, ſure, when blind, Jeeeiw'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can ſee ! 
Argus himſelf, fo cautious and ſo wiſe, 


Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes: 505 
So many an honeſt huſband may, tis xnow n, 


Who, wiſely, never thinks the caſe his W m. 
The dame at lat, by diligence and care, 
Procur'd the key her Knight was wont to bear; 
She took the wards in wax before the fire, 51 
And gave th! impreon to the truſty Squire. 
By means of this, ſome wonder ſhallappear, 
Which, in due place and ſeaſon, you may hear. 
Well ſung ſweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 


What flight is that, which love will not explore? 
And Pyramus and Thiſbe plainly ſhow <p 
The feats true lovers, when they liſt, can do: | 
Though wateb'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, 
They found the arr of kiffing through a wall, 


* 


But now no longer from our tale to ftray ; 

It happ'd, that once upon a ſummers day, ; 

Our reverend Knight was urg'd to amorous ( 
pla * * Si 


1 He raised his ſponſe ere Matin-bell was rung, 


And thus his morning canticle he ſung; 
Awake, my love, "diſcloſe thy radiant eyes; 


Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous lady, riſe! 526 


Hear how the doves with penfive notes complain, 


And in ſoft murmus tell the trees their Pain : 


The winter 's paſt; the clouds and tempeſts fly ; 
The ſun adorns the fields; and brightens all the 


ſky. L 

Fair without ſpot, whoſe every charming part 
My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart; 
Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian ſtraight a ſign ſhe made, 
To haſte before; the gentle Squire obey%d ; 536 
Secret, and undeſery'd, he took his way, i 
And ambuſi d cloſe behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere fanuary came, 
And hand in hand with him his lovely dame; 549 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, | 


He turn'd the key, and made the gate ſecure, 


Here let us walk, he ſaid, obſerv'd by none, 


Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: 


So may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 54.5 
Art far the deareſt ſolace of my life; | 


-And rather would I chuſe, by Heaven above, 


To die this inſtant, than to loſe thy love. 
Re fle t what truſt was in my paſſion ſhown, Y 
When unendow'd I took thee for my own, 550 
And ſought no treaſure but thy heart alone, 
Old as Jam, and now depriv'd of fight, ) 
Whilſt thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, \- 
Nor age nor blindneſs rob me of delight. 
Each other loſs with patience I can bear, 
The loſs of thee is what I only fear. 
Confider then, my lady, and my wife, 
The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life. 
As, firſt, the loye of Chriſt himſelf you gain; 
Next, your own honour andefiÞd maintain; 560 
And laſtly, that which ſure your mind muſt 
„ r | 
My whole eſtate” ſhall gratify your love: : 
Make your own terms, andere to- morrow2s Tun 
Diſplays kis light, by 1 it ſhall, de done. 
: X 


555 
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346 POPE*S: 


I ſeal the contract with a holy kiſs, 
And will perform, by this—my dear, and this 


— 


Have comfort, ſpouſe, nor think thy Lord un- 


kind; 


865 


Ts love, not jealouſy, that fres my mind. 
For when thy charms my ſober thoughts engage, 
And joined to them my on unequal age, 570 
From thy dear ſide I have no power to part, 
ar ſecret tranſports warm my melting heart. 
or who, that once poſſeſs'd thoſe heavenly 
charms, N : 
Could live one momert abſent from thy arms? 
He ceas'd and May with modeſt grace reply*d 
(Weak 
Ws... 


J have a ſoul to fave as well as you; 

And, what no leſs you to my charge commend, 
My deareſt honour, will to death defend, 380 
To you in holy Church I gave my hand, 
And join'd my heart in, wedlock's ſacred band: 
Yet, after this, if you diſtruſt my care, 

Then hear, my Lord, and witneſs what I ſwear. | 

Firſt may the yawning earth her boſom rend, 
And let me hence to bell alive deſcend; 526 
Or die the death I dread no leſs than hell, 

Sew'd in a fack, and plung?d into a well; 

Fre I my ame by one lewd act diſgrace, 

Or once renounce the honour of my race: 590 
For know, Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came; 
I loath a whore, and ſtartle at the name. 
But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from hence their ladies to ſuſpect: 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me? 595 
Theſe doubts and fears of female conftancy ! 
This chime ſtill rings in every lady's ear, 

The only itrain a wite muſt hape to hear, 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, a fᷣdelong glance ſhe caſt, 
Where Damian, kneęling, wor!t.ipp*d as ſhe paſt. 
She ſaw him watch che motions of her eye, 601 

nd ſingled out a pear-tree planted nigh : 

was charg'd with fruit that made a goodly ſhow, 
And bung with dangling pears was every bough, 
Thither th? obſequious Squire addreſs'd his pace, 
And, climbing, in the ſummit took his place; 
The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue, + 

5Twas now the ſeaſon when the glorious ſun - 
His heavenly progreſs through the Twins had run; 
And ſove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 

To glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields. 
Clear was the day, and Phœbus, riſing bright, 
Had ftreal?d the azure firmament with light; 
He pierc'd the glittering clouds with golden 
ſtreams, | 
And warm'd the womb of earth with genialbeams. 
It ſo befel, in that fair morning-tide, a 


The Fairies ſported on the garden- de, 
And in the midi their Monarch and his bride. 
So featly tripp'd the light-foot ladies round, 629? 
The knights ſo nimbly ober the greenſword 
; bound, - 2 
That ſcarce they bent the flowers, or touch*d 
the ground. | 
The dances ended, all the fairy train 
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was her voice, as while ſhe ſpoke the |} 
cry "0 | | 576 
Heaven knows (vrch that a tender ſigh ſhe drew) 


POEM S. 


While, on a bank reclin'd of rifyg green, 62 

Th s, with a frown, the Kir g beſpoke his Queen 
Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 

The treachery you women ule to man: 

A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 

And ſad experience leaves no room for doubt. 6:9 
Heaven reſt thy ſpirit, noble Solomon, . 

A wiſer monarch never ſaw the ſun; 


All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 


Cf eartbly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on thee! 
For ſagely ba thru faid : Of all mankird, (45 


One only wi! and righteous hope to fnd: 


But ſt ouldſi thou ſearchthe ſpacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 

Thus © the King, who knew your wicked. 

neſs ; | 

The fon of Sirach teſtifes no leſs, 
So may ſome wildfre on your bodies fall, 
Cr ſome devouring plague eonſume you all, 
As well you vi w the leacher in the tree, 
And well this honourable Knight vor ſee: . 
But ſince he 's blind and old (a helpleſs caſe), 
His Squire f} all cuckold him before your face. 
Now, by my own dr ad majeſty ] ſwear, 
And by this awful ſceptre which I bear, 
No impious wretch ſtall *feape unpuniſh'd long, 
That in my preſence offers ſuch x wrong, 6:8 
I will this inſtant undeceive the Knight, 
And in the very a& refiore his ſght;, 
And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, 
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A warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, 
Aud all the faithleſs ſex, for ever to be true, 
And will you ſo, reply d the Queen, indeed! 
Now, by my mother's ſoul it is decreed, a 
She ſhall not wart an anſwer at her need. ) 
For her, ard for her daughters, IM engage, 
And all the ſex in each ſucceeding age ! 
Art ſhall he theirs, to varniſh an offence, 
And fortify their crime with confdence, 
Nay, were they taken in a ſtric embrace, 
Scen with both eyes, and pinion'd on the place; 
All they ſhall necd is to proteſt and ſwear, 665 
Breathe a ſo:t gh, and drop a tender tear; 


669 


Grow gentle, tra&able, and tame as veeſe 
What though this ſlanderous Jew, this Solomon, 
Call'd women fools, and knew full many a one; 
The wiſer wits of later times declare, 671 
How conſtant, cha%e, and virtuous, women are: 
Witneſs the martyrs, who re! g:d their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcern'd in death; 
Aud witn ſs next what Roman authors tell, 67 
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia el]. . 
But, ſince the ſacred leaves to all are free, 
And men interpret texts, why ſhould not we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, ) 
That ſovereign goodneſs dwells in him alone 
Who only is, and is but only One. 6870 
But grant the worſt; ſhall women then be 
weightd | 
By every word that Solomon has ſaid? 
What though this King (as ancient ory boaſts) 
Built a fair Temple to the Lord of Hoſts; 655 
He ceas*d at laſt his Maker to adore, 


= For pinks and daifies ſeardh'd the flowery plain; 


And did as much for Ido) gods, or more 


Till their wiſe huſtands, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
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geware what laviſh praiſes you confer 

On a rank leacher and idolater; EA 

Wnoſe reign, indulgeat God, ſays holy writ, . 

Did but ſor David's righteous ſake permit; 

David, the monarch after Heaven's own miad, 

Who lov?d our ſex, and honour'd all our kind. 
Well, I'ma Woman, and as Tuca muſt ſpeak; 

silence would ſwell me, aud my heart would 

break. | 

Know then, I ſcorn your dull avthorities, 

Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 

By Heaven, thoſe authors are our ſex?3 foes, 
Whom, ia our right, 1 mutt and will oppoſe. 
Nay (quoth the King) dear Madam, be pot 

wroth: 

Iyield it up; but ſince J gave my oath, 700 
Fat tis much-injur'd knight again ſhould ſee, 
t mut be done—l am a King, ſaid he, 
A. done, whoſe faith has ever ſacred been. 

Aud fo has mine (ſhe aid) — am a Queen: 
Her anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertate 706 
And thus an end of all diſpute I make, | 
Try when you liſt; and you ſhall ind, my Lord, 
It is ot in our ſex to break our word. 
85 We leave them here in this heroic train, 
Ad to the Knight our ſtory turns again; 
Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 
| dung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: 
þ This was his ſong 3 „Oh kind and conſtant be, 
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« Couftaut and kind Il ever prove to thee. “? 
Thus hanging as he went, at lait he drew 716 
By eaſy ſteps, to where the Pear- tree grew: 


| The longing dame look'd up, and py'd her Love 
Full fairly perch'd among the buug is above. 

She ſtopp'd, and ſighing: Oh good Gods! ſhe 
669 ery'd, 


What pangs, whit ſudden ſhoots, diſtend my 
ſide ! . 


0 for that tempting fruit, ſo freſh, ſo green 


* Help, tor the love of Heayen's immortal Queen! 
665 Help, de reſt Lord, and fave at onge the life 
1 Ot thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 728 
i Sore ſiglod the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
. But could not climb, and had no ſervant nigh: 
2 Old as he was, and void of eye- ght too, 


71 What could, alas! a helpleſs buſband do? 
Aid mutt Tlangui © then, ſhe ſaid, and die, 730 


are: * . I - . 
ath, Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 
At lealt, kind Sir, for charity's ſweet ſake, 
Vouch afe the trunk between your arms to take; 


Then from your back I might aſcer:d the tree; 
Do you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 735 


With all my ſoul, he thus reply'd again, 
I'd ipend my deareſt blood to eaſe thy pain, 
With that, bis back againſt the trunk he bent, 
dus ſeir d a"twig, and up the tree the went. 


Nom prove your patience, gentle ladies all! 
os let on me your heavy anger fall, 
lis truth I tell, though not in phraſe refinꝰd; 
Though blunt my tale, yet honeſt is my mind. 
What feats the Lady in the Tree might do, 
pals, as gambols never known to you; 
ut ſure it was a merrier fit, ſhe ſwore, 
bun in her life ſhe ever felt before, 
1 
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In that» nice moment, lol the wondering 
mig + 2 ; 1 8 

Look d out, and ſtood reſtor'd to ſudden ſight. 
Straight, oa the tree his eager eyes he bent, 750 
As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
But when he ſaw his boſom- wife ſo dreſs'd,  ' 
His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſs*d : 
Not trantic mothers when their infants die, 


With louder clamours rend the vaulted ſky : 753 


He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtor m'd, he tore his hair 
Deata! hell! and furies! what doſt thou de 
there? JETS of, 
What ails my Lord? the trembling dame re- 
Id; ( 
I „ patience had been better tryd: 
Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 760 
This my reward for having cur'd the blind? 
Why was Itaught to make my huſband ſee, 
By ſtruggling with a Man upon a Tree? 
Did 1 for this the power of magic prove? 
Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love! 
Ik this be tiruggliag, by this holy light, 766 
'Tis ſtruggliag with a veugeance (quoth the 
Right) EE : | | 
So Heaven preſerve the ſight it has reſtor'd, 


As with theſe eyes I plainly ſaw thee whor'd; 


Whor'd by my fſlave—penkdious wreteh! may 
hell 710 


| As ſurely ſeize thee, as I faw too well! 


Guard me, good Angels! cry'd the gentle 
; Ma 5 
Pray es. this magic work the proper way ! 
Alas, my love! ?tis certain, could you ſee, 
You ne'er had us'd theſe killing words to me: 
So help me, Fates, as *tis no per fe f ght, 
But ſome faint glimmering of a doubtful light, 


What I have ſaid (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 


For by th immortal powers it ſeemd too plain 
By all thoſe powers, ſome frenzy ſeiz'd your 1 
miad mY 
(Reply? the dame): are theſe the thanks I find? ( 
Wretch that I am, that e'er I was ſo kind! 
She ſaid; a riſing ſigh expreſs'd her woe, 
The ready tears apace began to flow, : 
And, as they fell, ſhe wip'd from either eye 785 
The drops (for women, when they liſt, can cry}. 
The Knight was touch'd, and in his looks ap- 


Pear'd | | 
Signs of remorſe, while thus his ſpouſe he 
„ „ 


Madam, ?tiz paſt, and my ſhort anger oer; 

Come down, and yex your tender heart no more: 

Excuſe me, dear, if aught amiſs was ſaid, 

For, on my ſoul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 

Let my repentanee your forgiyeneſs draw, 

By Heaven, T ſwore but what IH ug 1 ſaw, 
Ah, my lov'd lord! *twas much 'unkind (ſhe 

cry*d Va 

On bare * thus to treat your bride, 

But, till your ght?s eftabliſd, for a while, 

Imperfect obj2As may your ſenſe beg «1e. | 

Thus when from ſleep we firſt our eyes diſ- 

lay, 
The ball, are wounded with the piercing ray, ( 
Aud duſky vapours 9 , and intercept tire day. 
=4 | 
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Strange phantoms dance bend, and ſkim be- 


Inu all cheſe trials I have bor e a part, 5 
I was myſelf the ſcourge that caus'd the ſmart; 
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+ Boy juſt recoveritg from the ſhades of night, 


Your ſwimming eyes are drunk with ſudden 
8 j KR 


fore your i ght: 
Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too raſhly deem; 
Heaven knows how ſeldom things are what they 
r | ; Soo 
» Gonſult your reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
Twas you were j-alous, not your wite unkind : 
Jove ne*er ſpoke oracle more true than this, 
None judge fo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 
With that ſhe leap'd into her Lord's embrace, 
With well-diſſembled virtue in her face. 
He hugg*d her clo!e, and kiſs d her oer and ofer, 
Diſturb'd with doubts and jealouſies no more: 
Both, plca3'd and bleſs?d, renew'd their mutual 
vows, „ 815 
A fruitful wiße, and a believing ſpouſe. 
Thus ends our tale; whoſe moral ext to make, 
Let all wiſe huſbands hence examplu ta e; 
And pray, to crown the pleaſure of their lives, 
To be ſo well deluded by their wives. $20 
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To dear-bought wiſdom give the credit due, 
And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 


— 


For, fince fifteen in triumph have 1 led 
Five captive Huſbands from the Church to bed. 
Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the Scripture ſays, 
And ſaw but one, *tis 'thought,-1n all his days; 
Whence ſome infer, whoſe conſcience is too nice, 
No pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 
But Jet them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 
The words addreſs*d to the Samaritan : 
Five times in lawful wedlock ſhe was join'd 3 15 
And ſure the certain ſtint was ne*%r de fin'd. 
Ener aſe and multiply,” was Heaven's com- 
mand, | 
And that's a text I clearly underſtand, 
This too, Let men their res and mothers ' 
l-ave, 
« And to their dearer wives for ever cleave,” 25 
More wives than one by Soiomon were try'd, 
Or elſe the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 
I've had myſelf full many a merry tt; 
And truſt in heaven, I may have ma y yet, 
For when my tranſitory ſpouſe unkind, 25 


1 


Paul, knowing one could never ſerve our turn 
Declar'd tw as better far to wed than burn. 
There's danger in ai.cmbling fre and tow; ug 
grant them that, and what it means you know. 
The ſame apoſtle too has eliewhere own'd, 

No precept for Virgi: ity he found: 
7713 but a counſel—a d we women ftill 
Take which we like, the counſel, or our will, 3; 

Je. vy not their bliſs, if he or ſhe 
Think fit to live in perfect chaitity; 

Pure let them be, ai:d tree from taint of vice; 
J, lor a few 1 ight ſpots, am not ſo nice, 
Heaven calls us different ways, on theſe beftows 


One proper giſt, another grants to thoſe; — 41 


Not every man's obliged to ell his ſtore, 

And give up all his ſubſtance to the poor; 

Such a are perfect may, I can deny; 

But, by your leaves, Divines, fo am not I. a; 
Full many a Saint (nee firſt the world began, 

Liv'd an unipotted Maid, in ſpite of man: 

Let ſuch (a-God's-Lame) with fine wheat be 

fed, | 

And let us honefi wives eat barley bread, 

For me, III keep the poſt aſligr*d by heaven, 50 

Aud ute the copious talent it has given. 


| Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, 


And eep an equal reckoning every night, 
His proper body is not his, but mine? 


For ſo ſaid Paul, and Pauls a ſourd divine, 59 


Know then, oi thoſe five huſt aids I have bad, 


| Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad, 


The three were old, but rich and fond be{de, 
And toil'd moſt piteouſiy to pleaſe their bride ; 


| But nee their wealth (the beſt they had) was 


mine, / 69 
The reit, without much loſs, I could refign, 
Sure to be lov'd, I took no pairs-to pleaſe, 

Yet had more Pleaſure far tha they had Eaſe, 

Preſents ffow'd in apace : with ſt owers of gold, 
They made their court, like jupiter of old, 63 
If 1 but imiPd a ſudden youth they found, 
And a vew pally ſeiz'd them when I irown'd. 

Ye fovereign wives! give ear aud underſtand, 
Thus 4 all ye ſpea!,, and exerciſe command. 
For never was it given to mortal man, 10 
To lie fo boldly as we women can: 


eyes, 

And — your maids to witveſs how he lies. 
Hart, old Sir Pavl, (twas thus I ud to ſay) 
Whence is our neighbour's wite ſo rich aud gay? 
Treated, careſs'd, where'er ſhe's pleas'd to roam 

T fit in tatters, a: d immur'd at home, 

Why o her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair? 

Art thou ſo amorous? aud is ſ e ſo fair? 

'f hut fee a couſin or a friend, 

Lord! how you ſwell, and rage lite any fiend ! 

Rut you reel home, a drunken beaiily bear, 

Chen preach till midn ght in your caly chair; 

Cry, wives are falie, aud every woman evil, 

And give up all that's female to the devil. $5 
If poor (you ſay) ſhe Grains her hufrand's purſe; 

It rich, ſhe keeps her prieſt, or ſomething worſe; 

'f highly born, intolerably vans 


Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 
I'll take the next good Chriſtiau I can find. ly 


| Vapours and pride by turns poſſeſs her brain, 


Forſwear the fact, though ſeen with both bis 


And all tne woman glares in open day. 
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Now gayly mad, now ſourly ſplenetieʒ 80 


Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe 's fick. 


If fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, 

By preſſing youth attac dd on every tide z 

If foul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 

Or elſe her wit ſome fool-gallant procures, 95 
Oy elſe ſhe dances with becoming grace, 

Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. : 
There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but, ſoon or late, 
She finds ſome honeſt gander for her mate. 


Horſes (thou ſay*ſ) aud aſſes men may try, 100 
And ring fuſpected veſſels ere they buy: 
But wives, a random choice; untry*d they take; 
They dream in courtſhip, but in wedloct. wake: 
Then, nor till then, the veil 's remov'd away, 
105 


You tell me, to preſerve your wite's good grace, 
Your eyes. muſt always lauguiſh on my tace, 


Your tongue with conſtant natteries feed my ear, 


And tag each ſentence with, My life! my dear! 

If, by ſtrange chance, a modett blu be rais'd, 

Be ſure my fine complexion muſt be prais'd. 

My garments always 1nuft be new and gay, 

Aid feaſts ſtill kept upon my wedding-day. 

Then muſt my nurfe be pleas'd, aud favourite 

maid | | 

Andendlets treats, and endleſs viſ.ts paid, 

To a long traia of kindred, friends, allies, 

All this thou ſay*ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are lies. 
On Jann too you caſt a ſquiating eye: 

What ! can your ®prentice raiſe your jealouſy ? 

Freſh are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 120 

And like the burniſh'd gold his curling hair. 


But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy ſorrow, 


I'd ſcorn your 'prentice, ſhould you die to- 
Morrow, | 


Why are thy cheſts all lock'd? on what deſign? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treaſure mine ? 
Sir, I'm no fool; nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to yourſelt alone. 

One you ſhall quit, in ſpite of both your eyes 

I heed not, I, the bolts, and locks, and ſpies, 

If you had wit, you id ſay, Go where you will, 
'« Dear ſpouſe, I credit not the tales they tell: 

© Take all the freedoms of a married life; 

I know thee for a virtuous, ſa.thful wife.“ 


Lord! when you have enough, what need you 
care 
How merrily ſoeyer others fare? I 
Though all the day I give and take delight. 
Doubt, not, ſufficient will be = a night, 
Tis but a juſt and rational dei ve, 1 
To light a taper at a neighbour's fire. 


There 's danger too, you think, in rich array, 
And none can long be modeſt that are gay. 141 
The Cat, if you but finge her tabby ſkin, 

The ehimmey keeps, and fits content within; 
But once grown ſleek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the fun ; 145 
She licks her fair round face, ard friſks abroad, 
To ſhew her fur, and to be catterwaw'd. 


Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my deſires 
Theſe three right ancient venerable ſixes, 
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I told them, thus you ſay, and thus you do, 1 50 

And told them fal e, but Jenkia ſwore *twas true. 

I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 

And frit complain'd, whene*er the guilt was 
mine, 

I tax'd them oft with wenching and amours, 

When their weak legs ſcarce dragg*d them out of 
doors; 1 

And ſwore the rambles that I took by night, 

Were all to ſpy what damſels they bedight. 

That colour brought me many hours of mirth; 

For all this wit is given us from our birth. 

Heaven gave to women the peculiar grace, 

o ſpin, to weep, and cully human race. 


160 


y this nice conduct, and this prudent eourſe, 


By murmuring, wheedling, ſtratagem, and force, 

füll prevaild, and would be in the right, 

Cr curtain- lectures made a reſtle/s night. 

If once my huſband's arm was &*cr my ſide, 

What! ſo familiar with your ſpoule? I cry*d : 

I levied firſt a tax upon his need: 

Then let him twas a nicety indeed! 

et all mankind this certain maxim hold, 

Marry who will, our ſex is to be ſold, 

With empty hands no taſſels you can lure, 

But tulſome love for gain we can endure 

For gold we love the impotent and old, 

And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for 
gold, oY 175 

Yet with embraces, curſes oft I mix?d, | 

Then kiſs'd again, and chid, and raild betwixt. 

Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 

For not one word in man's arrears am 1, 

To drop a dear di:pute I w:s unable, 

Ev'n though the Pope himſel: had fat at table. 

But when my point was gain'd, then thus I ſpoke: 

« Billy, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you look! 

« Approach, my ſpouſe, and let me kiſs thy 
& cheek; 

«© Thou ſhouldſt be always thus, refign'd and 
« meek! 185 

6 Of Job's great patience ſince ſo oft you preach, 

« Well ſhould you practiſe, who ſo well can 
6 teach. | 

cc *Tis difficult to do, I mutt allow, 

« ButI, my deareſt, will iaitrut you how, 

« Great is the bleſſing of a prudeat wite, 

«© Who puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife. 

C One of us two muſt rule, and one obey ; 

« And nee in man right reaſon bears the ſway, 

« Let that trail thing, weak woman, have her 
«© Way. 

cc The wives of all my family have ruPd 195 

« Their tender huſbands, and their paſſions 
« cooPd. 

« Fy, *tis unmanly thus to ſigh and groan ; 

« What! would you have me to yourſelf alone? 

„% Why take me, Love! take all and every part! 

„ Here 's your revenge! you love it at your 
« heart, 200 

Would I vouchſafe to ſell what nature gave, 

c Vou little think what cuſtom I could have, 

« But fee! I'm all your own—nay hold for 
c ſrame; 

« What means my dear—indeed—yeu are to 
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A very woman, and a very wite. FSR 
What ſums from theſe old jpouſes I could raiſe, 


$50. 


Thus with my firft three Lords d paſt wy lite 3 
9 286 


Irocur'd your:g huſtands in my riper days. 
Though paſt my bloom, not yet decay*d was I, 
Wantou aud wid, and chatter'd lize a pye. 210 
Iu country dauces itil i bore the bell, 

And ſung as tweet as evening Philomel. 

To clear my quailpipe, a d rcire? my foul, 

Full oit } drain'd th. ſpicy nut- browi bow]; 
Rich luſciqus wines, that youthtu blood improve, 
Aud warin the twelli: g veins to icats of love: 
For *tis as ſure, as cold engenders hail, 

A liquorifa mouth muſt have a l:cherous tail: 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 

As all true gametters by experience know. 220 

But oh, good Gods! whene'er a thought I caſt 
On all the joy of youth aud beauty paſt, 

To tizd in pleaſures J have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world a oace my dear delight; 225 
Now all my conqueſts, all my charms, good night! 
The tiour conſum'd the beſt that now I can, 

Is &en to ma'e my market of the bran, 

My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding true; 
He kept, *twas thought, a private Miſs or two 
But all the ſcore I paid—as how? you 'I ſay, 
Not with my body, in a filthy way : | 
But I fo dreſs'd, and danc'd, and drank, and 

dia dz 


And view' a friend with eyes ſo very bind, 
As ſtung his heart, and made his marrow fry 


Vith burning rage, and frantic jealouſy, 236 
Eis foul I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

Vor here on earth I was his Purgatory, 

Oſt, when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, 

He put on careleſs air, aud fate and ſung. 240 


How ſore I galPd him, only heaven could know, 


And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 

He dy d, whe: lait from pilgrimage I came, 

With other go-ps, ſrom jeruſalem; 

And now ics buricd underneath a Rood, - 

Farr to be ſeei!, aud rear%d of honeſt wood + 

A toinb indeed, with tewer ſculptures grac'd 

Than that Ma: olus' pious widow plac'd, 

Or where i ri! *d the great Darius lay; 

Put co 6 graves Is merely thrown away. 250 

The pit {PG up, with turf we cover'd ofer 1 

do bien the good man's foul! I tay no. more. 
Now jor my | tth lcv'd Lord, the laſt and beſt 3 

(ind heaven at.ord him everlaſiing reſt!) 

Full hcarty was his love, and I can ſhew 

Ihe tobeus on my ribs in black and blue; 

Yet, with a krack, my heart he could have won, 

Vhile yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the bone, 

FE ow aueint an appetite in women reigns ! 

Free giits we ſcorn, and love what cotts us pains : 


245 
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Let nen avoid us, and on them we leap; 261 
A glutied market maltes proviſon cheap. 
I: pure good-will J togk this jovial ſpark, 
Cf Cxiord he, a moſt egregious clerk. 
He boarded with a widew in the town 265 


A trufty goſſip, one dame Aliſon, 
Full well the ſecrets of my ſoul ſe knew, 
Bettzr than &er our parii-prick could do, 
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To her I told whatever eould befall : | 
Had but my buſvand pifs'd againſt a wall, 4 
Cr done a thing that might have coſt his life, 
She—and my niece—and one more worthy Wife, 
Had kr owa it all: what moſt he would conceal, 
To theſe I made no ſcruple to reveal. * 
Git has he blu *d from ear to ear for ſhame, 275 
That er he told a fecret to his dame. 

It ſo belel, in -oly time of Lent, 
That oft a day I to this goſſip went 
(My huſtand, thank my ſtars, was out of town); 
From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, 280 
This clerk, myſelf, ad my good neighbour Alfe, 
To ſee, be ſcen, to tell, and gather tales. | 
Vi:.ts to every Church we daily paid, 
And marcld in every holy Maſ:,uerade, 
The Stations duly and the Vigils kept; 285 
Not much we faſted, but ſcarce ever ſlept. 
At Sermons too I ſfone in ſcarlet gay; 
The waiting moths ne'er ſpoiPd my beſt array; 
The cauſe was this, I wore it every day, 

*Twas when freſh May her early bloſſom yields 
This Clerk and I were walking n the fields, 291 
We grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, | 
T pawn'd my honour, and engag'd my vow, | 
It e'er ] laid my huſband in his urn, | 
That he, and only he, ſhould ſerve. my turn, 295 
We ſtraight ſtruck hands, the bargain was agreed; 
J ſtill have ſhifts againſt a time ot need: 
The mouſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 


| Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul, 


' .l yow'd, I ſcarce could ſleep ſince firſt J knew 


him | 300 
And durſt be worn he had bewitch'd me to 
him; | | 


Aud dreams foretel, as learned men have ſhown. 
All this I ſaid ; but dreams, 1:rs, I had none: 
I follow*d but my craity Crony?s lore, 305 
Who bid me tell this lie and twenty more. 


Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt; 
It plea&?d the Lord to take ny ſpouſe at laſt. 


If eber I ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, 0 | 


| I tore my gown, I ſoibd my locks with duſt, 


Aud beat my breaſts, as wretched widows —muf. 
Before my tace my handkerchief I ipread, 311 
To hide the food of tears I did—not ſhed. ; 


The good man's coffin to the Church was borne ; * 
Around, the neighbours, and my Clerk too 


mourn, N , 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd 2 
_ 315 
Of legs and feet, To clean, fo ſtrong, ſo fair! 
Of twenty winters age he ſeem'd to. be; 
I (to ſay truth) was twenty more than he; 
But vigorous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; 
And had a wonderous gift to quench a flame. 
A Conjurar once, that deeply could divine, 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my gn. 
As the ſtars order?d, ſuch my life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was fin; 
Fair Venus gave me fire ard ſprightly grace, 3% 
And Mars aſſurance and a dauntleſs face, c 
By virtue of this powerful conſtellation, 


I follow'd always my own inclination, |, 
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ARGUMENT. 
OE King of Thebes, having by mi*ake Pain 


his father L ſus, and marrie! Mis mother Focaſta, 
fut out his ezyn eyers an reſigne the realm to his 
ſen, Freecles and Polynices, Feing neg/edted by 
then, be makes his prayer to the fury Tip one 
te ſoxy deb te betwixt the brothers, "They agree 
at la to reigr fingly, e ch a year by ture, and 
' the fir let is obtained by Eteocles, Fu iter, in 
a council of the Gads, dcclares his reſolution of 
furniſhing the Thebans, and Argives ulſo, by means 
of a marri ge beteyixt Polynices and one of the 
daughters of Adrgi.us King of Argos, Funo op- 
Poſer, but to ne effect; and Mercury is ſent on a 
meſſ ge to the Shades, to the ghoſt of Lains, e 
is to appear to Eteacles, and prevoke him to break 
the agreement. Polynices in the mean time departs 
from Thebes by night, is overtaken by a florm, d 
arrives at Argos, where he meets with Dee, 
<2» ho hal fled from Calydon, having killed his byo- 
ther, AAiftrus entertains them, having received 
an oracle from Apollo, that A's dewghters ſhould 
be m::rried to a Boar and a Lion, <p" ich he under 
and to be ment of theſe rangers, by <ohom 
the Rides of theſe heaſls were worn, and who 
arrived at the time when he kevt an annual feaſt 
in 'onour of that Gd. Te reſe of this ſolemnity 
he relates to his gue'ts, the lowes of Phabus and 
mathe, and the tory ef Choraebus. He enquires, 
an made acquainted with their de cent and 
9 lity. The ſacrifice is renewed, and the book 
conc uder with a Hymn to Apollo. 


The T. anſſutor hot es he need not apologiſe for his 
choice of "his Piece, which was mare almoſt in hits 
Ghiltheod , but, finding the Ver hon better then he 
extefed, he gave it ſome Correction a few year. 
afterwards, 


RATERNAL rage, the guilty Thebes alarms, 
The alternate reign deſtroy'd by impious 
arms, : | 

Demand our ſong; a ſacred fury fires 

My raviſh'd breaſt, and all the Muſe inſpires. 

O Goddeſs, ſay, ſhall I deduce my rhymes 5 
From the dire nation in its early times, 
E.:ropys rape, Agenor's ſtern decree, 

And Cadmus ſearching round the ſpacious ſea ? 
How with the ſcrpent's teeth he ſow'd the ſoil, 
And reap'd an iron harveſt of his toll ? 10 
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or how from joining ſtones the city ſprurg, 


While to his harp divine Amphion fung ? 


| Cr {all 1 juno% hate to Thebes reſound, 


Whoſe fatal rage th? unhappy Monarch found? 
The tire againſt the ſon his arrows drew, 15 
Cer the wide ßelds the furious mother flew, 
Ard while her arms a ſecond hope contain, 


Sprung from the rocks, and plung*d into the 


- Wo: 

But wave whate*er to Cadmus may belong, 
And fix, O Mule! the barrier of thy ſong 20 
At Cedipus--from his di/afters trace 
The long co: fuſ ons of his guilty race: 

Nor yet attempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 

And mighty Cæſar's conquering eagles fing ; 

How twice he tam'd proud Iſter's rapid flood, 25 

E Ie mountains ſtream'd with barbarous 
blood; 

Twice Rs Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 

And ſtreteh'd his empire to the frozen Pole: 

Or long before, with early valour ſtrove 

In youthtul arms t? aTert the cauſe of Jove. 30 

And Thou, great Heir of all thy father's fame, 

Iacreafe of glory to the Latian name! 


O bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, | 


Nor let deſiri g worlds entreat in vain, 
What though the ſtars contract their heavenly 
ſpace, 35 
Ard croud their ſhining ranks to yield thee place; 
Though all the f:ies, ambitious of thy ſway, - 
Conſpire to court thee from our werld away; 
Though Phe bus longs to mix his rays with thine, 
And in thy glories more ferenely ſhine, 40 
Though jove himſelſ no leſs content would be 
To part his throne, aud {hare his heaven with thee; 
Yet ftay, great Czſar! and vouchſafe to reign 
O'er the wids earth, and o'er the watery main; 
Re ſſign to ſove his empire of the f- ies, 43 
And people heaven with Roman deities. | 
The time will come, when a diviner flame 


Shall warm my breaſt to hong of Cæſar's fame: 


Meanwhile permit, that my preluding Muſe . 
in Theban wars an humbler theme may chuſe: 
Of furious-hate ſurviving death, ſhe ſings, 5t 
A fatal throne to two contending Kings, 
And funeral James, that parting wide in air 
Expreſs the diſcord of the fouls they bear: 

Of towns diſpeopled, and the wandering gbolls 
Of Kings unbury?d in the wated coaſts; . 56 
When Dirce's fountain bluſt'd with Grecian 


blood, 1 


And Thetis“ near Iſmeno's ſwelling flodd, 

With dread beheld the rolling ſurges ſwecp, 

In heaps, his Naughtered ſons into the deep. 60 
What Hero, Clio! wilt thou firſt relate? 

The rage of Fydeus, or the Phrophet's fate? 

Or how, with hills of ſlain on every ſide, 

Hippomedon repell'd the boſtile tide ? 


Or how the youth, with every grace adorn'd, 65 


Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn'd? 
Then to ßerce Capanevs thy verſe extend, 


And ſing with horror his proiligious end. 


Now wretehed Oedipus, deprived of ght, 
Led a long death tn everlaſting night; _ 7 
But, while he dwells where rot a chearful ray 
Can pierce the darkneſs, and abhcrs the day, 
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The clear reflefting mind preſents his fin 

In frightful views, and makes it day within; 
Returning thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 75 
And thouſand ruries haunt his guilty ſoul 3 

The wreteh thea litted to tw unpitying {kies 

Thoſe empty orbs from whence he tor: his eyes, 
Whoſe wounds, yet freſh, with bloody haads he 


{trook, f 
While from his breaſt theſe dreadful accents 
broxe : f . So 


Y- Gods ! that oer the gloomy regions reiguy 
Where guilty ſpirits f-el eternal pain; 
Thou, fable Styx! whoſe livid treams are roll'd 


Through dreary coaſts, which I, though blind, 


behold :; | 
Tiſphone, that oft has heard my prayer, $5 
At, if Oedipus deſerve thy care! | 
If you rec-iv*d me from Jocaſta's womb, 
And nurs'd the hope of miſchiefs yet to come: 
If kaviizg Poly bus, I took my way 
To Cyrrha?; temple, on that fatal day, 90 
When by the ſon the trembling father dy'd, 
Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide: 
f I the Sphynx%s riddles durſt explain, 
Taught by thyſelf to wia the promis'd reign : 
If wretched J, by bale-ul Furies led, 95 
With monſtrous mixture ſtain'd my mother's 
bed, * 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood, | 


And with full luſt thoſe horrid joys renew?d; 


Then ſelf-condemn'd te 1} ades of endleſs night, 
Tored from theſe orbs the bleedi g balls of fight: 
O hear, and aid the veng-ance I require, 101 
If worthy thee, and what thou mightſt inſpire ! 
My fons their old unhappy ſire deſpiſe, 
SpoiPd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes; 
Guideleſs T wander, unregarded mourn, Io5 
While theſe exalt their ſceptres ober my urn; 
Theſe ſons, ye Gods! who, with agitious pride, 
Inſult my dar':neſs, and my groans deride, 
Art thou a Father, u regarding love ? 
And ſleeps thy thunder in the realms ahove? 110 
Thou Fury, then, ſome lating curſe entail, 
Which ver their children's children ſhall prevail: 
Place on their heads that crown diſtain d with 
gore, 
Which theſe dire hands from my ſlain father tore; 
Go, and a parent's heavy curſes bear; 115 
Breax all the bonds of nature, and prepare 5 
Their kindred ſouls to mutual hate and war. 
Give them to dare, what I might with to ſee 
Blind as I am, ſome glorious villainy ! 
Soon ſhalt thou Fnd, if thou but arm their hands, 
Their ready guilt preventing thy commands: 
Es thou ſome great, proportion'd miſchief 
frame, | | | 
They d prove the father from whoſe loins they 
came. | 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytus? brink 
Her ſnakes unty'd fulphureous waters drink; 125 
But at the ſummons roPd her eves around, | 
And ſnatch'd the ftarting ſerpents from the 
ground 6 | | 
Not half ſo ſwiftly ſhoots along in air” 


| The gliding lightning, or deſcending ſtar. 
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Through croude of airy ſhades ſhe wing'd her flight, 
And dark dominions of the filent wer "PM | 
Swift as ſhe paſs'd, the flitting ghoſts withdrew, 
And the pale ſpectres tremble at her view: | 
To th' iron gates of Tænarus ſhe flies, 
There ſpreads her duſky pinions to the ſkies, 136 
The day beheld, and, ßckening at the Gght, 
Veil'd her fair glories in the ſhades of night. 
Aftrighted Atlas, on the diſtant ſhore, 
Trembled,audſrookthe heavens and gods he bore. 
Now from beneath Malea's airy height 140 
Alott ſhe ſprung, and ſteer'd to Thebes her flights 
With eager ſpecd the well-known journey took, 
Nor here regrets the hell ſhe late torſook. b 
A hundred ſnakes her gloomy, viſage ſhade, _ 
A hur.dred ſerpents guard her horrid head, 145 
In her ſunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow z 
Such rays from Phœbe's bloody circles flow, 
When, labouring with ſirong charms, ſhe ſhoots 
from high 
A f.*ry gleam, and reddens all the ſky. 
Blood tiain?d her cheeks, and from her mouth 
there came 150 
Blue ſteaming poiſons,. and a length of flame. 
From every blaſt of her contagious breath, 
Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and 


death. i 
A robe obſcene was oer her ſhoulders thrown, 
A dreſs by Fates and Furies worn alone. 'Y 


She toſs'd her meagre arms; her better hand : 
In waving circles whirPd a ſuneral brand: ö 
A ſerpent from her left was ſeen to rer 
His flaming creſt, and laſh the yielding air, 

But when the Fury took her ſtand on high, 160 
Where vaſt Cithæron's top ſalutes the cy, 
A hiis from all the ſnaky tire went round; | 
The dreadful ſ gu al all the reeks rebound, , 
And through tl? Achaian cities ſend the ſound, 
Cete, with high Parnaſſus, heard the voice; 165 
Eurntas? banks remurmur'd to the noiſe; | 
Again Leucothoe ſhook at theſe alarms, 

Aud preſs'd Palzmor cloſer in her arms. 


Hcadlong rom thence the glowing Fury ſprings, | 


And o%er the Theban palace ſpreads her wings, 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and ſhrouds 
Its bright pavilions in a veil of clouds. | 
Straight with the rage of all their race poſſeſs*d, 
Stung to the ſoul, the brothers ſtart from reſt, * 
And all their Furies wake within their breaſt, 
heir tortur'd minds repiniag Envy tears, 176 
And Hate, engender'd by ſuſpicious fears; 

And ſacred Thirſt of ſway; and all the ties 

Ot Nature broke; and royal Perjuries; | 

And impotent Deſ re to reigg alone, 180 
That ſcorns the dull rever in of a throne; 

Fach would the ſweets of ſovereign rule devour, 
While Diſcord waits upon divided power, += 

As ſtubborn ſteers by brawny plowmen broke, 

And joir*d reluQant to the galling yoke, 185 
Alike diſdain with ſervile necks to bear 

Tl unwonted weight, or drag the crooked ſhare, 
But rend the reins, and bound a different way, 

| And all the furrows in confuf.on lay 

duch was the diſcord of the royal pair, Fco 


Whom fury drove preeipitate to War. * 
* ; Yy "A 
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From the ir birth of our unhappy ſtate; | 
W hen bani dt admus, wandering o'er the main, 
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In vain the chiefs contriv'd a ſpecious way, 


To govern Thebes by their alternate ſway : a 


Unjuſt decree ! while this enjoys. the ſtate, 

That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 195 
Aud the ſhort moiarch of a hatiy year g 
Foreſees with a guiſn his returning beir. 

Thus did the league their 1mpious arms reſtrain, 
But ſcarce ſub1 fied to the ſecond reign. 

Yet then, no proud aſpiring piles were rais'd, 
No fretted roofs with poli 2d metals blaz'd 
No labour'd columns in long order plac'd, 

No Gr. cian ſtone the pompous arches grac'd j 
No nightly bands in glitteri-g armour wait 


| Before the ſlcepleſs Tyrant's guarded gate; 205 


No ebargers then were wrought ia burr.iſtd gold, 
Nor { Iver vaſ-s took the foruii:g moldy 
Nor gems on bowls emboſs'q were ſeen to ſhine, 


Blaze on the brims, aud ſparkle in the wine 
Say, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage? 


Say, to what end your impious arms engage? 
Not ail bright Phxbus views in early. morn, 


Or when his evening teams the weft adorn, 


When the ſouth glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a faiuter day; 215 
or crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, 
Vere all thoſe realms the guilty victor's prize! 

Bot fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown: 

What joys, oh yrant! ſwelPd thy foul that day, 
When all were ſlaves thou could? around furvey, 
Pleas'd to behold unbounded power thy own, 
And fingly ll a fear*d a d envy'd throne ! 

But the vile Vulgar, ever difcontert, | 
Their growing fears in ſecret murmurs vent; 225 
Still prone to change, though ftill the ſlaves of 

Hate, | | 
Ard ſure the monarch whom they have, to hate; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 
And ſoftly curſe tne Tyrants whom they fear. 
And one of thoſe who groan beneath the ſway 230 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom e vy to the great and vulgar tpight - 
With ſcandal arm'd, th ig. 1oble mio d' delight) 
Exclaim*d CG Thebes ! for thee what fates remain! 
What woes attend this inauſpicious reig: ! 235 
Muſt we, alas! our douhtful necks prepare, 
Fach haughty maſter's yok: by turns to hear, } 
Aud ſtill to change whom chang'd we ſtill muſt (© 

fear ? | : 
Theſe now control a wretched people's fate, x 
Theſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ſtate ; 240 
Ev'n Fortune rules vo more: O ſervile la d, 


Where exiPd tyrants ſtill by turns command! 


Thou ſire of god and men, imperial Jove 
Is this th eternal doom decreed above? 


On thy own offspring haſt thou fix'd this fate, 24 5 


For loſt Europa ſearch'd the world in vain, 
And, fated in Bœotian felds to found 


A rifing empire on a foreign ground, 250 


Firit rais'd our walls on that ill-omen'd plain, 


What lofty looks th' unrivaF'd monarch bears! 
How all tie tyyant in his face appears ! 
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What ſullen fury clouds his ſrornful brow? 2 55 


Gods! how his eyes withthreatening ardour glow! 
Can this imperivus lord iorget to reign, 
Quit all his itate, deſcend, and ſerve again ? 

Yet who, before, mom popularly bow'd, 

Who more propitious to the ſuppliant croud? 260 
Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? | 
What wonder then? he was not then alone. 

O wretched we, a vile ſubmiſſve train, 
Fortunc's tame lools, and flaves in every reign! 


As when two winds with rival force contend, 
This way and that, the wave ring fails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Evrus blow, 
Now here, now there, the reelir g veſſel throw, 
Thus, gn each ſde, alas! our tottering ſtate 
Feel: all the fury of reſiſtleſs fate; 270 
And doubtful ſtill, and ſtill diſtraded fands, 
While that Prince threatens, and while this com. 

mands, AH 

And now th? Almighty Father of the Gods 
Convenes a council in the bleſt abodes ; 

Far in the bright receſſes of the ſkies, 275 

High o'er the rolling heavens, a man ſion lies, 

Whence, far below the Gods at once ſurvey 

The realms of riſing and declining day, 

And all th' extended ſpace of earth, and air, 
and ſea. N . 

Full in the midſt, and on a ſtarry throne, 280 

The Majeſty of heaven ſuperioer ſtone; 

Serene he loo d, and gave an awful nod, 


| A: d all the trembling ſpheres confeſs'd the God, 


At jove's aPert, the deities around | 
In ſolemn ſtate the conſiſtory erown'd, 2335 
Next a long order of inferior powers 
Aſcend from hills, and plains, aud ſhady bowers; 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rolling r:vers flow; 
And thoſe that give the wandering winds to blow: 
Here all their rage, and even their murmurs 
ceaſe, 290 
And ſacred ſlence reigns, and univerſal peace. 
A? iving ſy:.0d of majeſtic Gods 
Gilds with new luftre the divine abodes; 
Heaven ſeems improv'd with a ſuperior ray, 
And the br ght arch reflects a double day. 295 
The Monarch then his ſolemn {lence broke, 
The ſtill creation l:itei,*d while he ſpoke 3 
Fach ſacred accent bears eternal weight, 
And each irrevocable word is Fate. 


How long ſhall man the wrath of Heaven 
de ty, . 5 zoa 

And force unwilling vengeance from the ſæy! 
Oh race confederate it to crimes, that prove 
Triumphant Oer th? cluded rage of Jove! 
This weary arm can ſcarce the bolt ſuſtain, - 
Ard un regarded thunder rolls in vain: _ 3% 
Th? v%erlabour?d Cyclop from his taſk retires 
Th? Fol an forge exhauſted of its tres, 
For this J ſufer?d Pha bus? ſteeds to firay, 
And the wad Ruler to miſguide the day, 
When the wide earth to heaps of aſhes turr'd, 
And heaven itſelf the wandering chariot burv'd. 
For this, my brother of the watery reign 
Releas'd the impetuous fiuices of the main. 


| But fames confum'd, and billoy7s rag'd in vain. 
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55 Two races now, ally'd to Jove, offend: -— 315 But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn times, 
1 To puaiſh theſe, ſee Jove himſelf deſcend, Avenging on the ſons the fathers crimes, 
. The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, | Aud from the long r:cords of d'ſtant age . 
From godlike Perſeus thoſe of Argive race. Derive iacitements to renew thy rage; 380 
Unhappy Cadmus? fate who does not know, Say, from what period then has jove deſign'd 
60 Aud tne long ſeries of ſucceeding woe ? 320 | To date his vengeance; to what bounds confin®d$ . . 
| How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, Begin from theace, where : rſt Alpheus hides 
Aroſe, and mix'd with men in mortal fght: His wandering ſtream, a:.d through the briny 
Ti? exulting mother, ſtain'd with filial blood; tides 
! The lavage hunter, and the hauated wood? Unmix'd to his Sicilian river g'ides, 33s 
The direfu! banquet why ſhould I proclaim, '325 | Thy own Arcadians there the thur der claim, 
] And crimes that [grieve the trembling Gods to | Whoſe impious rites di grace thy mighty name 
x name? Who raiſe thy temples where the chariot ſtood 
Ere I recount the fins of theſe prophane, Cf fierce Cenomaus, def l'd with blood; W 
The ſua would ſink into the weſtern main Where once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet found, 
5 And rifing gild the. radiant eaſt again. And human bones yet whiten ali the ground, 
. Have we uot ſeen (the blood of Laius ſhed) 330 | Say, can thoſe honours pleaſe ? and cauit thou 
N The murdering ſon aſcend his parent's bed, love | 
: Through violates} nature force his way, Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb of Jove 
And ſain the ſacred womb where once he lay? | And i} all not Tantalus's ki: gdom ſhare 9 1 
Yet now in darknefs and deſpair he groans, Thy wife and iter's tutelary ere? 49 
And for the crimes of guilty fate atones; 335 | Reverſe, O Jove, thy too ſevere? decree, 
's His ſons with ſcorn their eyeleſs father view. Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee 3 
Inſult his wounds and make them bleed anew. On impious realms and barbarous Kings impoſe 8 
Thy curſe, oh Oedipus, juſt heaven alarms, Thy plagues, and curſe them with ſuch ſons as 
Aud ſets th? avengiag Thunderer in ars. thoſe. | | 
I irom the root thy guilty race will tear, 340 | Thus, in reproach and prayer, the Queen ex- 
0 And give the nations to the waſte of war. preſs'd 400 , 
Adra.tus ſoon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join | The rage and grief contending in her breaſt; > 
In dire alliance with the Theban line: Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler of. the ſky, 
| Hence ſtrife ſhall riſe, and mortal war ſucceed; And trom his throne returv'd this ſtern reply : 1 
N The guilty realms of Tantalus ſhall bleed: 345 Twas thus I deem'd thy haughty foul would f 
| Fix'd is their doom; this all-remembering breait bear | | | 
5 Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrants feaſt, The dire, though juſt, revenge which I prepare J . 
4 He ſaid; and thus the Queen of heaven re- Againſt a nation thy peculiar care : *406_ 
g turn'd | No lefs Dione might for Thebes contend, | 
1 (With ſudden grief her labouring boſom burn'd): | Nor Bacchus leſs his native town defend: 
= Muſt I, whoſe cares Phoroneus? towers defend, Yet theſe in 1{lerce ſee, the fates fulfil 
5 Mutt I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend? 351 Their work, and reverence our ſuperior will. 410 
Thou know?lt thoſe regions my protection claim, | For, by the black internal Styx I ſwear, 8 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame: (That dreadful oath which binds the Thunderer) 
Though there the fair Egyptian heiſer fed, Tis ix'd; th? irrevocable doom of jovez _ ; 
Aid there deluded Argus ſlept, and bled; 355 No force can bend ine, no-perſualion move. 
p Though there the brazen tower was ſtormlof | Haſte then, ( yllenius, through the li uid air; 1 | 
old, - I Go mount the winds, and to the ſt ades repair 
When Jove deſcended in almighty gold, Bid helPs blac“ monarch my commands obey, . . 
YetI can pardon thoſe obſcurer rapes, d And give up Laius to the realms o. day,. 257 
Thoſe baſhful crimes diſguis'd in borrow'd ſhapes; | Whoſe ghott, yet ſhive ring on Coeytusꝰ ſand, 
But Thebes, where, ſhining in celeſtial charms, | Expeds its paſſage to the tarther firand: _ 420 
n Thou ee av? ſt triumphant to a mortal's arms, 361 Let the pale fire reviſit Thgbes, and bear 6; ö 
2 When all my glories o'er her limbs were ſpread, Theſe pleaſirg orders to the tyra t's ear; (SK : 
And blazing lightnings dancꝰd around her bed; That, from his exiPd brother, ſwell'd with pride 
Curs'd Thebes the vengeance it deſerves may | Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, | | 
prove | | Almighty ove commands him to detain 425 
Ah, why ſhould Argos ſeel the rage of Jove? 365 | The promis'd empire, and alternate reign : . 
3 Vet, ſince thou wilt thy fiſter Queen controul, Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate: 
Since ſtill the Juſt of diſcord fires thy ſoul, | The reſt, ſucceeding times , all ripen iuto Fate. 
Co, raſe my Samos, let Mycene fall, Ihe god obeys, and to his feet applies. | 
And level with the duſt the Spartan wall; Thoſe golden, wings that cut the yielding ſkies, 
0 more let mortals* Junoꝰs power invoke, 370 His ample hat his beamy locks verſpread, 2+. 43L 
er fanes no more with eaſtern incenſe ſmoke, And veil'd the ſtarry glories of his head. 
Nor victims fink beneath the ſacred ftroke; He ſeiz'd the wand that cauſes fleep to fly, 
ut to your Ihs all my rights transfer, Or in ſoft ſluinbers ſeals the wakeful eye | 
Let altars blaze and temples ſmoke for her; _ | That drives the dead to dark Tartarian coaſts, 438 
For her, through Egypt's fruitful clime renown?d, | Or back to life —_— ( . wandering ghoſts. 
* | 


t weeping Nilus hear the timbrel ſound, $75 | 


\ 
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Thus, through the parting clouds, the ſon of 


May 
Wings on the whiſtling winds his rapid way; 
Now {noothly ſteers through air his equal ight, 
Now ſprings aloft, and towers th' etherial height; 
Then The ung down the ſteep of heaven he flies, 
And draws a radiant circle or the ſkies. 
Meantime the baniſh d * ices roves 


(His Thebes abandon'd) through th' Aonian 
' groves 
. While future realms his wandering thoughts de- 


Ut, | 
His aby vißon, and his dream by night; 
Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, 
From whence he ſees his abſent brother fly, 
With tranſport views the airy rule his own, 
And ſwells on an imagivary throne, 450 
Fain would he caſt a, tedious age away, | 
And live out all in one triumbant day. 
He chides the lazy progreſs of the ſun, 
And bids the year with ſwifter motion run, 
With anxious hopes his craving mind is toſt, 455 
And all his joys in length of wiſhes loſt. _ 

The hero then reſolves his courſe to bend 
Where ancient Danausꝰ ſruittul fields extend, 
And fam'd Myceue”s lofty towers aſcend, 
(Where late the fun did Atreus“ crimes deteſt, 
And diſappear'd in horror of the fea't,) 

And now, by chance, by fate, or furies led, 
From Bacchus? conſecrated caves he fled, 
Where the ſhrill cries of ſrantie matrons ſound, 
And Pentheug? blood enrieb'd the rifing ground, 
Then ſees Cithzros towering Oer the plain, 
And thence declining gently to the main. 
Next to the hounds of Niſus“ realm repaits, | 
Where treacherous Scylla cut the purple hairs : 
The hanging cliffs of Scyron*'s rock explores, 470 
And hears the murmurs of the different ſhores : 
Paſſes the ſtraight that parts the foaming ſeas, * 
And ftately Corinth's pleaſing fite ſurveys, 
wks 2 now the time when Phœhus yields to 
night, . | 
And ng Cynthia ſheds ber ſilver light, 475 
Wide o'er the world in ſolemn pomp ſhe drew 
Her airy chariot hung with pearly dew ; 
All birds and beaſts lie huſh'd : Sleep fteals away 
The wild. defires of men, and toils of day, 
And brings, deſcending through the filent air, 
A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human care. 481 
Yet no red clouds, witlwgolden borders gay, 
Promiſe the. ſkies the bright return of day ; 
No faint reflections of the diſtant light 
Streak chap long gleams the ſcattering ſhades of 
night; s | | 
From the damp earth impervious vapours riſe,” 
Encreaſe the darkneſs, and involve the ſk ies. 
At once the ruſhing winds with roaring ſbund 
Burſt from th? Folian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 490 

And win by turns the * cueoge or ine ys 2 
But with a thicker night Black Auſter ſhrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling 

clouds, : | | 
From whoſe dark womb a ae N pours 
Which the cold North congeals to haily ſhowers, 


From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 

Aud broken ligbtnings faſh from every cloud, 

Now ſmoaks with 1rowers the miſty mountain 
ground, Fx CES AL. 

And floated fields lie undifiinguiſh'd round. 

Tly fnachian ſtreams with headlong fury run, 

And Eriſ nus rolls a deluge on: 355 

The foaming Lerna ſwells above ite bounds, 


And ſpreads its ancient poifons oer the grounds: | 


Where late was duit, now rapid torrents phy, 
Ruſh through the mounds, and bear the dams 


away ; 


Old limbs of trees from erac! ling foreſts torn, 


Are whirPd in air, and on the winds are borne: 
The ſtor im the dark i yexan groves diiplay?d, 
And frit to light expos*d the ſacred ſhade, 


T' iatrepid FTheban hears the burſting ſky, 310 


Sees yawning rocks in mafly fragments fly, 
And views aſtoniſpꝰd from the hills afar, 
The floods deſcendi:.g, aud the watery war, 
That, driven by ſtorms, and pouring Oer the 
plain | ©" 44 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houſes to the main. 
Through the brown horrors of the nicht he fed, 
Nor knows, amaz*d,, what doubtful path to tread; 
His brothers image to his mind appears, 
Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet 
with fears. | | 
So fares a ſailor on the ſtormy main, 520 
When clouds conceal Bootes' golden wain, 
When not a ſtar its ir endly luſtre keeps, 

Nor trembling Cynthia gfimmers on the deeps; 
He dreads the rocks, and ſhoals, and ſeas, and 
ſkies, _ 
While thunder roars, and lightning round him 

flies. „ 
Thus ſtrove the chief, on every fide diftreſs'd, 
Thus ſtill his courage with his toils enereas u; 


| With his broad f}.ieJd oppos'd, he forc'd his way 


Through thickeſt woods, and rous'd the beaſts of 


prey, 
Till he beheld, where from Lariſſa's height 52» 


The ſhelving walls reflte& a glancing light: 
Thither with haite the Theban Hero flies; 
On this fide Lerva*s poiſonqus water lies, c 
On that Proſy mna's grove and temple riſe : 
He paſs*d the gates which then unguarded lay, 
And to the regal palace bent his way ; 526 
On the cold marble, ſpent with toil he lies, 
And waits till pleaſing ſtumbers ſeal his eyes. 
Adraſtus here his happy people ſways, 


Bleſt with calm peace in his declining days. 549 


By both his parents of deſcent divine, 

Great Jove and Phœbus grac'd his noble line: 
Heaven had not crown'd his wiſhes with a ſon, 
But two fair daughters heir'd his ftate and throne, 
To him Apollo (wondrous to relate! 545 
But who can pierce into the depths of fate?) 
Had ſung—* Expect thy ſons on Argos“ ſhore, 


'« A yellow lion, and a briſtly boar.“ 


This long revolv'd in his paternal breaſt, 
Sate heavy on his heart, aud broke his reſt: 530 
This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 


"Thou {kid in fate, and dark futurity. 
a 


The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 
For thus did the predid ing God ordain. 


ms 
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Lo hapleſs Tydeus, whoſe ill-fated hand 555 | 
Had flain bis brother, leaves his native land, | 
And feiz'd with horror in the 4} ades of night, 
Through the thick deſarts headlong urg'd his 

flight: 
Now by the fury of the tempeſt driven, 
He ſeeks a ſhelter from th' inelement heaven, 50 o 
Till, led by Fate, the Thebai's fteps he treads, 
And to fair Argos? open court ſucceeds, 

When thus the chiefs from ditterent lands refort 
T' Adra usꝰ realms, and hoſpitable court; 

The king ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes, 
And views their arms ard habit with ſurprize. 

A lion's yellow ſkin the Theban wears, | 
Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs; 
Such oe employ'd Kleides“ youthful toile, 

Ere yet adori26 with Nemea's dreadful ſpoils, 

A boar's ſtift hide, of ©/alydonian breed, 371 
Cerides? manly ſhoulders overfpread : | 
Oblique his ws th erect his briitles food; 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood,  - 

Struck with the fght, and fix'd in deep amaze, 
The King th* aecompliin d Grack furveys, 376 
Reveres ApeBo?'s vocal caves, and owns - 
The guided Godhend, and? bis future ſons. 

Oer all his boſom ſeerct tranſports reign, 
And a glad horrer ſhoots through every vein. 380 
To heaven he lifts his hands, ereéts his ſght, 
And thus invokes the {lent/ Queen of glu: 


Goddefs of ſhades, beneath whoſe gloomy 


reign | 
You” ſpangled arch glows with the ſtarry train; 


' You who the eares of heaven and earth allay, 


Till nature quicken*d by th? inſpiring ray, 586 
Wakes to new vigour with the riſing dayz 
O thou who freeſt me from my doubtful ſtate, 
Long loſt and wilder'd in the maze of Fate! 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aid; 590 
Proceec, and firm thoſe omens thou haſt made. 
We'to thy name our annual rites will pay, f 
And on thy altars facrifices lay; 

The ſable Hock ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 

And fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke. 595 
Hail, faithful Tripos ! hail, ye dark abodes 


Of awful Phœbus: I confeſs the Gods ! 


Thue, ſeiz'd with facred fear, the monarch 
pray'dy 7! ns | 
Then to his inner court the gueſts convey'd : 
Where yet thin fumes from dying ſparks ariſe, ) 
And duſt yet white upon each altar lies, 6or - 
The relics of a former facrifice. | | 4 
The king once more the ſolemn rites requires, 
Aud bids renew the feaſts and wake the fires, 
His train obey, while all the courts around 605 
With noiſy care and various tumult ſound, 
Enmbroider*d purple clothes the golden beds; 
This ſlave the floor, and that the table ſpreads z 
A third diſpels the darhneſs of the night, 
and fills depending lamps with beams of light; 
Here loaves in caniſters are pil'd on high, 611 
And there in flames the faughter'd victims fly. 
Sublime in regal ſtate Adraſtus ſhone, 
Str teh d on rich carpets on his ivory throne 3 


A lofty couch receives each princely gueſt; 615 But Phoebus lov'd, and on the flowery fde 


Around at awful diſtance wait the reſt. 


Fix'd on the glorious ſcene in wild amaze; 


Great was the ca ſe: our old ſolemnities 


And now the king, his royal feaſt to grace. 
Aceſtis calle, the guardian of his race, I 
Who frrſt their youth in arts of virtue trainꝰd, 
And their ripe years in moceit grace maiztain'ꝰd; 
620 


Then ſoftly whiſper'd in ber faithſu] ear, 


Ard bade his daughters at the rites appear, 


When from the clofe apartments c: the night, 
The reyal Nymphs approach divirely bright; 
Such was Diar a*s, fuch Mi: erva's face; 625 
Nor ſhive their beauties with ſuperior grace, 
But that in theſe a milder cbarmendears, 
And leſs of terror in their looks appears, 
As on the heroes frtt they eaſt their eyes, 
O'er their fair cheeks the glowing bluſtes riſe, 
Their dowrcatt looks a decent frame cone ſs'd, 
Then on their ;ather*s reverend :eatures reft. 
The banquet done, the mouareh gives the fgn 


To fill the goblet higiy with par lig wine, 


Which Danaus us'd i, cred r tes of old, (25 
With ſculpture grac'd, and rongh with rung gold. 
Here to the clouds victorious Perſeus files, Y 
Mieduſa ſeems to move with la» guid eyes, 
And, ev'n in gold, turns paler #s i e dies. 


There from the chace Jove's towering eagle beare, 


On golden wings, the Phyygian to the ſtars: 
Still as he riſes in the? ethereal height, 


| Bis nativ mountains leſſen to his ſhit; 


While all his ſad companions upward gaze, 
645 
And the ſwift hounds, affrighted as he flies, £ 
Run to the ſt ade, and bark again{tthe ſkies. 
This golden bowl with generous juice was 
„ exownly © © | 
The firſt libation ſprin led on the ground: 
By turns on each cele/ial power they call; 


650 
With Phœbus name reſounds the vaulted ball. 


The courtly tram, the rangers, and the reſt, 


Crown'd with chaſte -hurel, and with garlands 
dreſs?d, 


| While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 


Salute the God in numerous hymns of praiſe, 65 5 
Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble gueſts, 
Theſe honour'd aFars,' and theſe anr.ual feats 
To bright Apollo's awful name deſign'd, 
Unknown, with wonder may pervlex your mind. 
CE 
From no blind zeal] or fond tradition riſe; 
But, ſav'd from death, our Argives yearly pay 
Theſe grateful honours te the God of Day. 
When by a thouſand arts the Python f ain 
With orbs unroll'd lay covering all the plain, (65 
(Transfix'd as ober Caſtalia's reams he hung, 
And ſuck'd new poitons with his triple tongue) 
To Argos? realms the victor god reſorts, | 
And enters old Crotopns? humble courts, 
This rural prince one o ly daughter bleſsed, 
That all the charms of bloomiug youth poſ- 
ſeſ od; 671 


Fair was her face and ſpotleſs was her mind, 


Where filial love with virgin ſweetneſs join'd. 
Happy! and happy Fill e might have proy'd, 


; 


| 


Were e les beautiful, or leſs belov'd! 675 


Of Nemea's ftream the yielding fair enjoyed: 


{ 
v.81) 


Fu 


358 . 


Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
THY illuftrions offspring of the God was born; 
The Nymph, her tather's anger to evade, 680 
Retires from Argos to the ſylvan ſhade ; 

To woods and wilds the pleaſing burden bears, 
And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd*s cares, 

How mean a fate, unhappy child, is thine ! 
Ah, bow unworthy thoſe of race divine! 685 
On flowery herbs in ſome green covert laid, 

His bed the ground, his canopy the ſhade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 
While the rude ſwain his rural muſcc tries, 
To call ſoft ſlumber on his infant eyes 690 
Yet even in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 

Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give 
For on the graſſy verdure as he lay, 

And breath'd the freſhneſs of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpleſs inſant tore, 695 
Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
"Th afoniſh'd mother, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 

With loud complaints ſhe t:lls the yield ing air, 


And beats her breaſt, and rends her flowing hair; 


Then wild with anguiſh to her fire ſhe flies, 701 
Demands the ſentence, and contented dies, 
But, touch'd with ſorrow for the dead too late, 
The raging God prepares t? avenge her fate. 
He ſends a monſter, horrible and ſell, 705 
Begot by furies in the depths of hell. | 
The peſt a virgin's face and boſom bears ; 
High on a crown a riſing ſnake appears, y 
Guards her black front and hiſſes in her hairs: 
About the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round, 
When Night with ſable wings o'erſpreads the 
ground, | 411 
Devours young babes before their parents eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miſeries. 
But generous rage the bold Chorcebus warms, 
Chorœbus, famꝰd for virtue, as for arms; 715 
Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial flame, 
Thought a ſhort life well loſt for endleſs fame. 
Theſe, where two ways in equal parts divide, 
The direful monſter from afar defcry'd; N 
Two bleeding babes depending at her ſde, 720 
Whoſe panting vitals, warm with Ife, ſhe draws, 
And in their hearts embrues ner cruel claws, 
The youths ſurround her. with extended ſpears ; 
But brave Chorcebus in the front appears, 
Deep in her brett he plung'd his ſhining ſword, 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell re ſtor'd. 
Th? Inachians view the ſlain with vaſt ſurprize, 
Her twiſting volumes, and her rolling eyes, 
Her ſpotted breaſt, and gaping womb embru'd 
With livid poĩſon, and our children's blood, 730 
The croud in ſtupid wonder fix'd appear, 
Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 
Some with vaſt beams the ſqualid corpie engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 
The birds obſcene that nightly fiock'd to taſte, 
With hollow ſcrecches {led the dire repaſt; 
And ravenous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 


And ſtarviog wolves ran howling to the wood. 


But, fr'd with rage, from Cleit Parnaſjus? 

brow ) 
Avenging Pheebus bent his deadly bow, 440 l 
And bifkngffew the fcather'd fates below: 


— 
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A night of ſultry clouds involy'd around 

| The towers, the fields, and the devoted ground: 

| And now a thouſand lives together fled, 

Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, 

And a whole province in his triumph led. 746 
But Phabus, aſk'd why noxious fires appear, 

And raging Sirius blaits the fickly year; . 

Demaads their lives by whom his monſter fell, 

And dooms a dreadſul ſacrifice to hell. 750 
Bleſt be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 

Attend thy Maaes, and preſerve thy name, 

Undaunted hero ! who divinely brave, | 

In ſuch a cauſe diſdain*d thy life to ſave'; 

But view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 955 

And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke ; 
With piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 

And conſcious virtue, ſtill its own reward, 

Willing I come, unknowing how to fear 

Nor halt thou, Pha:bus, find a ſuppliant here, 


And *tis a deed too glorious to diſown. 
| Behold him here, for whom ſo many days, 
Impervious clouds conceaPd thy ſullen rays; 
For whom, as Map no longer claim'd thy care, 
| Such numbers fell by peſtilential air! 166 
But if th* abandon?d race of human kind 
From Gods above no more compaſſion find; 
Tf ſuch inclemency in Heaven can dwell, 
| Yet why muſt unoffending Argos feel 7760 
The vengeance due to this unlucky ſteel? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err from me, ſince I deſerve it all: 
Uuleſs our deſert cities pleaſe, thy ſight, 


And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſead ; 

But for my country let my fate atone, ; 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own, 
Merit diſtreſod, impartial Heaven relie ves: 


For not the vengeful power, that glow'd with 
rage, 3 

With ſuch amazing virtue durſt engage. 

The clouds diſpers/d, Apollo's wrath expir'd, 

And from the wondering God th' unwilliag youth 
retir'd. s 

Thence we theſe altars in his temple raiſe, 

And offer annual honours, feaſts, and praiſe; | 

I hoſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phœbus pleaſe ; 


- | Theſe honours, ſtill renew?d, his ancient wrath 


appeaſe. I: | | 
But ſay, illuſtrious gueſt !- (adjoin'd the King) 
What name you bear, from what high race you 
| ſpring ? | | 791 
The noble Tydeus ſtands confeſs'd and known 
Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon. 
Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And flent hours to various talk invite. 795 
The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes; 
Confus'd and ſadly thus at length replies: 
Before theſe altars how ſhall J proclaim 
(Oh generous prince !) my nation or my name, 
Or through what veins our ancient blood has roll'd? 
Let the fad tale for ever reſt untold ! $01 
Yet if, propitious to a wreteh unknown, 
You ſcek to ſhare in ſorrows not your on; 


Thy monſter's death to me was ow*d alone, 461 + 


Or funeral flames reflect a grateful light, 5775 
Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend, 


Unwelcome life relenting Phæbus gives; 787 
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now then, from Cadmus I derive my raco, 
Jocaſta's ſon, and Thebes my native place, 805 
To whom the King (who felt his generous breaſt 
Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueſt) . 
Replies Ah why forbears the ſon to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame? 
Fame, that delights around the world to ſtray, 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. $11 
En thoſe who dwell where ſuns at diſtance 
roll, 
jn northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 
And thoſe who tread the burning Libyan lands, 
The faithleſs Syrtes, and the moving ſands; 815 
Who view the weſtern ſea's extremeſt bounds, 
Or drink of Ganges in their eaſtern grounds; 
All theſe the woes of Oedipus have known, 
Yeur fates, your furies, and your haunted town, 
If on the ſons the parents? crimes deſcend, 820 
What Prince from thoſe his lineage can defend ? 
Be this thy comfort, that ?tis thine t? efface 
With virtuous aQts thy anceſtor's diſgrace, 
And be thyſelf the honour of thy race. 
But ſee! the ſtars begin to ſteal way, 
And ſhine more faintly at approaching day, 
Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays 
Once more reſound the great Apollo's praĩſe. 
O father Pho bus! whether Lycia's coaſt 
And ſnowy mountains thy bright preſence boaſt 3 
Whether to ſweet Caſtalia thou repair, 831 
And bathe in filver dews thy yellow hair; 
Or, pleas'd to find fair Delos float no more, 
Delight in Cynthus, and the ſhady ſhore ; 
Or chuſe thy ſeat in Ilion's proud abodes, $35 
The ſhining ſtructures rais*d by labouring Gods; 
By thee the bow and mortal ſhafts are borne ; 
Eterral charms thy blooming youth adorn: 
Skill'd in the laws of ſecret fate above, 
And the dark counſels of almighty Jove, 
'Tis thine the ſeeds of future war to know, 
The change of ſceptres, and impending woe 
When direful meteors ſpread. through glowing 
oP 
Long trails of light, and ſhake their blazing hair. 
Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durit aſpire 845 
T excel the muſic of thy heavenly lyre: 
Thy ſhafts aveng'd lewd Tityus? guilty fame, 
Tiv immortal vid im of thy mother's fame; 
Thy hand flew Python, and the dame who loſt - 
Her numerous offspring for a fatal beaſt, $50 
In Phlegya's doom thy juſt revenge appears, 
Condemu'd to furies ardeternal fears; 
De views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 


The mwidering rock that trembles from on 
high, 


825 


840 


Propitious hear our prayer, O Power divine! 
And on thy hoſpitable Argos ſl ine, 


856 
Whether the fyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 
Whoſe purple rays th? Achæmenes adore ; 
Or great Ofiris, who firſt taught the ſwain 
In Pharian fields to ſow the golden grain; 3880 


r Mitra, to whoſe heams the Perſlan bows, 
Aud Pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows 
tra, whoſe head the blaze of light adorns, 
Vho graſps the ſtruggling heifer's lancer boras, 
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S* ſaid, and for her loſt Galanthis ſighs, 
When the fair Conſort of her ſon replies: 
Since you a ſervant's raviih*d form bemoan, 
And kindly ſ gh for ſorrows not your own; 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 


his Nymph compreſs'd by him who rules the 
da 


Y 3 ; 
Whom Delphi and the Delian iſle obey, 
Andræ mon lov'd; and bleſs'd in all thoſe charm 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms, 

A lake there was, with ſhelving banks around, 
Whoie verdant ſummit fragrant myrtles crowr:2d, 
Theſe ſhades, unknowing of the fates, ſhe ſought, 
And to the Naiads flowery garlands brought; 

Her ſmiling babe (a pleaſing charge) ſhe preſt 
Within her arms, and nouriſh'd at her breaſt, 20 
Not diſtant far, a watery Lotos grows; 

The ſpring was new, and all the verdant boughe, 
Adorn'd with bloſſoms, promis'd fruits that vie 
In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: 

Of theſe ſhe eroppꝰd to pleaſe her infant ſon; 25 
And I myſelf the ſame raſh ad had done 
But lo! Iſaw (as near her fide I ſtood) 
The violated bloſſoms drop with blood, 
Upon the tree I caſt a frightful look: DA 
The trembling tree with ſudden horror ſhook. 26 
Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true), 

As from Priapus? lawleſs luſt ſhe flew, 

Forſook her form; and fixing here became 

A flowery plant, which ſtill preſerves her name. 

This change unknown, aſtoniſh'd at the ſights 
My trembling ſiſter ſtrove to urge her flight: 

And firſt the pardon of the nymphs implor'd, 
And thoſe of ended ſylvan powers ador'd: 
But when ſhe backward would have fled, the found 


2 


In vain to free her faſten'd feet ſhe ſtrove, 

And, as ſhe ftruggles, only moves above; 

She feels tl” encroaching bar' around her grow 
By quick degrees, and cover all below : 
Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand ſhe heaves 
To rend her hair; her hand is fill'd with leaves: 
Where late was hair, the ſhooting leaves are ſeen 
To riſe, and ſt ade her with a ſudden green. 

The child Amphiſſus, to her boſom preſs'd, 
Perceiv*d a colder and a harder breaſt, 20 
And found the ſprings, that neꝰer till then deny's 
Their milky moiſture, on a ſudden dry?d, 

I ſaw unhappy ! what I now relate, 

And, ſtood the helpleſs witneſs of thy fate. 


A nearer woe, a ſiſter's ſtranger fate. 7 
No Nymph of all Oechalia could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 
Her tender mother's only hope and pride 
(Myſelf the offspring of a ſecond bride), 10 


Her ſtiffening feet were rooted in the ground: 40 
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Embrac'd thy boughs, thy riſing bark delay'd, 55 
There wich'd to grow, and miagle ſhade with 
fade. 

Paholl Andremon and the unhappy fire 
Appear and for their Dryope enquire 
A ſpringing tree for Pryope they find, 
And print warm kifles on the panting riad; 60 
Proftrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, 
And cloſe embrace as to the roots they grew. 
The face was all that now remai..* of thee, 
No moe a wo an, ner yet quite a trec 
"Thy branches hung wih humid pearls appear, 65 
Fro: cvery Icaf dulils a triexling tear, 
And rait a voice, while ygt a voice remains, 
Thus through the trrembLag boughs in f:ghs come 

Plains : f 

If to the wretched any ſaith be given, 
T {wear by all th? un pityi g powers of Heaven, 20 
No wilfel crime this heavy vengeance bred 
In mutual innocenee our lives we led: 
If this be falle, let theſe new greens decay, a 
Let ſounding axes lop my limbs away, 
And erachliag tames on all my honours prey! 
But irom my branching arms this in ant bear, 76 
Let ſome ind nurſe ſupply a mothers care: 
And to his mother let him oft be led, 
Sport in her ſhades, and in her it ades be fed; 
Teach him, when firſt his infant voice fall frame 
Imperfed worde, aiid lifp his mother's name, 
To hail this tree; and ſay, with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my haple's parent lies: 
And when in youth he ſeeks the i} ady woods, 
Ch, let him fiy the cryſtal lakes and oods, 85 
Nor touch the fatal Powers; hut warn'd by me, 
Believe a Goddeſs rind in every tree. 
My bre, my ſiiter, and my ſpouſe, farewell! 
It in your breaſts or love or pity dwell, 


* 


— 


Protect your plaut, nor let my branches feel 90 


Tone browzing c2til, or the piercing ſteel. - 
Farewell! ard fnc2 T cannot hend to join 

My lips to yours, advance at leaſt to mine. 

My ſon, thy motber's parting kiſs receive, 

While yet thy mother has a kiſs to give. 9g 
I can no more; tit- creeping rind invades 

iy cloſing lips, and hides my head in ſhades : 
Remove your hands; the bark f all ſoon ſuffice 
Without their aid to ſeal theſe dying eyes. 

She ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and cea3?d to be; 
And al! the nymph was loſt within the tree; 100 
Yet intent lite through her new branches reign'd, 
And long the plant a human heat retain'd. 


VERTUMNUS 
AND 
FOMONA. 


From Oy1D'%s METAMORPHOSEs, Book IV. 


BE foir Pomona fourth in his reign; 
. Ot all the Virgins of the ſylvan train, 
None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 
Gr more improved the vegetable care. 
To her the Thatly grove, the fowery feld, 5 


Tus freams and fountains, no delights could yield; 


And yields an oti-pring more than nature gives 3 | 
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*Twas all her joy the ripening fruits ts tend, 
And lee the boughs with happy burthens bend, 
The hook the bore inftead of Cynthia's ſpear, 
To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 10 
To decent form the lawleſs ſhoots to bring, 
And teach th' o edient branches where to ſpri 
Now the clett rind inſerted grafts receives, 
Now {lidiag ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 1 8 
And fes d their fibres with reviving dew, 

Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ, 
Averſe from Venus and the nuptial joy. 
Her private orchards, wall'd on every ide, 
To lawleis ſylvaus all accefs deny'd. 20 
How olt the datyrs and the Wantou Fawns, | 
Who haunt thetoretts, or frequent the lawns, 
The Gd v hoſ- envgu ſcares the birds of prey, 
And old Sil nus youthiul in decay 
EMploy d their wites and uvavailing care, 28 
To pats the fences, and ſurprize the fair! . 
Like theſe Vertumnus owu'd his faithful fame, 
Like theſe rejected by the ſcornſul dame, 
To gain her ſight a thouſand forms he wears; 


Aud frit a reaper from the field appears, 30 
Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 


O'ercharge the ſhoulders of the ſeeming ſwain. 
Cit over his back a crooked ſcythe is laid, 

And wreaths of hay his ſun-burnt temples ſhade x 
Okt in his harden'd hand a goad he bears, 35 
Like one who late unyoak'd the ſweating fteers, 
Sometimes his pruning-hook corrects the vines, 
And the looſe ſtragglers to their ranks confines, 
Now gathering what the bounteous year allows, 
He pulls ripe apples from the bendiag boughs, 40 


A ſoldier now, he with his ſword appears; 


A i ſher next, his trembling angle bears. 
Each ſhape be varies, and each art he tries, 
On her bright charms to feaſt his longing eyes. 

A female form at laſt Vertumnus wears, 45 
With all the marks of reverend age appears, p 
His temples thinly ſpread with ſilver hairs; 
Propp'd on his ſtaft, and ſtooping as he goes, 

A painted mitre ſhades his furrow?d brows, 
The God ia this decrepit form array d, 50 
The gardens e ter'd, and the fruit ſurvey'd; 
And « Happy you!” (he thus addreſs'd the | 
maid) 
« Whoſe charms as ſar all other nymphs outſhine, 
« As other gardens are excell'd by thine!“ 
Then kiſs*d the fair; his kiſſes warmer grow 55 
Than ſuch as women on their ſex beſtow) 
Then plac'd be ſde her on the fowery ground, 
Bch-1d the trees with autumn's bounty crown'd, 
An clm was near, to whoſe embraces led, 
The curling vine her ſwelling cluſters ſpread; 69 
He view'd her twining branches with delight, 
And praizd the beauty of the pleaſing fight. 

Vet this tall elm, but for his vine (he ſaid) 
Fad ſtood negleQed, and a barren ſhade 3 
And this fair vine, but that her arms ſurround | 
Her marry'd elm, had crept along the ground, 
Ah, beauteous maid ! let this example move 
Your mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 
Deign to he lov'd, and every heart ſubdue! : 
What ny mph could cer attract ſueh crouds as you: 
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Not the whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaur's arms, 
Ulyſles' Queen z nor Helen's fatal charms: 

fv'n now, when fllent ſeorn is all they gain; 
A thouſand court you, though they court in vainz 
A thouſand iylvans, demigodsz and gods, 

That haunt our moun àins, and our Alban woods. 
But if you'll proſper, mark what I adviſe, 
Whom age and long experience render wiſe, 
And one whole tender are is far above 

All that the ſe lovers ever felt of love, h.“. 
(Far more than e' er can by yourſelf be gueſs'd) 
Fix on Vertamnus, and reject the teſt. 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own 3 

Scarce to himſelf, Himſelf is better known; 
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ENGLISH POETS. 
Done by the Author in his Youth, 
CHAUCER. 
T 7 OMEN ben Page Rajerie; 


Yet ſwinken nat fans ſecreſie: 
Thilke moral ſhall ye underſtond, 


To diſtant lands Vertuminus never roves ; $ | From Schoole-boy's Tale of fayre Irelond $ 

Like you, contented With his native grobes; [Which to the Fennes hath him betake, $ 
Nor at firſt fight, like moſt; admires the fair | To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 

For you he lives; And yoh alone hall ſhare © | Right then, there paſſen by the way 

His laſt affe&tion; as big early care. - His Aunt, and eke her Daughters tway. 


Beſides, he's lovely far above the reſt,; 
With youth immortal, and with beauty bleſt. 
Ada, that he varies every ſhape With eaſe, 
And tries all forms that may Pomona pleaſe. 
But what ſhodld moſt e#tite 4 mutual flanie, 
Your rural cares and pleaſures ate the ſame. 
To Kim your orchard's early fruit are due, 
A pleaſing olicring, when. ts apade dy you) 
e values theſe; but yet (alas !) complains, 
That ſtill the beſt and deareft gift remains. 
Nat the fair fruit that on yon' branches glows 
With that ripe red th' autumnal fun beſtows; 
Hor taſteful herbs that In theſe gadens rife; 
Which the kind ſoil with milky ſap ſupplies 
You, only fou can move the Gers defire ; 
Oh, crown fo conſtant and fo pure a fire; 
Let (vft compaſſion touch your gentle mind; 
hink, *tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind: 
do may no froſt, When early buds appear, 
Deltrby the promiſe of the youthful fear} 
Nor winds, when firit your florid orchard blows, 110 
Shake the light bloſſoms from thei? blaſted boughs ! 
This when the various Cad had urg'd in vaing 
He frait aTuln'd his native form ag un 1 
Such, and fo bright an aſpeck now He beats, 
As when through clouds th? emerging fun app 
nd thence exerting his refulgent ay; 
Diſyels the darkneſs, and reve Is the day. 
Force he prepar'd, but check'd the raſtt defign : 
Fur when, appearing iii a form divine, 
The Nymph tarveys him, and beHolds the gr 
Of charming features, tad a youthtul face; 
In her ſoft breaſt conſenting paſſions move, 
And the warm maid confefs'd à mutual loves 
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| „ Bette is to pine on coals and Chatke, 


ars, 118 i 


4, 


4e 128 


'| There oft are heard the nutes of Infant Woes 


— - 


| d 
I And hens, an dogs, an 


Ducke in his Trowſes hath he hent, 

Not to be ſpied of Ladies gent. 

„% But ho! our Nephew, (crieth one) 

6e Ho! juoth another, Cozen John;“ 
And ſtoppen, and lough, and callen out, 
This filly Clerk full low doth lout: 
They aſken that, and talken this, 

&© Lohere is Coz, and here is Miſs." 


1 


13 


But, as he glozeth with ſpeeches ſoote} 


ied 


The Ducke fore tickleth his Erſe roote : 
Fore - piece and buttons all- to- breſtj 

Forth thrüſt a white neck, and red creſt. 
Te-ht, cry'd Ladles; Clerke nought ſpake 2 
Miſs ſtar'd; and gray Ducke cryeth Quaake; 
«© Moder, Moder, [quothi the daughter) 
© Be thilke ſame thing Maids longen à ter? 


% Ther truſt on Mon, whoſe yerde can talke.* 


. 


„ 
SPENCER; 
THE ALLEY, 
N every Town where Thamis rolls his Tydes 
A virrow Paſs there is; wich Houſes low $ 


Where ever and anon, the Stream is ey'd, 
And many a Boat, foft fliding to and fro. 


5 
| The ſhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and ſhiriller Squall: 
How can ve, Mothers, vex your children fo ? 

Some play; fome eat, forge cack againſt the wall. 
And as they crouchert lov, for bread and butter call. 


| II. 
And bt the broken pavement; here and there, 
Dotli many a ftinking 2 and herring lie; 
A brandy and tobacco ihop is near, 
hogs are feeding by; 
And hae a failor's jacket hangs to dry, 
At every door are fun- burnt matrons ſ=epg 
Meadipg old nets to catch 22 ſcaly frys 
| 2 
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Now finging ſhrill, and ſeolding eft between | 
Scolds anſwer foul-mouth'd (colds ; bad neighbour- 
hood I ween. * : 
SOT, Wei: 
The ſnappiſh cur (the paſſengers annoy) 
Tloſe at my heel with yelping treble flies; 

"The whimp'ting girl, and hoarſer-ſcreaming boy, 
wy to the yelping treble, ſhrilling cries ; | 
e ſcolding Quean to loudet᷑ notes doth riſe, 
And her full pipes thoſe ſhrilling cries confound ; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies; 25 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round, 
And curs, girls, boys, and ſcolds, in the deep baſe 
2 are drown'd. i 2 
Hard by a Sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 
Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 
Baſkets of fiſh at Billingſgate did watch, 30 
Cod, Whiting, oyſter, mackrel, ſprat, or plaice : 
here yo d ſhe ſpeech from tongues that never 
ceale. . : 
Slander beſide her, like a Magpie, chatters, 
With Envy, (ſpitting Cat) dread foe to peace; 
Like a curs'd Cur, Malice before her clatters,, 35 
d, vexing every wight, tears clothes and all to 
tatters. * ot. | 


20 
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| V. ö 
Aer dugs were mark'd by every Collier's hand, 
er mouth was black as bull. dog's at the tall z 
She ſcratched, bit, and ſpar'd ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her anſwer was to all ; 
Nay, ev'n the parts of ſhame by name would call: 
Ves, when the paſſed by or lane or nook, L 
Would greet the man who turn'd him to the Wall, 
And by his hand obſcene the porter took, 
Nor ever did aſkance like modeſt Virgin look. 
PL Pas + 
Such place hath Deptfordg navy- building town, 
Woelwich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtrong of pitch; 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown ; ; 
And Twickenham ſuch, which fairer ſcenes enrich, 
Grots. ſtatues, urns, and Jo—n's Dog and Bitch. 50 
Ne village is without, on either fide, 
All up thewfilver Thames, or all adown 3 
Ne Richmond's ſelf, from whoſe tall front are ey'd 
Vales, ſpires, meandering ftreams, and Windfſar's 
towery pride, . * 4-1 ; 


III. 
„% WAA. 


ow 


A LADY SINGING, TO HER Lurz. 


AIR Charmer, Ceaſe, nor make your voices prize 
| A heart reſign'd the conqueſt of your eyes: 
Well might, alas! that threaten'd veſſel fail, 
Which winds and lightning both at once aſſail. 
We were too bleſt with theſe inchanting lays, . 
Which muſt be heavenly when an Angel plays: 
But killing charms your lover's death contrive, 


Leſt heavenly muſick ſhould be heard alive. 


| 


ro E POEMS 


Orpheus could charm the trees; but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can charm no leſs then he i 10 
A Poet made the filent wood purſue, ; 


This vocal wood had drawn the Poet toos 


On a Fax of the Author's deſign, in <vbich «vas prin 
ed the flory of CET NAL us and Phocany, 4004 
Motto, Au A Vat © 

ö 


OME, gentle air! th* Æolian ſhepherd ſaid, 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade; 
Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 
While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 
Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play! 


IIa Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, ; 


Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound; 
Both gifts de ſtructive to the givers prove; 
Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 
Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 
At random wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe gives} 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, | 
And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 


” 


. | , of = , , 
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COWLEY, 


* 


AIN would my Muſe the flowery Treaſure ſing 
And humble glories of the youthful Spring: 
Where opening Roſes breathing ſweets diffuſe, 
And ſoft Carnations ſhower their balmy dews ; 
Where Lilies ſmile in virgin robes of white, 3 


The thin undreſs of ſuperficial Light, 
And vary'd Tulips ſhow ſo dazzling gay, 


luſhing in bright diverfities of dax. 

ach painted flowret in the lake below NV 
Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; ie 
And pale Narciſſus on the bank, in vain . 


| Transformed, gazes on himſelf again. 


Here aged trees Cathedral Walks compoſe, 

And mount the hill in venerable rows; —- 
There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 13 
The Garden's Hope, and its expected ſhade. _ 
Here Orange trees with blooms and pendants fhine, 


And vernal honours to their autumn join 3 


Exceed their promiſe in the ripen'd ſtore, 
Vet in the riſing bloſſom promiſe more. 26 


There in bright drops the cryſtal Fountains play, 
By Laurcls ſhielded from the piercing day: 


Where Daphne, now a tree, as once a maid, 


Still from Apollo vindicates her ſhade, 
Still turns her beauties from th invading beam, 2$ 


Nor ſeeks in vain for fuccour to the ftreamz 
The ſtream at once preſerves her virgin leaves, 


At once a ſhelter from her boughs receives, 
5 | Where Summer's beauty midſt of Winter ſtays, | 


And Winter's Coolneſs ſpite of Summer's rays. 30 
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With thee in private modeſt Dulneſs lies, 


POPE's POEMS, 


WEEPING. | 


HILE Celia's Tears make ſorrow bright, 
Proud grief fits ſwelling in her eyes: 

The Sun, next thoſe the faireſt light, | 
Thus from the Ocean firſt did riſe : 


And thus through Miſts we ſee the Sun, 351 


Which elſe we durſt nqt gaze upon. 


Theſe filver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretell the fervour of the day: 
$ from one cloud ſoft ſhowers we view, | 
And blaſting lightnings burſt away. 40 
The ſtars that fall from Celia's eye, | 
Declare our Doom is drawing nigh, | 


The Baby in that ſynny Sphere 
So like a Phaeton appears, 


That Heav'n, the threaten'd World to ſpare, 45 


Thought fit to drown him in her Tears: 
Fiſe might th* arabitious Nymph aſpire 
To ſet, like him, Heaven too on fire. 


V. 
k. OF ROCHESTER, 


ILENCE ! coeval with Eternity, | 
| Thou wert, ere Nature's ſelf began to be; 
"Tas one vaſt Nothing, all, and all ſept faſt in thee, 


II. | 


Thine was the ſway, ere heaven was form'd, or | 


earth, 
Ere fruitful Thought conceiv'd creation's birth, 


Or midwife Word gave aid, and ſpoke the infant | 


forth, 
III. 


Then various elements, againſt thee join'd, 
In one more various animal combin'd, 
And fram'd the clamorous race of buſy Human- kind. 


| IV, | 
The tongue mov'd gently firſt, and ſpeech was low. 
Till wrangling Science taught it noiſe and ſhow, 
And wicked Wit aroſe, thy moſt abuſive foe. 
| V. 
But rebel Wit deſerts thee oft in vain z 
Loft in the maze of Words he turns again, 
And ſeeks a ſurer ſtate, and courts thy gentle reign. 
WW 
Afflicted Senſe thou kindly doſt ſet free, 
Oppreſs'd with argumental tyranny, 
And routed Reaſon finds a fafe retreat in thee, 
7 VII. 2 


Andin thy boſom lurks in Thought's diſguiſe ; 


— 


1 
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VIII. 


Vet thy indulgence is by both eonfeſs'd 3 
Folly by thee lies fleeping in the breaſt, 


And 'tis in thee at laſt that Wiſdom ſeeks for reſt, 


5 IX. 8 5 — 
Silence, the knave's repute, the whore's good 
name, 
The only hanour of the wiſhing dame; 


Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame, 
# l X. a 


* 
But couldſt thou ſeize ſome tongues that now are 


free, , 
How Church and State ſhould be oblig'd to thee ! 


At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome wouldſt tbou 


de 


xl. | | 
Yet ſpeech ev'n there, ſubmiſlively withdraws, 


Laws. 


XII. ö 
Paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 


XIII. 


The country wit, religion of the town, 
The courtier's learning, policy o' th' gon, 2 


| 12 2 
The parſon's cant the lawyer's ſophiſtery, 
Lord's quibble, criric's jeſt, all end in thee, 
All reſt in peace at laſt, and ſleep eternally, 


** 


| VI. | 
Ek. OF DORSE T. 


ART EM ISI A. 


HOUGH Artemiſia talks, by fits, 
Of councils, claſſics, fathers, wits ;. 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke; 
Yet in ſome things methinks ſhe fails, 


And wear a cleaner ſmock. 


Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, | 
Such naſtineſs, and ſo much pride, 
Are oddly join'd by fate: 


Like a fat corpſe upon a bed, 
That lies and ſtinks in ſtate. 


She wears no colours (ſign of grace) 
On any part except her face; 5 


Dauntleſs her look her geſture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud, SON 
And maſculine her ſtride. 


Thou varniſher of Fools, and cheat of all the Wiſe ! 


| 2 2 2 


. 


— — 


From rights of ſubjects, and the poor man's cauſe; 
Then pompous Silence reigns, and ſtills the noiſy 


What Favourites gain, and what the Nation owesg 
Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repole, | 


Are beſt by thee expreſs'd ; and ſhine in thee alone, 


"I were well if ſhe would pare her nails, * 
On her large ſquab you find her ſpread, to 


All white and black beſide: | | 07 
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$64 * 
$0 have I ſeen, in black and white 


A prating thing, « magpye hight,” 20 


M.azjeſtically ſtalk; 5 
9 worthlefs animal, 
That plies the tongue, and wags the tai 

All flutter, pride, and falk. £6 * | 
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PHYRN YE, 


HYRNE had talents for manleind, 
Open the was and unconfin'd, * 
+ Like ſome free port of trade; © 
Merchants unloadęd here their freight, 
And Agents from each foreign ſtate 5 
Here firſt their entry made, 
Her learning and good-breeding fuch, 
Whether th' Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her, 
To all obliging ſhe d appear; 1 20 
Twas Si Signior, tas Yaw Mynheer, 
Twas 8“ il vous plaiſt, Monſieur. 
Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 
Still changing names, religion, digs; 
At length the turns a Bride: | 


1 
In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 5 
She ſhines the firſt of batter'd jades, 
And flutters in her pride. 
So have I known thoſe InſeRs fair 
(Which curious Gerthans hold ſo rare) 20 


Still vary ſhapes and dyes; _ 

Still gain new Titles with new forms ; 
Firſt grubs obſcene, then wriggling worms, 
TI hex daidted beter of 


VII. ö 
The Happy Life of a Co aN Panxson. 
ARSON, theſe things in thy poſſe iſing, 
Are better than the Riſhop's ble ſſing. 

A Wife that makes conſerves; a Steed' -* 
That carries double when there's need ; 
October ſtore,” ahd beſt Virginia: © 5 
'Tythe Pig; and mortuary Guinea: 
Gagzettes ſen gratis down, and frank'd, 
For which thy Patron's weekly thank'd 
A large Concordance, bound long fince ;* 
Sermons to Charles the Firſt, when Prince I 10 
A Chronicle of ancient ftanding; © * , 
A Chryſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 
The Polyglott—three parts,-my text, 
HBowbeit, —likewiſe- now to my next, 
Lo here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 15 
To ſum the Whole, — the cloſe of all. f 


He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire, and Kiſs his Wife 3 
On Sundays prezch, and eat His fill; Y 
And faſt on Fridays ———if he will; 20 
Toaſt Church and Qneen, explain the News, 
Talk with Chuich-Wardens about Pews z; * 
Pray heartily for fome new Gift, 


Aid Bake bis heat a DoQbe Swift of 
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Occaſioned by the Death of Mr. Pope. Inſcribed ig 
„ 16 * 5 bs . => : 7 . " * Mr 
a 


By J. Boπ] ——ͥ A. M. 
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PART I. 


Of the End and Efficacy of Satire. The Love » 

; Ce and e univerſal, ver. 1 
Ibis Paſſion, planted in Man as a Spur to Vir. 
tue, is generally ' perverted, wer 41. And thus 
becomes the Occaſion of the greateſt Follies, Vicet, 
and Miſeries, wer. 61. It is the Wort of Satin 
to rettify' this "Paſſion, to reduce it to iti proper 
Channel, and to convert it into an Incentive tb 
Wiſdom and Virtue, ver. 89. Hence it appears 
that Satire may influence thoſe who defy all Law: 
Human and Divine, ver. 99. An Objeftion on- 

| ſwered, ver. 131. * „ | — LY 


| 


] : 
TATE gave the word; the crue! arrow ſped ; 
And Pope lies number'd with the mighty Dead! 
Reſign'd he fell; ſuperior to the dart, 


|| That quench'd its rage in Yours and Britain's Heart : 


You mourn 7 but Britain, lull'd in reſt profound, 3 
(Unconſcious Britain I) ſlumbers o'er her wound. 
Exulting Dulneſs ey'd the ſetting Light, | 
And flapp'd her wing, impatient for the Night: 
Rous'd at the fignal; Guilt colleQs her train, 

And counts the Triumphs of her growing Reign : 19 
With inextinguiſkable rage they burn; 
And Snake-hung Envy hiſſes o'er his Urn: 

Th' envenom'd Monſters ſpit their deadly f am, 
To blaſt the laurel that ſurrounds his Tomb. 


But you, O Warburton ! whoſe eye refin'd 15 
Can ſee the greatneſs of an honeſt mind; ; 
Can ſee each Virtue and each Grace unite, 


And taſte the Raptures of a pure Delight; 


You viſit oft his awful Page with Care, 

And view that bright aſſemblage treaſur'd therez 28 
You trace the Chain that links his deep deſign, 
And pour new luſtre on the glowing Line. 

Vet deign to hear the efforts of a Muſe, 

| Whoſe eye, not wing, his ardent fight purſues ; 
Intent from this great Archetype to dra, 25 
Satire's bright Form, and fix her equal Law; 


.- | Pleas'd"if from hence th* unlearn'd may comp! 


| And reverence His and Satire's generous End. 


ene 


5 


The liſping Infant, and the hoary Sire, 


POPE's P 


In eyery breaſt there burns an gctiye flame, 

he Love of Glery, or the Dread of Shame: 
The Paſſion One, though various it appear, 
As brigbten'd into Hope, or dimm'd by Fear. 


And Youth ang Manhood feel the heart - born fire; 
The Charms of Praiſe the Coy, the Modeſt woo, 35 
And only fly, that Glory may purſue 
She, Power reſiſileſs, rules the wiſe and great 599 
Bends ev'n reluctant Hermits at her feet; 
Haunts the proud City, and the lowly Shade, 


And {ways alike the Sceptre and the Spade. | 49] 


Thus Heaven in Pity wakes the friendly Flame, 
To urge Mankind on Deeds that merit Fame 
But Man, vain Man, in Folly only wiſe, 
Rejects the Manna ſent him from the Skies 
With raptures hears corrupted Paſſion's call, 45 
Still proudly prone to mingle with the ſtall. 
As each deceitful Shadow tempts his view, 
He for the imag'd Subſtance quits the true; 
Eager to catch the viſionary Prize, x 6 
In queſt of Glory plunges deep in Vice 3 59 
Till madly zealous, impotently vain, 
He forfeits every Praiſe he pants to gain. 


Thus ſtill imperĩous Nature plies her part 3 
And ſtill her Dictates work in every heart. | 
Each Power that ſovereign Nature bids enjoy, 85 
Man may corrupt, but Man can ne'er deſtroy. 
Like mighty rivers, with reſiſtleſs force 
The Paſſions rage, obſtructed in their courſe ; 
Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore, 
And drown thoſe virtues which they fed before, 680 


* * 


And ſure, the deadlieſt Foe to Virtue's flame, 
Our worſt of Evils, is perverted Shame. 
Beneath this load, What abje ct numbers groan, 
Th enta ngled Slaves to folly not their own ! 
Meanly by faſhionable fear oppre ſs' d, | 65 
We ſeek our Virtyes in each other's breaſt ; 
Blind to ourſelves, adopt each foreign Vice 
Another's weakneſs, intereſt, or eaprice. * 
Each Fool to low Ambition, poorly great, 
That pines in ſplendid wretehedneſs of Rate, 70 
Tir'd in the treacherous Chaſe, would nobly yield, 
And, but for ſhame, like Sylla, quit the field: 


7 


30 To calm the wild diſorders of the heart. 


When fell Corruption, by her vaſſals crown'd, 125 


OEMS. 363 
Hence Satires's power; Tis her eorrgctive part, 


She points the arduous height where Glory lies, - 
And teaches mad Ambition to be wiſe z 

In the dark boſom wakes the fair deſire, 

Draws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire: 
Strips black Oppre ſſion of her gay diſguiſe, | 94 
And bies the Hag in native horror riſe; ; 
Strikes towering Pride and lawleſs Rapine dead, 
And plants the wreath on Yirtue's/awful head. 


Nor boaſts the Muſe a vain imagin'd Power, 
Though oft ſhe mourns thoſe ills ſhe cannot cure. 100 
The Worthy court her, and the Worthleſs fear ; 
Who ſhun her pierging eye, that eye reyere, 
Her awful voice the Vain and Vile obe, 7 
And every foe to Wiſdom eels her ſway. 5 
Smarts, Pedants, as ſhe ſmiles, na more are vain; 0g 
De ſponding Fops refign the clouded cane; g 
 Hulſh'd at her voice, pert Felly & {elf is Rill, 
And Dulneſs wonders while the drops her quill. 
Like the arm'd Bee, with art moſt fubtly true, 
From poiſanpus Vioe ſhe draws a healing dew: 110 
Weak are the ties that civil arts can find, 

To quell the ferment of the tainted mind ; 

| Cunning evades, ſecyrely wrapp'd in wiles ! _ 

And Force, ſtrong · ſinew'd, rends th' unequal toĩls: 
The ſtręam of Vice impetuous drives along, 115 
Too deep, " Policy, for Power too, ſtrong. 
Ev'n fair R ligian, Native of the ſkies, 

Scorn'd by the Crowd, ſeeks refuge with the Wiſe ; 
The Crowg with laughter ſpurns her awful train, 
And Mercy coyrts, and Juſtice frowns in vain. 120 
But Satire's Shaft can pierce the harden'd breaſt; 
She plays a ruling Paſſion on the reſt; 
Undaunted ſtorms the batt'ry of his pride, 

And awes the Brave that Earth and Heaven defy'd. 


| Derides fall'n Juſtice proſtrate on the ground; 
Swift toredreſs an injur'd People's groan, 
Bold Satire ſhakes the Tyrant on her throne 
Powerful as Death, de fies the ſordid train, 
And Slaves and Sycophants furround in vain. 130 


But with the friends of Vice, the foes of Satire, 
All truth is Spleen all juſt re proof, Ill- nature. 


Well may they dread the Muſe's fatal kill; 


The Demon Shame paints ſtrong the ridicule, 
And whilpers cloſe, “ The World will call you Fool.“ 


Behold yon Wretch, by impious faſhion driven, 75 
Believes and trembles, while he ſcoffs at Heaven. 
By weakneſs ſtrong, and bold through fear alone, 

He dreads the ſneer by ſhallow Coxcombs thrown ; 
Dauntleſs purſues the path Spinoza trod 


To man a'Coward, and a Braye to Ood. 80 


Faith, Juſtice, Heaven itſelf now quit their hold, 
When to falſe Fame the captive Heart Is fold: 
Hence, blind to truth, relentleſs Cato dy'd ; 
Nought could ſubdue his Virtue, but his Pride, 
Hence chaſte Lucretia's Innocence betray'd © 85 
Fell by that Honour which was meant its aid, 

Thas Virtue ſinks beneath unnumber'd woes, 
When Paſliqps, born her friends, reyol; her foes, = 


1 


Well may they tremble when ſhe draws her quill ; 
Her magic quill, that, like Ithuriel's ſpear, 135 
Reveals the cloven hoof, or lengthen'd ear 
Bids Vice and Folly take their natural fhapes, 
Turns Lucheiles to ſtrumpets, Beauxs to apes z 
Drags the vile Whiſperer from his dark abode, 
* all the Dæmon ſtarts up from the toad. 140 


O ſordid maxim, form'd to ſcreen the vile, 
That true good-nature ſtill muſt wear a ſmile ! 
In frowns array*d her beauties ſtronger riſe, 
When love of Virtue wakes her ſcorn of Vice; 
Where Juſtice calls, tis Cruelty to ſayez 143 
Ana 'tis the Law's good- nature hai:gs the K nave. 

Who combats Virtue's foe is Virtue's friend; 
{ Then judge of Satire's merit by her end; | 
| Ta Guilt alone her vengeance ſtands conſin d. 

e object of her love is all Mankind. 150 
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Scarce more the friend of Man, the wiſe muſt own, 
Ev'n Allen's boynteous hand, than Satires“ frown ; 


This to chaſtiſe, as That to bleſs was giv'n; 
Alike the faithful Miniſters of Heayen. 


Oft in unfeeling hearts the ſhaft is ſpent ; 155 


Though ſtrong th' example, weak the puniſhmenr, 
They leaſt are pain'd, who merit Satire moſt; 
Foily the Laureat's, Vice was Chartres“ boaſt ; 
Then where's the wrong, to gibbet high the name 
Of Fools and Knayes already dead to 
Oft Satire acts the faithful Surgeon's part; 
Generous and king, though painful is her art ; 
With caution bold, ſhe only ſtrikes to heal 
Though folly raves to break the friendly ſteel. 


Then ſure no fault impartial Satire knows, 165 


Kind ev'n in Vengeance, kind to Virtue's foes, 
Whoſe is the crime, the ſcandal too be theirs ; 
The Knave and Fool are their own Libellers, 
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Rules for the Conduct of Satire.. Fuftice and Truth] And lend th' informing Clue to erring Man ; 
its chief and eſſential Property, wer. 169. Pru-| No more ſhall Reaſon boaſt her power divine, 

dence in the Application of Wit and Ridicule, whoſe} Her Baſe eternal ſhook by Folly's mine ! ; 

Province is, not to explore unknown, but to enforce Truth's ſacred Fort th* exploded laugh ſhall win; 


FR 


Nor fondly deem the real fool confeſt, 194 

Becauſe blind Kidicyle conceives a jeſt : « 

Before whoſe altar Virtue oft hath bled, 

ur oft a deſtin'd victim ſhall be led: 

Lo Shaftſbury rears her high on Reaſon's throne, 

And loads the Slaye with honours not her own: 200 
Big-ſwoln with folly, as her ſmiles provoke, 

Prophaneneſs ſpawns, perk Dunces nurſe the joke 

Come, let us join a while this tittering crew, * 


e? 169] And gn the Ideot Guide far once is true; 


Deride our weak forefathers* muſty rule, 20 
Who therefore ſmil'd, becauſe they ſaw a Fool; 
Sublimer logic now adorng our iſle, 

We therefore ſee a Fool, becauſe we ſmile, 
Truth in her gloomy cave why fondly ſeek ? 

Lo, gay the fits in Layghter's dimpled cheek: 210 
Contemns each ſurly Academic fae, 5 

And courts the ſpruce Freethinker and the Beau. 
Dædalian arguments but few can trace, 

But all can read the language of grimace. 
Hence mighty Ridicule's all-conquering hand 21 $ 
Shall work Herculean wonders throygh the Land ; 
Bound in the magic of her cobweb chain, 

You, mighty Warburton, ſhall rage in vain, 

In yain the trackleſs maze of Truth you ſcan, 


226 


known Truths, wer. 191. Proper Subjects of Sa- And Coxcombs vanquiſh Berkeley hy a grin, 


tire are the Manners of preſent Times, ver. 239. 
Decency of Expreſſion recommended, uer. 255+ 
The different Methods in ⁊obich Folly and Vice ought}. rg , Fete wal 

The Variety of Seyle and That Truth js e'er explor'd by Ridicule ; 


to be chaſtiſed, ver. 269. 


Manners which theſe tao Subjefts require, ver. 277. 


But you, more lage, reject th' inverted rule, 225 


On truth, on falſehood, let her colours fall, 


2 - ky Yrs '* | She throws a dazzling glare alike on all; 
The praiſe of Virtue may be admitted with Propri-I As the gay Priſm but mocks the Ratter'd eye, 
ety, ver. 315. Caution with regard to Panegyric, | | 


wer. 329. The Pignity of True Satire, wer. 


341. 


* 


ARE nobly then: But conſcious of your tryſt, 
As ever warm and bold be ever juſt ; 170 


Nor court applauſe in theſe degenerate days: 
The Villain's cenſure is extorted praiſe. 
But chief, be fteady in a noble end, 
And ſhew Mankind that Truth has yet a friend. 


*Tis mean for empty praiſe of wit to write, | 175 


As Foplings grin to ſhew their teeth are white; 
To brand a doubtful folly with a ſmile, 

Or madly blaze unknown defects, is vile: 

Tis doubly vile, when, but to prove your art, 
You fix an arrow in a blameleſs heart: 


I 
O loſt to honour's voice, O doom'd to ſhame, 


Thou Fiend accurſt, thou Myrderer of Fame! 


Fell Raviſher, from innocence to tear 
That name, than liberty, than life more dear! 


And gives to every object every dye. 230 
Beware the mad Adventurer; bold and blind . 

She hoiſts her ſail, and drives with every wind; 
Deaf as the ſtorm to finking Virtye's groan, 

Nor heeds a Friend's deſtruction, or her own. 

Let clear-eyed Reaſon at her helm preſide, 234 
Bear to the wind, or ſtem the furious tide ; 

Then Mirth may urge, when Reaſon can explore, 
This point the way, that waft us glad to ſhore, 


Though diſtant Times may riſe in Satire's page, 
Vet chief 'tis her's to draw the preſent Age: 240 

Wich Wiſdom's luſtre, Folly's ſhade contraſt, 

And judge the reigning Manners by the paſt : 


80] Bid Britain's Heroes (awful Shades !) ariſe, 


And ancient Honour beam on modern Vice: 


Till the Sens bluſh at what their Fathers were « 
Ere yet *twas beggary the great to truſt 5 


ee, 133 Ere yet twas quite a folly to he juſt; 


Or what repay thy guilt, but endleſs ſcorn ? . 
And know, immortal Truth ſhall mock thy toll; 


Immortal Truth ſhall bid the ſhaft recoil; 
Wich rage retorted, wing the deadly dart; 


When low- born Sharpers only dar'd to lye, 


Ere Lewdneſs the ſtain'd garb of Honour wore, 
Or Chaſtity was carted for the Whore; _ 


And empty all its poiſon in thy heart, 9190 Vice flutter'd, in the plumes of E reedom dreſs d ;, | 


With caution next, the dangerous power apply; | 
An eagle's talon aſks an eagle's eye: 
Let Satire then her proper object know, - 

And ere ſhe ſtrike, be ſure ſhe ſtrike a foe, 


\ 


Or public Spirit was the public jeſt. 


ö 


Point back to minds ingenuous, actions fair, 245 


Or fallify'd the Card, or cogg'd the Dye; 350 


Ine ever, in a juſt expreſſion,” bold; ; 254 
| 3 degrade fair Satire to a Scold à | 


WE a” ST ITT EH 8 ..6 * 


When Giant-Vice and Irreligion rife; 
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But let her ſmile, and let her frown-with graee: 
In mirth be temperate, [temperate in her ſpleen; 
Nor, while ſhe preaches modeſty; obſcene, 26d 
Deep let her wound, not tankle to a ſore, 
Nor call his Lordſhip , her Grace a; 
The Mufe's charms reſiſtle fs then aſſail, 

When wrapp'd in Irony's tranſparent veil z 

Her beauties half-conceal'd, the more ſurprife, 
And keener luſtre ſparkles in her eyes. .. a 
Then be your line with ſharp encomiums grac'd 
Style Clodius honourable, Bufa chaſte. TY 


Let fo unworthy mein her form debaſe, e e, | 


364 


Dart not on Folly an indignant eye; ed 
Who e'er diſcharg'd Artillery on #Fly ? 250 


| Deride not Vice; Abſurd the thought and vain, 


To bind the Tiger in fo weak a chain. WY 
Nay more; when flagrant erimes your laughter move, 
The Knave exults: to ſmile, is to approve. $2. 
The Muſe's labour then fuccefs ſhall crown, 275 
When Folly feels her ſmile, and Viee her frown. 
55 R599 = e 3 


Know next what meaſures to each Theme belong, 

And ſuit your thoughts and numbers to your ſong ? 
On wing proportion'd to your quarry rife, : 
And ſtoop to earth, or foar among the ſkies, 
Thus when a modiſh folly you rehearſe, | 
Free the expreſſion, ſimple be the verfe. + 
In artle ſs numbers paint th' ambitious Peer, 
That mounts the box, and ſhines a Charioteer: 
In ſtrains familiar fing the midnight coil 
Of Camps and Senates difciplin'd by Hoyle; 
Patriots and Chiefs, whole deep de ſign invades, 
Aed carries off the captive King —of Spades! 
Let Satire here in milder vigour ſnine, 
And gayly graceful ſport along the line; 
Bid courtly paſſion. quit her thin pretence, 
And ſmile each Affe ctation into ſenſe. 


280 
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290 


Not fo when Virtue by her Guards betray'd, 
Spurn'd from her Throne, implores the Myſe's aid; 
When crimes, which erſt in kindred darkneſs lay, 295 
Riſe frontleſs, and inTult the eye of day 1 
Indignant Hymen veils his hallow'd fire s, 

And white · rob'd Chaſtity with tears retires; 
When rank Adultery on the genial bed 

Hot from Cocytus rears her baleful head: 
When private Faith and public Treft are ſold, 
And Traitors barter Liberty for gold : | 
When fell Corruption dark and deep, like fate 


* 


Saps the foundation of a ſinleing State: 


On mountain'd falſehogods to invade the ſkies : 
Then warmer numbers glow through Satire's 
And all her ſmiles are darken'd into rage: 
On eagle-wing the gains Parnaſſus“ height, 
Not lofty Epic foars a nobler flight : 

Then keener indignation' fires her eye; 

Then flaſh her lightnings, änd her thunders fs; 
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hurl'd, 
Till all her wrath involves the guilty World, 


Bun 


310 


Vet Satire oft aſſumes a gentler. mien, 
beams on Virtue's friends a ſmile ſerene ! 


1 

i 
” 
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| 9 burſting glories, . with departing 


| |*'Tis Virtue's native luſtre that muſt ſhine z | 


Let real Merit then adorn your lays; 


4 


| But makes us grie ve you want an honeft heart, 


- | Inferior art the Eandfeape may defrgn; | 
And paint the purple evening in the line: 
ger dating thought effays a higher plan; 
Iller hand delieneates Paſſion, pictures Man. 


I | To paint the heart, and catch internal grace 
By turns bid Vice or Virtue ſtrike our eyes, 


' '{ Of light and ſhade provoke the noble ſtrife, 
And wake each firiking feature into life. 


Wh 
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She wounds reluctant 34 oi rs her balm with Joy} 4 
Glad to commend . attraQts her exe. 

Butchief, when Virtue, Learning, Arts decline, 
She joys to ſee unconqyer'd merit ſhine 5 320 


3 
True Genius gilds the cloſe of Britain "oy 3 
With joy ſhe ſees the ſtream of Roman art, 
From Murray's tongue flow purer to the heart: <,. 
Sees York to fame, ere yet to Manhood known, 32 3 
And juſt to every virtue, but his own z 4 
Hears. unſtain'd Cam with generons pride proclaim, 
4 Sage s, Critic's, and and a Poet's name: 
Beholds, where Widcombe's: happy hills aſcenld, 
Each orphan'd Art and Virtue find a friend - 330 
To Hagley's honour'd ſhade direQs her view; 
And culls each flower to form a Wreath for you. 


But tread with cautious ſteps this dangerous ground, 
Be ſet with faithleſs precipices round; 
Truth be your guide: -difdain Ambition's call; 333 
And if you fall with Truth, you greatly fall. 


The Poet can but ſet it in his lines 
And who unmov'd with laughter can behold 
A fordid pebble meanly grac'd with gold ? 345 
For ſhame attends on proſtituted praiſe : 
And all your wit, your moſt diſtinguiſh'd art, 


Nor think the Maſe by Satire's Law eonfin'd: 343 
She yields deſcription of the nobleſt kind. * 


* 
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And great the toil, the latent ſoul to trace, 


5 A = rw 
Ae: 


Now bid a Wolſe y or a Cromwell riſe ;' — 
Now, with a touch more ſacred and refin d, 333 
Call forth a Cheſterfield's or a Lonſdale's mind. 
Here ſweet or ſtrong may every Colour flow, | 
Here let the pencil warm, the canvaſs glow : 


36s 
PART III. 


The Hiſtory of Satire. Roman Satiriſ, Lueifa,, 
Horace, Perfius, Juvenal, wer. 357, Ce. Cauſes 
of the Decay of Literature, particularly of Satire, 
ver. 389. Revival of Satire, 401, Eraſmus one 
of its principal Reſtorers, wer. 405, Donne, ver. 
411. The Abuſe ef Satire in England, during the 
licentions Reign of Charles II. wer. 415. Dryden, 
ver. 429. The true Ends of Satire purſued by Boileau 

in France, ver. 439+ and by Mr. Pope in England, 
Ver. 445. 2 ' 

"THROUGH Ages thus has Satire keenly ſhin'd, 

The Friend to Truth, to Virtue, and Mankind 

Yet the bright flame from Virtue ne'er had ſprung 
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$68 
This Mute in filexce joy'd each better Age, 
Till glowing crimes had wak'd her into rage. 
Truth ſaw her honeſt ſpleen with new delight, 
And bade her wing her ſhafts, and urge their flight: 
Firſt on the Suns of Greece the prob d her art: 
And Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart. 270 
To Latium next, avenging Satire flew : | / 
The flaming falchion rough Lucihus drewz _. 
With dauntlefs warmth in Virtue's canſe engag'd; 
And conſcious Villains trembled as he rag'd: 


Then ſportive Horace taught the generous fire; 37 $ 
For Satire's bow teſign'd the ſotinding lyre?: 
Each arrow poliſh'd ini his hand was ſeen, 2 
And, as it grew triore poliſnh d, grew more Ren. 
His art, conceal'd jn ftudy'd negligenteg 

Politely Ny; cajol'd the foes of ſenſe ; 

He ſeem'd to ſport and trifle with the dart, 

But, while he ſportedg drove it to the hearts 
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380 


In graver ſtrains majeſtic Perſius wrote, 

Big with a ripe exuberance of thought : 
Greatly ſedate, contemn'd a Tyrant's reigns 
And laſh'd Corruption with a calm diſdain. 
More ardent Eloquencey and boundleſs rage, 
Inflame bold Juvenal'i exalted page. 

His mighty numbers aw'd corrupted Rome; 
And ſwept audacious greatneſs to its doom; 
The headlong torrent; thundering from on high 
Rent the proud rock that lately brav'd the fy; 


 _ But lo ! the fatal Victor of Mankind? 
Swoln Luxury |--pale Ruin ftalks behind 
As countleſs Inſects from the north-eaſt pour; 
To blaſt the Spring; and ravage every flower; 
So barbarous Millions ſpread contagious death: 
The fickening Laurel wither'd at their breath. 
ep Superſtition's night the ſkies o'erhung, , 
Beneath whoſe balefui dews the Poppy ſprung! = 
No longer Genius woo'd the Nine to love, | | 
But Dulneſs nodded in the Muſe's grove; 
Wit, Spirit, Freedom, were the fole offence, 
or aught was held ſo dangerous as Senfe. 


At length, again fair Science ſhot her ray, 
Bawn'd in the ſkies, and ſpoke returning day. 
Now, Satire, triumph o'er thy flying foe, 

Naw load thy quiver, ſtring thy ſfacken'd bow ! 
"Tis done—See great Eraſmus breaks the ſpell, 
And wounds triumphant Folly in Her Cell! 

(in vain the ſolemn Cowl ſurrounds her face, 
ain all her bigot cant, her four grimace) 
With ſhame compell'd her leaden throne to quit, 

And own the force of Reaſon urg'd by Wit. 


Tas then plain Donne in honeſt vengeance roſe, 
His Wit harmonious, though his Rhyme was profe ; 
He midſt an Age of Pans and Pedants wrote 

With genuine fenfe, and Roman ſtrength of thought. 


Let fearce had Satire well relum' d ber ſtame; 
{With 

re Britain faw the foul revolt commerce, 
And treacherous Wit began her war with Senfe. 
Then roſe a ſhamefefs mercenary train, 2 
Whom lateſt Time ſhall view with juſt diſdain 2 . 
A race antaſtic, in whoſe gaudy line 
Untuter d thought and tinfel beauty ſhine: 
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grief the Mufe recoras her Country's ſhame) 420 


POP ns POEMS. 


Him with her love propitious Satire bleſt, 
And breath'd her airs divine into his bteaſt x 


And faultleſs Judgment guides the pureft Fire, 


And centres every Poet”s power in one: 


ö 1 Guilt and Dulneſs foath the ſight, 
As Spe | 


What catch the lightning, but the ſpeed 
410 
| Each Muſe for tHee with kind contention ſtrove; 


] 


| Wit's ſhattered Mirror lies in fragments bright; 


aer that could mount, and gain the Kindred ſcies, 236 


To Strumpets; Traitors, 'Tyrants; vilely thrown: 440 


Reflects not Nature, but confounds the fight. 

Dry Morals the Court-Poet bluſh'd to fing; 

"Twas all his praiſe to ſay “the oddeft thing.“ 430 
Proud fot a jeſt obſcene, a Patton's nod; | 

To martyt Virtue; or blaſpheme his God; 


| Tl1-fated Dryden ] who uninov'd can fee 2 
' extremes of wit and meanneſs jcin'd in Thee? 3 


Low creeping in the putrid fink of vice: 

A Muſe whom Wiſdom woo'd, hut woo'd in vain, 
The Pimp of Power, the Proſtitute to Gain: 
Wreaths, that ſhould deck fair Virtue's form alone, 


Unrival'd Parts, the ſcorn of honeſt fame; 

And Genius riſe; i Monumentor fhame | 

| More happy France: immortal Bolleau there 

Supported Genius with a Sage?s care: e 
106 

Fancy and Senſe to form his line conſpire, 


But fee; at length, the Britih Genius ſmile. 1 2 
And ſhower her bounties o'er her favour'd Iſle: 456 
Behold for Pope ſhe twines the laurel crown, 


Each Roman's force adotns his various page; 

Gay ſmiles, collected ſtrengtu, and manly rage. wh 
* bw 455 
res vaniſh at approaching light; | 
In this clear Mirror with delight we view 
Exch Image juſtly fine; and boldly true? 
Here Vice dragg'd torth by Truth's ſupteme decree, 
Beholds and hates het own deforrtiity ; J 
White ſeif-feen Virtue in the faithful line 

With modeſt joys ſurveys her form divine. 
But oh, what thoughts, what numbers ſhall I find; 
But faintly to expreſs the Poet's mind | 4 


Who yonder Stars? effulgence can diſplay, 
| Unlefs he dip his pentil in the ray ? 
Who paint a God, unlefs the God infpire?, _ 
of fire? 

So, mighty Pope, to make thy Genius knowng | 
Al power is weak, all numbers—bat thy own., 478 


For thee the Graces left th? Idalian grove ; 
With watchful fondnefs o'er thy craddle hung, 
Attun'd thy voice, and form'd thy infant tongue. 
Next to her Bard majeſtic Wiſdom came; 

The bard enraptur'd caught the heaventy flame: 
With taſte ſuperior ſcorn'd the venal tribe, 
Whom fear can ſway, or guilty greatneſs bribè; 
At Faney's call who rear the wanton fail, 
Sport with the ſtream, and trifle in the gale 
Sublimer iow thy daring Spirit bound; 
Thy mighty Voyage was Creation's round; 
Intent new Worlds of Wiſdom to explore, 


475 
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And bleſs Mankind with Virtue's facred ſtore z 
A nobler joy than Wit can give, impart; . _. 48 
425 332 pour a moral tranſport er the heart. 


Fo 


POPE's POEMS. 369 
Pantaſtic Wit ſhoots momentary fires, 1 ö : AN | 
And, like a meteor, 2 we g 7 | 8 
Wit kindled by the ſulphurous breath of Vice, 2 3 - : TY 
Like the blue Vehenin 4 while it ſhines, deſtroys : 4904 E 8 8 A Y Oo N M A Ny — 


But Genius, Rid by Triith's eternal ray, 


* clear and cunſtant, like the ſou ce of day : N= th 
ike this its beam, prolific and refin'd, + IN 
Feeds, wa ms, inſpirits, and exalts the mind; . © 


Mildiy diſpels each wintery Paſſion's gloom, 495 8 83 ; 
And opens all the Virtues into bloott. _ - | FOUR EPISTLES; 
This praiſe, immortal Pope, do thee be given. , | | 5 

Thy Genius was indeed a Gift from Heaven. | | SE | 
Hail, Bard unequal'd, in whoſe deathleſs line T0 

Reaſon and wit with ape collected ſhine 1 500 : | 
Where matchleſs Wit but wins the ſecond praiſe, bb. ws wot s wick het zu. 
Loft, nobly loft, in Truth's ſuperior blaze. . - H. St. John, Lord Bolingbrokx: 
Did Fl iendſhip e' er miſlead thy wandering Muſe ? | 

That Friendſhip ſure may plead the great excuſe: 


5 Atcunznt of 
Oy ſacred Friendſhip which inſpir'd thy Song, 503 85 ER 
air in defect, and amiiably wrong. | X 2 1 
| Error like this ev'n Truth can ſcarce reprove 3 EPI 8T LE I. 
Tis almoſt Virtue when it flows from Love. 5 
7 Ye deathleſs Names, ye Sons of endleſs praiſe, Of the Natare and State of Man with rea 
By Vitue crown'd with never- fading bays ! 310 Univerſe; 
Up ſhall an artleſs Muſe, if you inſpite, | * = . | 
Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ? or Man 15 the abtratr. I. That we can judge 
An , I. we can judge bn 
ns O Waburton, .infpir d by You, with regard to our own ſyſtem, being ignorant of the 
T e dating Muſe a nobler path purſue, TL 4 relations of ſyſtems and things, wer. 17; Go. 
By You inſpir'd, on trembling pinions ſoar, 315 III. Thur Man is not to be deemed imperfe, but a Be- 
TY _ r n oh | ing ſuited to bis place and rank in the creation; agreea- 
n her bold numbers chain 4 and e rages Ble to the general Order of things, and tonformable tis 
And bid her Country 8 glor y tire, ber page 5 Ends and Relations to bim unknown, wer. 35, Cc. 
Jf ſuch her fate, do thou, Faic Truth, deſcend; 2 1II. That it is partly upon bis Ignorance of Future 
| e HEneh * 2 an honeſt end ! 320 events, and partly po the bepr of a future fate, 
Kindly ſevere, inſtru her equal line 3 that all bis bappineſs in the preſent d s, ter. 775 
To court no Friend, no: own a Foe but thine. Sc. IV. The pride of aiming at mare knodvledge 
wn if her giddy eye ſhould vainly quit and pretending to more Perfection, the cauſe if Mar's 5 
if Rong paths, re e Maze of wit; . 3 error and mi eryse, Tbe impiety of putting bimfelf in 
a - 2 ane eber ow . 525] rhe place of God, andjudging of the frnefe or unfit- 
a oner incenle at Corruption, tine „ ne, perfedtion or imperfeffion, juſtice or eee, of - 
, . "Bio fs Non 4 = T0 ol 
"hes 22 e ee e e eee conſound; 51, diſperſationt, wer. 109, Se. V. The abſurdi- 
: aſh a oy ing pox = . e 3 97 conc eiting himſelf the final cauſe of the treation, 
: ings bes to ue. e 1 1 K may ite or expbct᷑ing that per fełt ion inthe moral world, which 
5 at gU11t is doom @ to. DE 530 i: not in the natural, ver. 131, Cc. VI. Tbe ua 


reaſonableneſs of his complaints againſt Providence, . 
i in - 4. 3 2 4 Perfection of ; 
| the Angels, and on the aber the bodily qualifications 
E of the Brutes ; though, to poſſeſs a #4 the ſenſitive 
8 | faculties in a bigher degtee, 001d render bim miſer- 
_ able, ver, 173, Sc. VII. That throughout the 
tobole viſible world, an univerſal order and gradati- 
on in the ſenſual! and mental faculties is obſerved, - 
ꝛobich cauſes a ſubordination of creature to creature, 
and of all creaturei to Man. The gradations of 
ſenſe, inſtinkt, thought, reflettion, Jan". that rea. 
on alone countervails all the otber faculties, wer. 207 
VIII. How much farther this order and ſubording- 
tion F living creatures may extend above and blos 
8 usz were any purt of idhich broken, get that part 
|} only, but the whole chnbected oreatich mu? be deſtr oy = 
ed, ver. 133. IX. The ettrayugarce, madnei., 
and pride ſuch a deſire, ver. 250. X. The con- 
ſequence © all the abſolute ſtbmifficn due to Provis 
| dence, beth as to our preſent and future ſia, ver. 
| 281, Cc. ro the end. | 
1 | Aka 
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BPISTLE 4. 


WAKE, my St. John! "Mg all meaner things 
To low ambition; and the pride of Kings. 

Let w{ſince Life can little more ſupply” | 
'Than juſt to look about us and to die) 
Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene. of Man; 5 
A mighty maze | but not without a plan: 
A Wild, where weeds and flowers promiſcuous ſhoot ; 
Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 
Together let us beat this ample field, 
Try what the open, what the covert yield; 10 
The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 
Of all who blindly creep, tor ſightleſs ſoar ; 
Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
And catch the Manners living as they riſe ; 
Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we canz 15 
But vindicate the ways of God to man. 


j ; 
I. Say firſt, of God abeve, or Man below, 
What can we reaſon, but from what we know ? 
Of man, what ſee we but his ſtation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer? 2.0 


known, 
*Tis ours to trace him, only in our own. 
He, who through vaſt immenſity can pierce, 
See, warlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, -3 
Obſerve. bow ſyſtem. into ſyſtem runs, 25 
What other planets circle other ſuns, 
What vary'd Being peoples every ſtar, 
May tell why Heaven has made us as we ara. 
But of this frame the hearings and the ties, 
The ſtrong connections, nice dependencies, 30 
Gradations juſt, has thy pervading ſoul 
Look'd through ?. or can a part contain the whole: ? 


Is the great chain, that draws all to agree, * 
And draun ſupports, upheld by God, or thee I 


II. — Man! the reaſon would thou 
Ba, 

Why form'd ſo weak, ſo itttle, and fo blind? 
Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon e, i 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no lefs ? 
Aſk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or weaker than the weeds they ſhade ; 1% 40 
Or aſk of yonder argent fields above, 
Why 28 s Satellites are leſs than Jove ? 


Of Syſtems poſſible, if 'tis confeſt, 
That Wiſdom infinite mutt form the beſt, 


And all that riſes, riſe in due degree; 

Then, in the ſcale of reaſoning life, tis ola, 
There muſt be, ſomewhere, ſuch a1ank as Man ; 
And all the queſtion (wrangle e'er ſo long) 


ReſpeQing Man, whatever wrong we call 

ay, muſt muſt be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, though labour'd on with pain, 
A thouſand moyements ſcarce one purpoſe bein: 5 
In God's, 4 can its end produce; 


Yet ſerves ta ſecond too ſome other uſes "55 | 


His time a moment, and a point his ſpace, 


Through worlds ungumber'd through the God, be 


- 


of 
Where all muſt full or not coherent be, +; 0 


Is only this, if -God has plac'd him wrong e 


80 Man, who here ſeems principal * 


5 


POPE'S POEMS. 55 


Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere ande 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 


Tis but a part we ſee, and not a whole, 5 i 


When the proud feed ſhall know why man re- 
. . ſtrains oY | 

His fiery courſe,, or drives kim as the pleine ; 

When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 

Is now a victim, and now ZEgypt's God x - . 

Then ſhall Man's pride and dulneſs comprehend bg 

His actions', paſſions', being's, uſe and end; 

Why doing, ſufferings. check'd, impell'd ; and hy 


This hour a ſlave; the next a delty. 


Then ſay not Man's imperfect, Heaven in fault; 
Say rather, Man 's as perfect as he oughtz 70 
His knowledge meaſur'd to his ſtate and place; 

If to be perfect in a certain ſphere, 11 
What matter, ſoon or late, or here, or there? 

The bleſt to-day is as completely ſo, * 75 
As who began a thouſand years ago. 


III. Heaven from all creatures hides the book of | 
Fate, 
All but the page prefcrib? d, their preſent tae; 
From brutes what men, from men what ſpirits know : 
Or who could ſuffer Being here below ? 
The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 
Had he thy Reaſon, would he'ſkip and play? 


| Pleas'd to the laſt, he ctops the flowery food, 


And licks the hand juſt rals d to ſhed his blood. 

Oh blindneſs to the future! kindly given, 
That each may fill the circle mark'd by * 
Who ſees with equal eye, as God of all. 

A hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall, _ 

Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd, 1235 
And now a bubble burſt, and now A world, 5 90 


- Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions foarz 
Wait the great teacher Death; and God adore, 
What future bliſs, he gives nat thee to know, 
But gives that Hope to be-thy-blefling now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaft : 
Man never Is, but alwaps To be bleſt: 
The ſoul, uneaſy, and confin'd from home, 
Re ſts and expatiates in a life to come. 


Lo, the poor Indian ! whoſe untutor'd mind | 


93 / 


Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 100 


His foul proud / Science never taught to ſtray 
Far as the ſolar walk, or milky way; 


| Yet ſimple Nature te his hope has given, 


Behind the cloud-topt hill, an hembler heaven; 

Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 105 
Some' happier iſland in the watery waſte, 

Where ſlaves once more their native land behold, 

No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 

To Be, contents his natural deſire, 

He aſks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; 110 
But thinks, admitted to that equal ſky, at 


His faithful dog ſhall bear him company. 


IV. Go, wiſer thou ! and in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 
Weigh thy Opinion againſt Providence; 
Call imperfection what thou fancy'ſt ſuch 
Say, here he gives too little, there too much i 


9 


— 
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Deſtroy all creatures for thy ſport or gut, |  - | Now looking downwards, juſt as griev'd appears 27 

Vet ſay, if Man's unhappy, God 's unjuſt To want the ſtrength of bulls, he fur of 2 | 75 
If Man alone ingroſs not Heaven's bigh care, Made for bis uſe all creatures if he call, 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there : 120 Say, what their uſe, had he the powers of all!“ 
Snatch from his hand the halance and the rod, Nature to theſe, without prufuſion, kind. 
Re · judge his juſtice, be the God of God. The proper organs, proper powers aſſigu' dz 180 
In Pride, in reaſoning Pride, our error lies; Each ſeeming want-corgpenſated of courſe,” / 
All quit their ſphere, and ruſh into the ſkies. Here with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force z 
Pride till is aiming at the bleſt abodes, 125 All in exact proportion to the'ftatez. l 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. | 
Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, Each beaft, each inſect, happy in its own: © 185 
Aſpiring to be Angels, Men rebel: Is Heaven unkind to Man, and Man alone? 
And who but wiſhes tojinvert the laws ]Shall he alone, whom rational we call. 
Of Order, fins againſt th. Eternal Cauſe, _ 130 | Be pleas'd with nothing, if not bleſt with all? 


- 1 * 5 4 ; 3 A & 2 
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* * 


* . ö 
- 


| The bliſs of Man (could Pride that bleſſing find) 
Is not te act or think beyond mankind z *- 190 
No powers of body or of ſoul roſhare, 
But what his nature and his ſtate can bear. : 
Why bas not Man a microſcopie eye: 
For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fl xf. 44 
Say what the uſe, were finer oßtics zven, 19 
T inſpect a mite, not compre hend · the heaven 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 


V. Aſk for what end the heavenly bodies ſhine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe ? Pride anſwers, . „ Tis for 
mine : Ree al 8 

« For me kind Nature wakes her genial power; 
« Suckles each herb, and fpreads out every flower; 
« Annual for me, the grape, the roſe, renew 135 
The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; 

« For me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings 
Fot me, health guſhes from a thouſand Tprings ; 
Seas roll to watt me, ſuns to light me riſe; 

« My fost-ſtool earth, my canopy the ſkies,” 140 


- 


Jo ſmart and agonize at every ore? | 
Or quick effluvia darting throngh the brain, 
Die of a roſe in atomatic pain? 408 


d n e emen FN If Nature thunder'd in his opening ears, 
But errs not Nature from this gracious end, And ſtunn d him with the muſic ot the ſpheres, it © I 
From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcend, How would he wiſhithat- Heaven had left him ll!“ 


When earthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſts ſweep The whiſperin Zephyr and the purling vill e 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep? | Who finds not Providence all good and wife, 205. 
No ('tis reply d) the firſt Almighty Cauſe 145 | Alike in what it gives, and what denies? 
# 6 Acts not by partial, but by general laws 5 | | le OF 
„ Th" exceptions fer; ſome change ſince all began; | VII. Far as Creation's ample range extends,” 
And what created perfect? Why then Man? | The ſcale of ſenſual, mental powers aſcend : 


4 © 


If the great end be human Happineſs, i Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race, 
Then Nature deviates; and can Man do leſs? 150 From the green myriads in the peopled gruſs ; 210 
As much that end a conſtant edurſe requires hat modes of. fight betwiæt each idee,, i? 

Ot ſhowers and ſun- ſhine, as of Man's defires; - The mole's dim curtain, and the lyen's beim; 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſcies, Of ſmeil, the headlong lioneſs between, n, 


As men for ever temperate, calm, and wiſe, And hound ſagacious on the tainted green nk 
If plagues or earthquakes break not” Heaven's de fig, Of hearing, from the life that fills the food, 218 
/ Why then a Borgin, or a Catiline?s? _£ , | Tathathwhich warbles through the vetnal wn! 
/ Who knows, but he whoſe hand the lightning forms, The ſpid&'s touch, how exquiſnely ne! 
| Who heaves old Ocean, and: who wings the'ftorms;: Feels at aach thread, and lives along the line: 
Pours fierce Ambition in à C#far's mind. ln the nice bee what ſenfe-ſorſubtlyirue © 2415 +l) 27. 
Or turns young Ammon looſe ta ſcourge manł iat i ba From poiſonous e xhs extracts the ain dew br 220” 
From pride, from pride, our very reaſoning ſprings; How Inſtinct varievin the groveling Twine: 1 — 
Account for moral as fur natural things: 20001, 1 Fran half-reaſoning elephant, th thine ! 
Why charge we Heaven in thoſe, in theſe acquit 
In both, to reaſon right, is to ſubmit, oo 2 71 


» 
1 Twixt that, and Keeſon, what a nice barrier! 
For ever ſeparate," et tot ever ear 
1 85 aur ni 5 N 1A Remembrance and Re flect ion ee ** y omg 
wt p 7 tt 1 orien parti . fi ou det... 
777) 
Were there all harmosy, al l virtue here ;, crit e d Vet never paſs tho miuperabiæ line l big nerd gt 
That never air or ocean felt the wind, 1 f , 


5 
& 


dean lelt the wind... Without this juſt-gradationg.ccould they bee ty 
bar never paſſion diſcompos'd themind, 1 £ bjected, theſe to thoſe, en alba thee, | 25. : 
| And wa are ThE Reis of Hits , 39 gh 170 The powers of all ſubdued by thee alone, hy 9 
— The general Order, ſince the whole began, rom m_ e EY 1 oo : 55 7 85 5 110 9 
ls kept in Nature, and is kept in Man, |: va. See, through this air, this ocean, and thia if 

5 ! earth, | | 7 6:4 


VI. What would this Man? Now upward will he | All matterquick;: and burſting into hört.. 
3's r Above rhow high, progreſſive life may go! 23 
1 how wide! bow deep extend below | 


8 Har, een 1 
And, little leſs than Angel, would be more; A 
| * . 


— — —— — - 


org 


Vaſt chain of being! which from God ol began, 
Natures ethereal; human, angel, man, 
bird, fiſh, inſet, what no eye can ſee, 
o glaſo can teach ; from Infinite to thee, ' 
I rom thee to Neth, ng—On ſuperior powers 
ere we to preſs, inferior might on gurs ; 
Lhd, Rewer hes , 
re, one ſtep broken, the great ſcale's deſtroy d: 
Fend, es 3 chain whitever” link y you ftrike, ya 
Ter or ten 8 l breaks the chain dike, 


And, if Ab fy ſtem eee 
Alike effential to th* amazing Whole, 
The leaſt confuſion hut in dne, not all 
That ſyſtem only, but the L muſt fall. 
Let Earth unbalang'd'from her orbit fly, 
Fase and Suns run lawleſs through the ky; 
t ruling Angels from their ſpheres be buil's, 
eing on Being wreck'd, and world on world; 
eaven's whole foun 
And Nature trembles da the throne of God. 
All this dread Order break for whom ?. for thee? 
Vil MA 


e 3 Pride ö 


IX. What if the fpet, ordain'd the duft to tread, 
2 3 to toil, aſpit'd to be the head 2 * 
Wh cif the head, the eye, or ear, repin'd 
To ſerye mere engines to the ruling Mind? 
uſtias abſurd, for any part to claim 
be another, in this general frame: 
__ abſurd, to mourn the taſks or pains 


be great directing Mind. of all ordaing * 


— 


<= 


265 


All hd 3 3 
Whoſe body Nature is, and apendin hole, 5 | 
Tha, chang'd through all, and yet in Abe ſame = 
Greatin the earth, as in th* ethereal frame; 
Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, ; 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſotns i in the trees ; 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent; 3. 
Spreads 9p" £4" operates unſpent; 
Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 57 
As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns : 

To bim no high, no low, no great, * no ſmall ; 
He wg 5 bounds, na _ _— 280 


X. Ceaſe 4 nor r 1 name; 
Out proper bleſs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point: This Kind, this due de 
Of blindnets, weakneſs, Heaven beſtows on 
Subnũt.—In this, 6r any other ſphere, * 
Secure to be as bleſt ax thou canſt boar t 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Power, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All Nature is but Art, unknown'to the 


235; 


ö 


All Chance, Direction, which thou canſt not ee z *9o 4 


All Diſcord,” Harmony not underſtood; 

All partiai Evil, univerſai Good. 
And, ſpite of Bae, inerring Reaſon's ſpite; 
Ons . 15 * e ts in” aꝛ0nr. 


9 


| 


4 
| Whe 


* 


I Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 


150] 


1 


do their centre vod, 288 


26 


A 


& 


270 


PORMS 


ARGUMENT On 


EPISTLE I. 


| 
Of the Nature and state of Man with reſpeg 
to Himſelf, at an Indiyidual, 


I. THE bufineſs 71 not to pry into, Cod, but to 
| Budy bimſel f. His Middle Nature: bis Powers, 
and Frailties, ver. 1 to 19. The Limits «f bit ca- 
? 2 ver. 19, Cc. II. The two Principles of, 
Sol -love and Reaſon, both neceſſary, ver. 53, 

& 55 245 love 'the ſtronger,” and why, ver. 67, 
Se. Their end the ſame, wer. 81, Sec. III. The. 
Paſſions, and their uſe, wer. 93 7e 130, The Pres 
„„ Paſſion, a nd its force, ver, 132 f 160, 
Tts needffity, in direfing men to different purpoſes, 
wer. 165, 8 c. 5 Providential Uſe, in fixing our 
Principle, and aſcertaining dur Virtue, wer. 17). 
IV. Firtue and þ ice joined in our mixed Nature 5 
the limits near, yet the things ſeparate and evident 
bat is the O . Reaſon; wer. 202 t9 216, V. 
"odious Vice in utſelf,- and how we deceive our- 

es into it, ver. 217. VI. That bowever, the 
Ends of Providence and general.Good are anjwered 

in our Paſſions and Imper fettions, ver. 235z Cc. 
How uſefully theſe are diſtributed to all. Orders of. 
. "Men, ver. 241. - How uſeful they are to Society, 
ver. 251. 22 to Individuals, Ver. 263. In . 
' Hatt, e ies ver. 273 e. 2 


I. Now. then thyſelf, cw not God to my | 
The proper Rudy of Mankind i is Man. 
Mew” on this iſthᷣmus of a middle tate, —_ 
A being darkly wiſe, and rudely great; 
With too much knowledge for A ſceptic ide, 
With too much weakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 
| He bangs hetween, in doubt to act, or reſt; 


5 


In doubt to deem Rimſelf a God, . 


. 


In doubt his Mind ar Body to prefer; 

Born but to die, and reaſoning but to err; 

Alike in ignorance, his reaſon ſuch, 

ther he thinks too little, or too much: 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion, all n. 8 

alt by himſelf abus d or diſabus d; ed 

Created half to riſe, and half to fall; 15 

Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd: 

The glory, ieſt, and riddle of the world |, 


| : Go, wondrous creature | mount where Science 


guides, 
Go, meaſure MDs weigh air, and 25 the 12215 20 E 


Y 


bw 
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jaſtruct the planets in what orbs to run, 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 

Go, ſoar with Plato toth*. empyreal ſphere, 
To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fait; 


And quitting ſenſe call imitating God; 
As Eaſtern prieſts in giddy circles run, 
Ard turn their heags to imitate the Sun. 
| Po teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule 
he 


n drop into thyſelf, and be a fool! 20 


Superior þeings, when of late they faw 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, 
Admir'd ſuch Wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 
And ſhew'd a Newton ag we ſhew an Ape. 


| Wits, juſt like Fools, at war about a name, 83 


Could he, whoſe rules the rapid Comet bind, 35 


Deſcribe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 
Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 
Explain his own beginning or his end? 
Alas, what wonder! Man's ſuperior part 
Vncheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art; 4 
But when his own great work is but begun, 
What Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undone. 

Trace Science then, with Modeſty thy guide 3 
Firſt ſtrip off all her equipage of Pride 5 324 


"O 


Deduct what is but Vanity or Dreſs, 45 


Or Learning's Luxury, or Idleneſs 3 | 
Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain; 

| Expunge the whole, or lop th* excreſcent parts 
Of all our Vices have 0 
Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 


Which ſery'd the pat, and mult the times to come! 


II. Two Principles in human nature reign ; 
Self. love, to urge, and Reaſon, to reitrain 3 
Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, $5 
Each works its end, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper operation till, 

Aſcribe all Good, to their improper, III. 


Self-love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoyl ; 


Reaſon's comparing balance rules the whole. 60 


Man, but for that, no action could attend, 
And, but for this, were active to no end : 
Fir d like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 
To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot; 5 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawleſs through the void, 65 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf defiroy'd, : 


Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires z 
/ Adtive its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lie, ö 


Porm'd but to check, deliberate, and adviſe. 70 


elf. love, ſtill ſtronger, as its object nigh ; | 
Reaſon's at diſtance, and in profpe& lie: 
That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; * 
Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. 
Thicket than arguments, temptations throng, 75 
At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 
The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend, f 
eaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 
Attention, habit, and experience gains; 
Exch Srengthens Reaſon, and ſelf-love reſtrains. 80 
Let ſubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight 
ore ſtudious to divide than to unite; EO 
And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon ſplit, 


"Mall the raſh dexterity of wits 


4 


1 


Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame, 


Self- lo e and Reaſon to one end aſpire, 


Pain their averſion, Pleaſure their deſire; 
Or tread the mazy round his fallowers trod, ae) 


But greedy That, its object would devour, 

This taſte the honey, and not wound the flower t 
Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly underſtood, 

Our greateit evil, or our greateſt good. 


III. Modes of Self-love the Paſſions we may call; 
*Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: | 
But ſince not every good we can divide, 95 
And Reſon bids us for our own provide ; 

Paſſions, though ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 

Liſt under Reaion, ad deſerve her care; 

Thoſe, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 
Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name, 100 


In lazy Apathy let Staics boaſt 
Their Virtue fix d; tis fix'd as in a froſt; » 
Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt; 
But ſtrength of mind is Exerciſe, not Reſt ; 
The riſing temꝑeſſt puts in act the foul ; 105 
Parts it may ravape,' but preſeryes the whole. 
On life's vaſt ocean diverſeiy-we fail, 
Reaſon the card, but Paſſſon is the gale ; 
Noc God alone in the (till calm we find, 
He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind 119 


Paſſions, like elements, though born to fight 


| Yet mix'd and ſoften'd, in his work unite : 
ted Arts; 30 


Theſe *tis enough to temper and employ; 

But what compoſes Man, can Man deſtroy ? 
Suffice, that Reaſon keep to Nature's road, 115 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling train 3 


Hate, Fear, and Grief, the famiiy of Pain 


' Theſe mix'd with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of tne mind; 120 


The lights and ſhades, whole well-accorded ſtrife 
_ | Gives ail the ſtrength and colour of our life. 


Pleaſures are eyer in our hands and eyes; 

And, when in act they ceale, in proſpect riſe ; 
Preſent to graſp, and future till ta find, — 126 
The whole employ of body and of mind. | 
All ſpread their charms, but charm not all alike; 

On different ſenſes, different objects ſtrike ; 

Hence different Paſſions more or leſs inflame, { 

As ſtrong or weak, tie organs of the frame; 130- 
And hence ong maſter Paiſion in the bræam, 

Like Aaron's ſerpent, iwallows up the reſt, _ 


As Man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 

| Receives the lurking principle of death; h 
The young diſeaſe, which muſt ſubdue at length, 135 

Grows with his growth, and ftrengthens with his 

So, caſt and mingled with his very frame, { ftrength; 

The Mind's diſcaſe, its ruling Paſſion came; 


Each vital humour, which ſhould teed the whole, 


Soon flows to this, in body and in foul: - 146 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 

As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Imagination plies her dangerous art, | 

And pours it all upon the peccant part. 


Nature its mother, Habit is its nurſe; 145 


| Wits Spirit, Faculties, but make it worſe ; 
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The choice, we make, or juſtify it made; 


And ia one intereſt body acts with mind. 


Is gentle love, ans. charms all womankind; 190 
Envy, to which th“ ignoble mind's a Tones 


But what will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame, 


374 POP E= 


Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and power; | 
As Heaven's bleſt beam turns vinegar more four, 


We, wretched ſubjects though to lawleſs ſway, 
In this weak queen, ſome favourite ſtill obey: 150 
Ah! if ſhe lend not arms as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools?, . 
Teach us to mourn our Nature, not to mend 
A ſharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend! 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 155 


Proud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, 

She but removes wealc paſſions for the ſtrong : 

So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 

The doctor fancies he has driv'n them out. 160 


Yes, Nature's road muſt ever be preferr'd ; 
Reaſon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard: 
»Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow, _ | 
And treat this paſſion more as friend than foe ; | 
A mightier Power the ſtrong direction ſends, 155 
And ſeveral Men impels to ſeveral ends : 
Like varying winds, by other paſſions toſt, 
This drives them conſtant to a certain coaſt. 
Lec power or knowledge, gold or glory, pleaſe, 
Or (oft more ſtrong thay all) the love of eaſe; 176 
Through life tis follow d, ev'n at life's expence 3 | 
he merchant's toil, the ſage's indolence, 
he monk's. humility, the hero's pride, | 
All, all alike, find Reaſon on their ſide 
Th' Eternal Art, educing good from ill, 175 
Grafts on this Paſſion our beſt principle: | 
*Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix d, 
Strong grows the. Virtue with his nature mix'd;, 
he droſs cements what elſe, were too re fin an | 


1 


ö "1 7 130 
As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 

On ſavage ſtocks inſerted-learn to beat; 
The ſureſt Virtues thus from Paſſion ſhoot, . . 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root, 
What crops of wit and honeſty appear 1 86 
From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, bate, or fear 

See anger, zeal and;tortitude fupply.z 

Ev*n avarice, prudence 3 floth, philoſophy ;:. 

Luft, through ſome certain trainers well refin'd, 


Is emulation in the learn'd or brave; 
Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name, 


Thus Nature gives us (let ft check our pride) 195 
The virtus neareſt to our vice ally'd x 
Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill, 
And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. 
The fiery foul abhorr'd in Catiline, 


The ſame ambition can deftroy or ſave, 
And makes a patriot. as it makes ; a knave. 


This light and darkneſs in our chaos join'd, 
What ſhall divide? The God within the mind. 


Extremes Nature equal ends produce, 20 5 
In man they join to ſome myſtericus uſe ; 
Though each by 4prns the other's bound invade, 


That counter-works:each: 
That · di ſappoĩnts ti? effect 
That, happy frailties to all ranks apply d; 


Fear to the ſtateſman, keln to the chief; 


POEM 8. 


Fools! who from hence into the notion fall, 
That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 

If white and black blend, ſoften, and unite 

A thouſand ways, is there no black or white? 
Aſk your on heart, and nothing is ſo plain; 
"Tis to miſtake them, coſts the time and pain. 


Vice i is a monſter of fo frightful mien, 

As, to be hated, needs but to be ſeen; 

Yet ſeentoo oft, familiar with her face, 

We firſt endure, then pity, then embrace. 220 
But where th* Extreme of Vice, was nel er agreed: 
Aſk where's the North ? at York, tis on the Tweedz 
In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there, 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where, 
No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 225 
But thinks his neighbour further gone than he: 

Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 

Or never feel the rage, or never own 3 

What. happier natyres ſhrink at with affright, ._ 
The hard eee a is Ng Ns _ 
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Virtuous and Vicious every n man muſt be, 

Few in th' extreme; but all in the degree; {.t 

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wiſe;: 

And ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they 1 el 

Tis but by parts we follow: good orill; - BREE 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it ſtill; 2 91 7 

Each individual ſeeks a ſeveral goal; 

But Heaven's great view, is One, and thatthe Whole 
and caprice 

eyery vice: 


Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride; 


To king's pre ſumption, and to crowds co BY 

That, Virthe's ends from vanity can. raiſe, * 446 
Which ſecks no intereſt, no reward but praiſe; . 

And build on wants, and on defects of minds, 
8 joy, 80 baer the N of Aaken. my ah ; 5 


Heaven forming oY on. other to e 
A maſter, or a ſervant, r friend. 1 


Till one Man's Weakneſs grows the ire ogth of all... 


-| Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call, 


{ Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer fill 9 80 


The common intereſt, or endear the tie. 
To the ſe we owe true friendſhip, love Deen fe 255 
Each home - felt joy that life inherics here 


Yet from the ſame, we learn, in its decline; 
Thoſe joys, thoſe loyes, thole intereſta, to reßga: 
Taught half by reaſon, half hy mere decays” (SUS 
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Whate'er the 14% wledge,, pet 8 a 
Not one will change bis kay with himſel 
The learn'd is happy nature to explore, 
The fool is happy that he knows no Moy | t 60! 
The rich is happy in the. plenty. given,, 7 
The poor contents him with the care of leben 156 


See the blind beggar dance, the cripple fas dn 75 5 


As, in ſome well-wrought picture, licht and ſhade, 
And oft ſo mix, the difference is too nice 6 


Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice, 


1 


The ſot a hero, lunatic a king: bot tacitut 0105) 
The ſtarving chemiſt , .in.his golden neus, 32 610 15h 


210 Supcemely bleſt, the Lt n bis Waun 1 1270 
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POPE's POEMS. 


zee ſome ſtrange comfort every ſtate attend, 
And pride beſtow'd on all, a common friend: 
See ſome fit paſhon every age ſupply ;z ; 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. 


Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 2751 


pleas'd with à rattle, tickled with a ſtraw | 
Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, but as empty quite : 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, 
And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age 3 280 
Pleas'd with this bauble ſtill; as that before; 
Till tir'd he ſleeps, and Life's poor play is o'er. 
Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays 
Thoſe painted clouds that. beautify our days: 
Fach want of happineſs by Hope ſupply'd, 

And each vacuity of ſenſe by Pride: 

Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy; 

In folly's cup ſtill ĩaughs the bubble, joy: 

One proſpect loſt, another ſtill we gain; 

And not a vanity. is giv'n in vain; 

Ev'n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure other's wants by thine, 
dee! and confeſs one comfort ftill muſt riſe ; 
'Tis this, Though Man's a fool, yet Gop 1s wis x. 
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ARGUMENT OF 
EPISTLE II 


ol the Nature and State of Man with reſpe& 
a to Societj. 1 : 


I, THE whole Univerſe one ſyſlem of Society, wer. 7. 
&c. Nothing made wvho 5 for itſelf, nor yet ⁊ubolly 
for another, wer. 27. The. bappineſs of Animals 
mutual, ver. 49. II. Reaſon. or Inſtinct operate 
alike to the good of each Individual, wer. 79. Rea- 
fon or Inſtinct operate alſo. to. Society in all animals, 
ver. 109. III. How far Society carried by Inſtinct, 
ver. 115, How much farther by Reaſon, ver. 
128. IV. Of that aubicb is called the State of Na- 
ture, ver. 144. Reaſon inſtructed by Inſtinct in 
the Invention of Arts, wer. 166. and in the Forms 
J Society, wer. 176. V. Origin of Political So- 
cieties, ver. 196. Origin of Merarchy, ver. 207. 
Patriarchal Government, wer. 212. VI. Origin of 

true Religion and Government, from the ſame prin- 

ciple, of Love, ver. 231, &c. Origin of Super- 
ſition and Tyranny, from the ſame principle of Fear, 
ver. 237, Sc. The Influence of Self-love operat- 
ing to the focial and public Good, wer. 266. Re- 

Heration of true Religion and Government, on their 

Wa principle, ver. 28 5. Mixed Government, ver. 

288. Various Forms of each, and the true end of 

all, ver. 300, &c, 


The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 


| Combining all below, and all above. 


| See life diſſolving vegetate again: 


Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 
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L.FERE then we reſt 3 © the Univerſal Cauſe 
« Acts to one end, but acts by various laws. 
In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health; 8 
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Let this great truth be preſent night and day; 3 
But moſt be preſent, if we preach or prax. 


| Look round our World, behold the chain of Love 


— 
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See plaſtic Nature working to this end, | 
The fingle atems each to other tend, 10 
Attract, attracted to, the next in place ; 
Form'd and impell'd its neighbour to embrace, 

See matter next, with yarious life endued, 

Preſs to one centre till, the General Good, | 
See dying vegetables life ſuſtain, | 15 


—— — — 


All forms that periſh other forms ſupply, 
(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 
Like bubbles on the ſea of Matter borne, 
They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return» + 20, 
Nothing is foreign; Parts relate to whole; 

One. all-extending, all-preferving Soul 

Connects each being, greateſt with the leaſt z 

Made Beaſt in aid of Man, and Man of Beaſt ; 

All ſerv'd, all ſerving ; nothing ſtands alone; 25. 
The chain holds en, and where it ends, unknown, 
Has God, thou fool! work'd folcly for thy good, 
T hy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy food ! 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn,  _— 
For him as kindly ſpread the flowery lawn: 2 
1s it for thee the lark aſcends and ſings? 

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 


Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the note, 
Tho bounding ſteed you pompouſly be ſtride, 435 
Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride. 
Is this alone the ſeed that ftrews the plain? 

The birds of Heaven ſhall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harveſt of the golden year ? 

Part pays, and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer: 
The hog, that ploughs not, nor obeys thy call, 
Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 


* LY 
— . — N = "SS 
. — 8 — 
6 n - : 4 * 0 ws 1 7 
N * 4 . 1 1 
N 3 4 x % 1 — 8 n 2 ao * n ET. ry 4 3 = — LA ** * - 
- 4 E — n r WP: : ES OY r N -: — rr * * 
* — — 3 8 RE) AE RIES? 7 : 2 n 22 2 * 2 
FEE oy 2 ee h, ih Py 
— * * a : 45065 


tr one en 
- £2 


Know, Nature's children all divide her care 
The fur that warms a monarch, warm'd a bear. 
While Man exclaims, „ See all things for my uſe T 43 
«© See man for mine !“ replies a pamper'd gooſe : 
And juſt as ſhort of reaſon He muſt fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all, 
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Grant that the powerful ſtill the weak controul; 
Be Man the Wit, and Tyrant of the whole: 56 
Nature that Tyrant checks; be only knows, | 
And helps, another creature's wants and wces. 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 
Smit with her varying plumape, ſpare the dove? 


Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wings? 55 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela fings ? - 
Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woo. s, 4 


To beaſts his paſtures, and to fiſh his floods: 3g 
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For fome his intereſt prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride: 60 
All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
'Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury. 
That very li e his learned hunger craves, 
He faves from famine, from the ſavage ſaves ; | 
Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 65 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt : 
Which ſees no more the ſtroke, or feels the pain, 
an favout'd Man by touch ethereal ſlain. 

The creature had his feat of life before; 
Thou tov muſt periſh, when thy feaſt is o'er ! 70 
To each unthinking being, Heaven a friend, 
Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 
To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a view : 
A; while he dreads it, make him hope it too: 

he hour conceal'd, and ſo remote the fear, 75 
Beath ſtin draws nearer, never ſeoming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle! that Heaven aflign'd 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 


II. Whether with Reafon, or with Inftin& bleſt, 
Know, all enjoy that power which ſuits them beſt 3 80 
To blifs alike by that direction tend, 

And find the. means proportion d to their end. 

Say, where full Inſtinct is th* unerring guide, 

What Pope or Council ean they need beſide? 

Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, | 85 
Cares not for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt; 
Stays till we call, and then not often near; 

But honeſt inſtinct comes a volunteer, 

Sure never to o'erſhoot, but juſt to hit ; 

While ſtill too wide or ſhort is human Wit; 9 
Sure by quick Nature happineſs to gain, | 
Which heavier Reaſon labours at in vain. 
This too ſerves always, Reaſon never long: 
One muſt go right, the other may go wrong. 
See then the acting and comparing powers 95 
One in their nature, which are two in ours! | 
And Reaſon raiſe o'er Inſtinct as you can; 

In this tis God directs, in that tis Man. 


| Who taught the nations of the fleld and wood 

To ſhun their poiſon, and to chooſe their food? too 

Preſcient, the tides or tempeſts to withſtand, 

Build on the wave, or arch beneath the ſand ? 

Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, 

Sure as De Moivreg without rule or line? 
Who bid the ſtork, Columbus-like, explore 105 
Heavens not his own, and worlds unknown before? 
Who calls the council, ſtates the certain day? 
Who forms the phalanx; and who points the way? 


III. God, in the nature of each being, founds 
Its proper bliſs, and fets its proper bounds : 110 

t as he fram'd a Whole, the Whole to blefs, 

n mutual Wants built mutual Happineſs : 
So from the firſt; eternal Ox DER ran, 
And creature link'd to creature, man to man. | 
Whate'er of life all-quickening æther keeps; 115 
Or breathes through air, or ſhoots beneath the deeps; 
Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds. 
Not man albne, but all that roam the wood; 


{| With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 133 
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Each loves itſelf, but not itſelf alone, 

Each ſex deſires alike, till two are one. 

Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace: 
They love themſelves, a third time, in their race. 


| Thus beaſt and bird their common charge attend, 1235 


The mothers nurſe it, and the fires defend; 

The young diſmiſs'd to wander earth or air, 

There ſtops the Inſtinct, and there ends the care; 
The link diſſolves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace, 
Another love ſucceeds, another rate. 136 
A longer care Man's helpleſs kind demands; 

That longer care contracts more laſting bands: 
Reflection, Reaſon, ſtill the ties improve, 

At once extend the intereſt; and the love : 


Each Vintue in each Paſſion takes its turn; 

And ſtill new needs, new helps; new habits riſes 
That graft benevolence on tharities: a 

Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 

Theſe, natural love maintain'd, habittial thoſe; 146 
The laſt, ſcarce ripen'd intqperfe&t Man, 

Saw helpleſs him from whom their life began: 
Memory and forecaſt juſt returns engage, 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age; | 
While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd, 143 
Still ſpread the intereft, and preſerve the kind, 


IV. Nor think, in NA Tuns STATE they blindly 
The State of Nature was the reign of God: I trod; 
 Self-love and Scocial at her birth began, 

Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 156 
Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 
Man walk'd with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade 
The fame his table, and the ſame his bed: 

No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 
In the ſame temple; the reſounding wood; 155 
All vocal beings hymn'd their equal Od. 
The ſhrine with gore unftain'd, with gold undreſs'd, 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blameleſs prieft: 
Heaven's Attribute was Univerfal Care; | 

And man's prerogative, to rule, but ſpare: 169 
Ah! how unlike the man of time to come 


Of half that live the butther and the tomb; 


Who, for to Nature, hears the general groan, 
Murders their ſpecies, 'and betrays his pwn, 
But juſt diſeaſe to luxury ſucceeds, 

And every death its own avenger breeds 3 
The Fury-peſſions from that blood began, 
And turn'd on Man; a fiercer ſayag:; Man. 


166 


See him from Nature rifing ſlow to Art! RY 
Ts copy inſtinct then was reaſon's part: 170 
Thus then to Man the voice of Nature ſpake— 

« Go; from the Creatures thy inſtructions take: 
Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield; 
Learn from the beaſts the phyſic of the field; 
1 Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 173 
ce Learn of the mole to plough, the worm to weave 3 
« Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 5 

« Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gales 

«« Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 

<« And hence let Reafon; late; inftruft Mankind : 180 
« Here ſubterranean works and cities ſee; 


Or wing the fly, or roll along he flood, 120 


ts There towns atrial on the waving trees. 


174 


FOFE” 


* Learn each ſmall People's genius, policies, 
« The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees; 
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* 


That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 
f? invert the world, and counter work its Caule ? 


« How thoſe in common all their wealth beitow.}j rorce firſt made Conquzi?, and that conqueſt, Law 3 


« And Anarchy without confuſion know z 

1 And theſe for ever, though a Monarch reign, 
Their ſeparate cells and properties maintain. 
% Mark what unvary'd laws preſerve each ſtate 
« Laws wiſe as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 
In vain thy Reaſon finer webs ſhall draw, 

« Entangle Juſtice in her net of Law, 

« And right, too rigid, harden imo wrong; 


185 Lill Superſtition taughr the tyrant awe, [245 


Chen ſhar'd the Tyranny, then lent it aid, 


s ſeound, 135-550 13 25 

190] hen rock'd the mountains, and when groan'd the 
ground, | | 250 

ne taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 

Lo Power unſeen, and mightier far. than they: 


& Still for the ſtrong too weak; the weak too ſtrong. She, from the rending earth, and _—_— ſkies, 
Ee * 


1% Yet go! and thus o'er all the creatures ſway, 
« Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey; 


19; Sa Gods deſcend, and fiends infernal ri | 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes; 255 


« And for thoſe Arts mere Inſtin& could afford, | Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 
& Be crown'd as Monarchs, or as Gods ador'd. Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 
V. Great Nature ſpoke ; obſervant Man obey'd | Whoſe attr.hytes were Lage, Revenge, or Luſt ; 


Cities were built, Societies were made: 
Here roſe one little ſtate ; ancther near 


zo] duch as the ſouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants, would, believe. 260 


Grew by like means, and join'd, through love ori Zeal then, not charity, became the guide; 


enn 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 


{And hell was built on ſpite, and heaven on pride. 
| Fhen ſacred ſeem'd th* ethereal vault no more; 


And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? [205 Altars grew marble then, and reek'd with gore : 
What War cvuld raviſh, Commerce could beſtow z|,Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food: 263 


And he return'd a friend, who came a foe. 


ext his grim idol ſmear'd with human biood; 


Converſe and Love mankiad might ſtrongly draw, with heaven's own thunders ſhook the. world be- 


When Love was Liberty, and Nature Law. 

Thus ſtates were form'd; the name of King 
known, | 

Till common intereſt plac'd the ſway in one. * 

"Twas VIX TUR onLyY (or in arts and arms, 

Diffuſing bieſſings, or averting harms) . 

The ſame which in a fire the Sons obey*'d, 

A Prince the Father of a Pevple mace. 


low, 

un- And play'd the God an engine on his foe, 

So drives Self-love, through juſt, and through 
210 unjuſt, 4 de 
To one man's power, ambition, lucre, luſt: 270 
The ſame Self. love, in all, becomes the cauſe 

Of what reſtrains him, Government and Laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as we!l, 


VI. Till then, by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch} What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel? 


f ſate, | 

King, prieſt, and parent, of his growing ſtate: 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung, 
Their law his eye; their oracle his tongue. 
He from the wondering furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
Draw forth the monſters of th' abyſs profound, 
Or fetch th' aerial eagle to the ground. 

Till drooping, ſickening, dying, they began 
Whom they rever'd as God to mourn as Man: 
Then, looking up fem fire ro fire, explor'd 
One great Firit Father, and thar firſt ador'd. 

Or plain tradition that this All begun, 

Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon ; 


A weaker may ſurprize, a ſtronger take? 

His ſafety mult his liberty reſtrain; \ 

All join to guard what each defires to gain. 

Forc'd into virtue thus, by Self-defence, 

220|Ev'n Kings learn'd juſtice and benevolence: 280 
Self. love forfook the path it firſt purſued, | 

rg we found the private in the public good, 


215 How ſhall he keep, what, ſleeping or awake, 275 


*T was then the ſtudibus head or generous mind, 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 
22.5, Poet'qr Patriot, roſe but to reſtore Wes 
| The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before; 
Kelum'd her ancient light, not kindled new; 
f not God's Image, yet his ſhadow drew: 


The worker from the work diſtin was known, | Taught Power's due uſe to People and to Kings, 


And ſimple Reaſon never ſought but one: 
Ere Wit oblique had broke that Ready light, 
Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; 
To Virtue, in the paths of Pleaſure trod, 

And own'd a Father when they dn'd a God. 
Love all the faith, and all th* allegiance then 
For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 

No ill could fear in God; and underſtood 

A ſovereign being, but a ſovereign good. 


True faith, true policys united ran 


That was but love of God, and this of Man. 


Who firſt taught ſouls enſlav'd, and realms un- And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bleſt; 300 


done, ä 
Ti” enormots faith ef many made for one; 
Yolo. VE >: 


230; Taught nor to ſlack, nor ſtrain its tender ſtrings, 

The-leſs, or greater, ſet ſo juſtly true, _. [290 

That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; 

Till jarring intereſts of themſelves create 

Th? according muſic of a well-mix*d State. 

235 Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 295 

From Order, Union, full Conſent of things: 

| Where 'fmall and great, where weak and mighty, 
made | | 

To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade z 

240 More powerful each as needful to the reſt, 


Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Zeaſt, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 
3 B | | Fer 


And Gods of Conquerors, Slaves of Subjects made: 
She 'midſt the lightning's blaze, and thunder's 
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For Forms of Government let fools conteſt ; 
Whate'er is beſt adminiſter*d is beſt: 
For Modes of Faith let graceleſs zealots fight; 305 
His can't be wrong whoſe life is in the right; 
In Faith and Hope the world will diſagree, 
Bur all Mankind's concern is Charity: 
All muſt be falſe that thwarts this One great End; 


And all of God, that bleſs Mankind, or mend. 310 


Man, like the generous vine, ſupported lives : 
"The itrerigth he gains is from th* embrace he gives. 
On their own Axis as the Planets run, 
Yet make at once their circle round the Sun; 
So two conſiſtent motions act the Soul; 315 
And one regards Itſelf, and one the Whole. 

Thus God and Nature link'd the general frame, 
And bade Self love and Social be the fame. _ 


— —— ( — 
ARGUMENT or 
EPISTLE IV. 


Or Tae Naruak anD STATE or Man 
WITH RESPECT TO HarrIixEss. 


I. Falſe Netione of Happineſs, Philoſophical 
and Popular, anſwered from wer. 19 to 77. 
II. I is the End of all Men, and attain- 
able by all, wer. 30. Gd intends Hap- 
4 42 be equal ; and to be ſo, it muff 
' be ſocial, ſince all particular Happineſs 
depends en general, and ſince hie governs 
by general, not particular Laws, wer. 37. 
As it is neceſſary for Order, and the peace 


and welfare of Society, that external goods\Fix'd to no ſpot is Happineſs fincere, 
Ve, : 1 | ; Tis no where to be found, or every where: 
mould be unequal, Happineſs is not made , y ; 


10 conſiſt in theſe, ver. 5 1. But, not- 
wit hſlanding tliat inequality, the balance 


of Happineſs among mankind is kept egen 
; 2 


iy Providence, by the two Paſſions of F 
and Fear, ver. 70. III. What the Hap- 
pineſs of Individuals is, as far as is con- 
fiftent with the conflitution of this world ; 


POEMS. 


rewards, but often inconſiſtent with, er 
/ defiruftive of Virtue, wer. 167. That 
even theſe can make no Man happy with- 

out Virtue : Inſlanced in Riches, ver. 185. 
Honours, wer. 193. Nobility, wer, 205. 
Greatneſs, wer. 217. Fame, ver. 237. 
Superior Talents, wer. 257, Sc. With 
pictures of human infelicity in Men, poſſeſ- 
ſed of them all, wer. 269, fc. VII. That 
Virtue only conſtitutes a Happineſs, whaſe 
object is univerſal, and whoſe proſpe@eter- 
nal, ver. 30). That the. perfection of 


mity to the Order of Providence here, 


and a Reſignation to it here and hereafter, 
Ver. 326, S0 . 6 


EPISTLE W. 


H HArriIx ESS] our being's end and aim! 


Good, Pleafure, Eaſe, Content! whate'er | 


thy name: 
That ſomething ſtill which prompts th? eternal ſigh, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to dic, 
Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wiſe : 
Plant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropp'd below, 
Say, in what mortal ſoil thou deign'ſt to grow ? ' 
Fair opening to ſome Court's propitious ſhrine, 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 1g 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
Or reap' d in iron harveſts of the field? 
e ? where grows it not? If vain our 
toll, 1 a 
We ought to blame the culture, not the foil ; 


15 


*Tis never to be bought, but always free, 
And flcd from monatclis, St. Jon x! dwells with 
thee." | 

Aſk = the Learn'd the way ? The Learn'd are 
Br ind: | - fx 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind; 20 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe, 
Thoſe call it Pleaſure, and Contentment theſe : 
Some, ſunk to Eeaſts, find Pl-aſure end in Pain; 


and that the Good Man has here the ad- Some, ſwell'd to Gods, confefs cy'n Virtue vain; 


vantage, ver. 77. "The error of imput- 
ing to Virtue what are only the calamities 
of Natu#e, or of Fortune, wer. 94. IV. 
The folly of expeding that God ſbould alter 
lis general Laws in favour of particulars, 
ver. 121. V. That ue are not judges 
20% are good; but that, whoever they 
are, they muſt be happieſt, wer. 133, Oc. 
VI. That external goods are not the proper 


Or, indolent, to each extreme they fall, 25 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or lefs, 
Than this, that Happineſs is Happin-ſs ? 

Take Nature's path, and mad Opinions leave; 


Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well ; 
And, mourn our various portions as we þleaſe, 
Equal is Common Senſe, and Common Eaſe, 
Remember, Man, “ the Univerſal! Cauſe 


35 


4d» % 


3 Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws 3 a 
. 


Virtue and Happineſs confifls in a confor- 


All ſtates can reach it, and all heads conceive; 30 
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And makes what Happineſs we juſtly call, See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juſt! 
Subſiſt net in the good of one, but all. See godlike Turenne preſtrate on the duſt ! 100 
'There's not a bleſſing Individuals find, See Sidney bleeds amid the martial ſtrife ! 
Hut fome-way leans and hearkens to the kind: 40 Was this their Virtue, or contempt of Life ? 
No Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with' pride, Say, was it Virtue, more though Heaven ne'er 
No cavern'd Hermit, reſts ſelf. ſatisfy'd : | gave, 
Who moſt to ſhun or hate Mankind pretend, 1 Digby ! ſunk thee to the grave? 
Scek an admirer, or would fix a triend: | Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 105 
Abſtra& what others feel, what others think, 45 Why, full of days and honour, lives the Sire? 
All pleaſures ſicken, and all glories fink : Why drew Marſeilles? good biſhop purer breath, 
Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtain, | When Nature ſicken'd, and each gale was death? 
Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. Or why ſo long (in life if long can be) 
ORDER is Heaven's firſt Law); and this confeſt,| Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me? 110 

Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 50 What makes all phyfical or moral ill? 
More rich, more wiſe ; but who infers from hence There deviates Nature, and here wanders will. 

* That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſcnſe. God ſends not ill; if rightly underſtood, 


Heaven to Mankind impartial we confeſs, - [Or partial Ill is univerſal Good, 
If all are equal in their Happineſs : Or Change admits, or Nature lets it fall, 115 
| But mutual wants this Happineſs increafe ; 55 |Short, and but rare, till Man improv'd it all. 7 
Y Al] Nature's difference keeps all Nature's peace. | We juſt as wifely might of Heaven complain 1 
; Condition, circumtlance, is not the thing; That righteous Abel was deſtroy'd by Cain, : 
1 Bliſs is the ſame, in ſubject, or in king, As that the virtuous ſon is ſtill at eaſe _, 9 
1 In who obtain defence, or who defend, When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe. 120 1 
3 In him who is, or him who finds a friend: 60\Think we, like ſome weak Prince, th' Eternal by 
J Heaven bieathes through every member of the Cauſe 5; 4 
; whole | {Prone for his favourites to reverſe his laws ? 1 
N One common bleſſing, as cne common ſoul. Shall burning Etna, if a ſage requires, 1 
L But Fortune's gifts if each alike poſſeſt, Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ? 1 
1 And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt? On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 125 
3 If then to all Men Happineſs was meant, 65 Oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? h 
+ _ God in Externals could not place Content. When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 1 
3 Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by ? . 
: And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 85 4 
\ But Heaven's juſt balance equal will appear, For Chattres? head reſerve the har ging wall? 130 
: 


White thoſe are plac'd in Rope, and theſe in| But ill this world (ſo fitted for the knave) - 
beet 70 Contents us not. A better ſhall we have? 

Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, A kingdom of the Juſt then let it be: 

Yut future views of better, or of worſe. But firſt conſider how thoſe Juſt agree. 


1 
3 
x 


Oh, ſons of earth! attempt ye ſtill to riſe, The good muſt merit God's peculiar care; 135 
By mountains pil'd cn mountains, to the ſkies ? But who, but God, can tell us who they ae? 
Heaven ſtil! with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 75 One thinks on Calvin Heaven's own Spirit fell; 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe, Another deems him inſtrument of kell ; 

Know, all the good that individuals find, lf Calvin feel Heaven's bleſſing, or its rod, | 
Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankind, This cries, there is, and that, there is no God. 140 


heaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of Senſe, W hat ſhocks one part, will edify the reſt, 
| Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Compe- Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 


tence. : &0| The very beſt will variouſly incline, 

But Health conſiſts with Temperance alone; And what rewards your Virtue, puniſh mine. 

And Peace, oh Virtue! Peace is all thy own. WHATEVER 18, 1s RIGHT,—This world, tis 
he good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain; true, | 145 
ut theſe leſs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. Was made for Cæſar but for Titus too; 

Say, in purſuit of profit or delight, 85 And which mote bleſt ? who chain'd his country, 

Who riſk the moſt, that take wrong means, or ſay, 

right? de | Or he whoſe Virtue ſigh'd to loſe a day? 


Of Vice or Virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, « But ſometimes Virtue ſtarves, while Vice is 
Which meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt ? fed.“ | 

Count all th' advantage proſperous Vice attains, What then? Is the reward of Virtue bread? 150 
*Tis but what Virtue flies from and diſdains; 90 That, Vice may merit, 'tis the price of toil; 

And grant the bad what happineſs they would, The knave deſerves it, when he tills the ſoil ; 

One they muſt want, which is, to paſs for x ood. | The knave deſerves it, when he tempts the main, 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole ſcheme below, Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 

Who fancy Bliſs to Vice, or Virtue Woe ! The good man may be weak, be indolent ; 155 
Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 95 Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 

Peſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. But grant him riches, your demand is o'er ? 

But fools, the Good alone, unhappy call, « No—ſhall the good want Health, the cod want 
For ills or accidents that chance to all. | & Power ?"? 


3B 2 Acd 
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Add Health and Power, and every earthly thing, 
«© Why bounded Power? why private? who no 
4 king?” 
. Nay, why external for internal given? 
Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heaven ? 
Who aſk and reaſon thus, v-ill ſcaice conceive 
Gor! gives enough, while he has more to give ; 
. Immenſe the power, immenſe were the demand; 
Say, at what part of nature will they ſtand? [165 
What notaing earthly gives, or can deſtroy, 

The ſoul's calm ſun ſhine, and the heart-felt joy, 
Is Virtue's prize: A better would you fix? 
Then give Humility a coach and fix, 170 
Juſtice a Conqueror's ſword, or Truth a gown, 
Or Public Spirit its great cure, a Crown. 

We ik, tooliſh man ! will Heaven reward us there 
Witu the ſame traſh mad mortals wiſh for here ? 
The Boy and Man an in4ividual makes, 175 
Yet fight thou now for apples and tor cakes ? 
Go, like the Indian, in another lite 

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wiſe ; 

As well as dream ſuch trifles are affign'd, 

As toys and empires, for a godlike mind., 180 
Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 

No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing; 

How ot by theſe at 1ix'y are undone 
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The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find, 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind ! 

Not one looks backward, onward ſtill he goes, 

Yet ne'er looks forward further than his noſe. 

No leſs alike the Politic and Wiſe: 25 
All fly flow things, with circumſpeRive eyes: 
Men in their looſe unguarded hours they take, 

Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak, 

But grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheat; 
"Tis phraſe abſurd to call a Villain Great: 230 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, | : 
Is but the more a ſool, the morę a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 

Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 235 
Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed: | 
What's Fame? a fancy'd liſe in others? breath, 

A thing beyond us, ev*n before our death. | 

Juſt what you hear, you have; and what's un- 
known, n 8 

The ſame (my Lord) if Tully's, or your own. 240 


All that we feel of it begins and ends 


In the ſmall circle of our foes or friends; 
To all beſide as much'an empty ſhade 
An Eugene living, as a Czfar dead; 


The virtues of a ſaint at twenty-one |! 

To whom can Riches give Repute, or Truſt, 185 

Content, or Flcafere, but the Good and Juſt? 

Judges and Senates have een bought for gold; 

Eſteem and Love were never to be ſold. 

Oh fool to think God hates the worthy mind, 

The lover and the love af i;nman kind. 

Whoſe lite is healthful, an” whoſ- confcience clear, 

Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a. year. 
Honour and ſhanie from no Condition rife ; 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 


Alike or when, or where they ſhone, or ſhine, 245 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine, 45 ; 
A Wit 's a feather, and a Chief a rod 

i An honeſt Man 's the nobleſt work of God. 

Fame but from death a villain's name can ſave, 

As Juſtice tears h's body from the grave ; 250 
When what t' oblivion better were reſign'd, 


190 Js hung on high to poiſon balf mankind. 


Ail fame is ſo eign, but of true deſert; 

Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart : 
One ſelf approving hour whole years out-weighs 
Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas; Mg 


Fortune in Men has ſome ſmall difference made, and more true joy Marcellus exil'd ſecls, 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; [195 I han Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 


The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 
"The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd. 


In Parts ſuperior what advantage lies ? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe ? 260 


« What differ more (you cry) than crown and cow! ' Tis but to know how little can be known ; 
J tell you, friend ! a wiſe man and a fool. - 200; To ſee all others faults, and fee! our own: 


You 'I find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow : 
The reſt is all but leather or prunella. 


Condemn'd in buſineſs or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge: 

Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking land? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. [265 


Stuck o'er with titles and hung round with|Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 
ſtrings, 205 Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 


That thou mayſt be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boaſt the pure blcod of an iliuſtrious race, 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece : 

But by your father's worth if yours you rate, 


Bring then theſe bleſſings to a ſtrict account; 
Make fair deductions ; ſee to what they mount: 270 
How much of other each is ſure to colt : 
How much for other oft is wholly loſt ; 


Count me thoſe only who were good and great. 210 Ho inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 


Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood. 

Has crept through ſcoundrels ever ſince the flood, 
Go! and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own your fathers have heen fools ſo long. 


How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always eaſe : 
Think, and if ſtill the things thy envy call, 275 
Say, wouldft thou be the Man to whom they fall? 
To ſigh for ribbands if thou art ſo filly, 


What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or cowards? 215|Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 


Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards. 


Look next on Greatneſs; ſay where Greatneſs Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus“ wife. 230 


lies: : 
„ Where, but among the Heroes and the Wiſe ?*? 
Heroes are much the ſame, the point 's agreed, 


From Macedonia's madman to the Swede; 3220|See Cromwell, damn'd to everlaſting fame 


Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life ; 


If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind : 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a Name, 
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Tf all, united, thy ambition call, 285 
From ancient ſtory, learn to ſcorn them all. 
There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
See the falſe ſcale of Happineſs complete! - 
In hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay, 
How happy! thoſe to ruin, thete betray. 290 
Mark by vat wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe; 
In each how guilt ad greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the Hero, ſunk the Man: 
Now Europe's lavrels on their brows behold, 295 
But ſtainꝰd with biood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 
Then fee them broke with toils, or ſunk in eaſe, 
Or inſamous for plunder'd provinces. 
O | wealth ill. fated! which no act of fame 
E'er taught to ſhine, or ſ-nRify'd ſrom ſhame! 300 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life ? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 
The trophy'd arches, ſtory'd balls invade, 
And haunt their ſlumbers in the pompous ſhade. 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 308 
Compute the morn and evening to tie day; 
he whole amount of that enormous tame, 
A Tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame! 
Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
* Virtue alone is Happineſs below.” 310 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands ill, 
And taſtes the goed without the tall to ill; 
Where only Merit conſtant pay receives, 
Is bleſt in what it takes and what it gives; 
The joy unequal'd, if its erd it gain, 215 
And if it loſe, attended with no pain : 
Without ſatiety, though e'er ſo bleſs'd, 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs'd: 
The broadeſt mirth unſeeling Folly wears, 
Leſs pleafing far than Virtue's very tears: 320 
Good, from each object, from each place acquir'd, 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tir'd; 
Never elated, while one man's oppreſs'd ; 
Never dejected, while another 's bleſt; 
And where ne wants, no wiſhes can remain, 325 
Since but to wiſh more Virtue, is to gain 
See the tote bliſs Heaven could on all beſtow ! 
Which who but feels can taſte, but thinks can 
know: | 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad muſt miſs; the good, untaught, will find ; 
Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 330 
But looks through Nature, up to Nature's God; 
Purſues that Chain which links th* immenſe deſign, 
Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine 
Sees, that no Being any bliſs can know, 235 
But touches ſame above, and ſome below 53 
Learns from this union of the riſing Whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human ſoul 
And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began, 
All eng, in Love or Cop, and Lovs T MA 
For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal, [ 340 
And opens ſtill, and opens on his ſoul ; 
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Til lengthen'd on to EArrR, and unconfin'd, 
It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 
He ſees, why Nature plants in Man alone 345 


Hope of known bliſs, and Faith in bliſs unknown: 


(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 
Are given in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 


| | Wiſe is her preſent ; ſhe connects in this 


His greateſt Virtue with his greateſt ©liſs;z 350 

At once his own bright proſpe@ to be bleſt, 

And ſtronge motive to aſſiſt the reſt. 
Self- love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 

Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine. 

Is this too little for the boundleſs heart ? 355 

Extend it, let thy enemies have part; 


In one cloſe ſyſtem of Benevolence: 

Happier as kindred, in whate'er de 

And he ght of Bliſs but height of Charity. 350 
God N from Whole io Parts: but human 

oul 

Muſt riſe from Individual to the Whole. 

Self-love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 

As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 

The centre mov'd, a circle ſtraight ſucceeds, 365 

Another ſtill, and ſtill another ſpreads ; 

Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 

His country next; and next all human race; 

Wide and more wide, ch' o%'erflowings of the mind 

Take every creature in, of every kind; 370 


Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 


And Heaven beholds its image in his breaſt. 
Come then, my Friend! my Genius! come 
along: | , 


| n 
Oh maſter of the poet, and the ſong ! 


And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſce 
To Man's low paſſions, or their glorious ends, [375 
Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wiſe, | 
To fall with dignity, with temper riſe ; 

Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer, 


Correct with ſpirit, eloquent with eaſe, 

Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe. 

Oh! while along the ſtream of Time thy name 
xpanded flies, and gathers all its fame; 


Purſue the triumph. and partake the gale? 

When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in duſt repoſe, 
Whoſe ſons ſhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, philoſopher, and friend? 390 
That, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneſul art, 

From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart ; 
For Wit's falſe mirror held up Nature's light; 
Shew'd erring Pride, WHATEVER Is, 18 RIGHT; 
That Rzason, PAssiox, anfwer one great aim; 


39 
That true SEL F-Lovz and Soca are the ſame ; 
That VisTvE only makes our bliſs below ; _ 


Has all our knowledge is, 0U&SZLVES TO KNOW. 


THE 


Graſp the whole worlds of Reaſon, Life, and Senſe, 


From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere 3860 


Say, ſtall my little bark attendant fail, 335 
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382 
IHE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 


ATHER of All! in every Age, 
In every Clime ador*d, 
By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jehovah, jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood ; 
Who all my Senſe confin'd 

To know but this, that 'Vhou art Good, 
And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark Eſtate, 
To ſee the Good from III; 

And, binding Nature faſt in Fate, 
Left free the Human Will; 


What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more than Hell to ſhun, 
That, more than Heaven purſue. 


What Bleſſings thy free Bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away ; 

For God is paid when Man receives, 
T' enjoy is to obey, 


Yet not to Earth's contra ed Span 
Thy Goodneſs let me bound, 
Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 
When thouſand Worlds are round? 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 


And deal damnation round the land, 


On 6ach I judge thy Foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to ſtay: 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way 


Save me alike from fooliſh Pride, 
Or impious Diſcontent, 

At aught thy Wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy Goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to f-el another's Woe, 
To hide the Fault I ſee; 

That Mercy I to others ſhow, 
That Mercy ſhow to me. 


Mean though 1 am, not wholly ſo, 


Since quicken'd by thy Breath ; 
O lead me wheiefge'er I go, 


Through this day's Life or Death. 


This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot: 
All elſe beneath the Sun, - 

Thou knowꝰſt if beſt beſtow'd, or not, 
And let thy Will be done, | 


To Thee, whoſe Temple is all Space, 
Whoſe Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies! 
One Chorus let all Being raiſe ! 
All Xatur©s Incenſe riſe ! 


i Cledio, ver. * 
or 


POP EOS POEMS. 


MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE 1. 
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SIR RICHARD TEMPLE, L. COBHAM. 


| 


ARGUMENT. 
Of the Knowledge and Characters of Men. 


I, That it is not ſufficient for this knowledge to conſider 
Man in the Abſtract: Books vill not ſerve the pur- 
foſe, nor yet our own Experience ſingly, ver. 1. 
General maxims, unleſs they are formed upon both, 
will be but notional. wer. 10. ' Some peculiarity in 
every Man, characteriſtie ts himſelf, yet varying 
from himſelf, wer. 15. Difficulties ariſing from cur 
oon Paſſions, Fancies, Faculties, &c. wer. 31. 
The ſhortneſs of Life to obſerve in, and the uncer- 
tainty of the Principles ef action in men to obſerve 
by, wer. 47. Cc. Our own Principle of action 
often kid from ourſelves, wer. 41. Some few cha- 
racters plain, but in general confounded, diſſembled, 
or ixcon/iftent, wer. 5 1. The ſame man utterly diffe- 

| rent in different places and ſeaſons, wer. 71. Un- 

imaginable <veakneſſes in the greateſt, wer. yo, &c. 

Nothing conflant and certain but God and Nature, 

wer. 95. No judging of the Motives from the 

actions ; the ſame actions proceeding from contrary 

AMetives, and the ſame Motives influencing contrary 

actions, wer. 100. II, Yet, to form Charatters, 

We can only take the ftirongeſt actions of @ man's life, 

and try to make them agree: 1 ke utter uncertainty 

of this, from Nature ſet and from Policy, wer. 

120. Charefers given according io the rank of 

; men of the world, wer. 135. And ſome reaſon for 

it, ver. 140. Education alters the Nature, or at 

leaft Charafter, of many, wer. 149. Acliont, Paſ- 
fiens, Opinions, Manners, Humours, or Principles, 

\ ol! ſubject to change. No judging by Nature, from 

wer. 158. to ver. 178. III. Ft only remains to find 

(if we can) his Ruling Paſſion : That will cer- 

tainly influence all the reſt, and can reconcile the 

ſeeming or veal inconſiſtency of all kis actions, ver. 
175. Inſtanced in the extraordinary Claracter of 
| A caution againſt miſtaking ſe- 


frft, and quhich will defiroy all 


of 


cand qualities 
Feaſſibiliy of the knowledge of mankind, ver. 210. 
„ Fxamples of the ſtrength of the Ruling Paſſion, and 
its continuation to the laſt breath, ver. 222, Cc. 


EPISTLE I. 


ES, you deſpiſe the man to Books confin'd, 
Who from his ſtudy rails at human. kind; 
Though what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 
Some general maxims, or be right by chance. 
The coxcomb bird, ſo talkative and grave, 8 
That from his cage cries Cuckold, M hore, and 
Knave, | 
Though many a paſſenger he rightly call, 
You hold him no Philoſopher at all, 


And 
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And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, | | 
Men may be read, as well as Books, too much. 10 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 

We grow more partial for th' Obſerver's ſake ; 

To written Wiſdom, as another's, leſs : 

Maxims are drawn from Notions, theſe from Gueſs. 
There 's ſome Peculiar in each leaf and grain, 15 
Some unmark'd fibre, or ſome varying vein ; 

Shall only Man be taken in the groſs ? 

Grant but as many ſorts of Mind as Moſs. 

That each from other differs, firſt confefs ; 
Next, that he varies from himſelf no lefs ; 20 
Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's ſtrife, 
And all Opinion's colours caſt on life. | 
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Early at Buſineſs, and at Hazard late; 
Mad at a Fox chaſe, wiſe at a Debate; 
Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Bal; 5 
Friendly at Hackney, faithful at Whitehall. 
Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 
Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 
Save juſt at dinner then prefers, no doubt, 
A Rogue with Veniſon to a Saint without. 80 
Who would not praife Patricio's high deſert, 
His hand unſtain'd, his uncorrupted heart, 
His comprehenſive head ! all Intereſts weigh'd, 
All Europe ſav'd, yet Britain not betray'd. 
He thanks you not, his Pride is in Picquette, 85 
Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a Bett. 


Our depths who fathoms, or our ſhallows finds, 
Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies, of our minds ? 
On human actions reaſon though you can, 15 
It may be Reaſon, but it is not Man: 
His Principle of action once explore, 
That inſtant tis his Principle no more. 
Like following life through creatures you diſſect, 
Lou loſe it in the moment you detect. 30 
Vet more; the difference is as great between 
The optics ſeeing, as the objects ſeen. 
All Manners take a tincture from our own; 
Or come diſcolour'd through our Paſſions ſhown. 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 
Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes, 
Nor will Life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay, 
It hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 
In vain ſedate reflections we would make, = 
When half our knowledge we muſt ſnatch, not 
take, © 40 
Oft, in the Paſſion's wild rotation toſt, 
Our ſpring of action to ourſelves is loſt: 
T'ir'd, not determin'd, to the laſt we yield, 
And what comes then is maſter of the field. 
As the laſt image of that troubled heap, 
When ſenſe ſubfides and fancy ſports in ſleep, 
(Though paſt the recollection of the thought) 
Becomes the ſtuff of which our dream is wrought : 
Something as dim to our internal view, 
Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do. 50 
True, ſome are open, and to all men known ; 
Others, ſo very cloſe, they *re hid from none; 
{So darkneſs ftrikes the ſenſe ro leſs than light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is belov'd at fight ; 
And every child hates Shylock, though his ſoul 55 
Still fits at ſquat, and peeps not from its hole. 
At half mankind when generous Manly raves, 
All know *tis Virtue, for he thinks them knaves : 
When univerſal homage Umbra pays, 
All ſee tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe, . 60 
When Flatt?ry glares, all hate it in a Queen, 
| While one there is who charms us with his Spleen. 
Bet theſe plain Characters we rarely find: 
Though ſtrong the bent, yet quick the turns of 
mind : 
Or puzzling Contraries confound the whole; 65 
Gr AﬀeRations quite reverſe the ſoul, 
The Dull, flat Falſehood ſerves, for policy; 
And in the Cunning, Truth itſelf's a lie: 
Unthought-of Frailties cheat us in the Wiſe; 
The Fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 70 
See the ſame man, in vigour, in the gout ; 


45 


What made (ſay, Montague, or more ſage Chat- 
ron ! | : 

Otho a — Cromwell a buffoon ? 
A perjur'd Prince a leaden faint revere, a 
A godleſs Regent tremble at a Star? 90 
The throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 
Faithleſs through Piety, and dup'd through Wit? 
Europe a Woman, Child, or Dotard rule, 
And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fool ? 

Know, God and Nature only are the fame: 95 
In Man, the judgment ſhoots at flying game; 
A bird of paſſage ! gone as ſoon as found, 


35 Now in the Moon perhaps, now under ground. 


In vain the ſage, with retroſpective eye, 


Would from th apparent What conelude the Why, 


Infer the Motive from the Deed, and ſhew, 
That what we chanc'd was what we meant to do. 
Behold if Fortune or a Miſtreſs frowns, . 
Some plunge in buſineſs, others ſhave their crowns : 
To eaſe the ſoul of one oppreſſive weight, 195 
This quits an Empire, that embroils a State: 
The ſame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to the Field. 

Not always Actions ſhew the man: we find 


{Who does a kindneſs, is not therefore kind; 110 


Perhaps Proſperity becalm'd his breaſt, 
Perhaps the Wind juſt ſhifted from the Eaſt : 
Not therefore humble he who ſeeks retreat, 
Pride guides his ſteps, and bids him ſhun the 
at: 

Who Aue bravely is not therefore brave, 115 
He dreads a death- bed like the meaneſt ſla ve: 
Who reaſons wiſely is not therefore wiſe, 
His pride in Reaſoning, not in Acting, lies. 

But grant that actions beſt diſcover man; 
Take the moſt ſtrong, and ſort them as you can. 
120 
The few that glare, each character muſt mark, 
You balance not the many in the dark. 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree ? 
Suppreſs them, or miſcall them policy? 


The plain rough Hero turn a crafty Knave? 
Alas ! in truth the man but chang'd his mind, 
Perhaps was fick, in love, or had not din'd. 
Aſk why from Britain Cæſar could retreat? 


Why riſk the World's great empire for a Punk? 
Cæſar perhaps might anſwer, he was drunk. 
But, ſage hiſtorians! *tis your taſk to prove 


Alone, in company; in place, or out; 


Ont action Conduct; one, heroic Love. 
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Muſt then at once (the character to fave) 12 5 


Cæſar himſelf might whiſper, he was beat. 130 
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Tis from high Life high characters are drawn: 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn; 
A Judge is Jult a Chancellor juſter ſtill; | 
A Gownw an, learn'd; a Biſhop, what you will? 
Wiſe, if a Miniſferz but, if a King. 


More wiſe, more learn'd, more juſt, more every bo 
 140|He dies, ſad outcaſt of each church and Rate, 


. I 
Court-Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheſt rate, 
Born Where Heaven's influence ſcarce can penetrate : 
In life's low vale, the foil the Virtues like, 

They pleaſe as beauries, here as wonders ſtrike. 

Though the ſame ſun with all diffufive rays 145 
uſh in the Rote, and in the Diamond blaze, 

We prize the ſtronger effort of his power, 

And juſtly ſet the Gem above the Flower. 

*Tis Education forms the common mind ; 

| as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd. 150 

ſtful and ro gh, your firſt ſon is a Squire; 

The next a Tradeſman, meek, and much a lyar ; 

Tom ſtruts a Soldier, open, bold and brave; 

Will ſneaks a Scrivener, an exceeding knave: 

Is he a Churchman? then he's fond of power :*t55 

$. ker? fly: A Pre 0 2 four: , 
"ſmart Free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 

Aſk men's Opinions: Scoto now ſhall tell 
How Trade increaſes, and the world goes weil; 
Strike off his Penſion, by the ſetting fun, 160 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a ſtupid, ſilent, dunce ? 
Some God, or Spirit, he his lately found; 

Or clianc'd 
Judge we by Nature? Habit can efface, 
tnteref o*ercome, or policy take place: 
By Actions? thoſe Uncertainty divides: 
By Paſſions? thefe Diſſimulation hides : 
Opinions? they ſtill take a wider range: 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 

Manners with Fortunes, Humours turns with 

Climes, _ | 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times. 

Search then the Ruling Paſſion : There, alone, 
The Wild are conſtant, and the Cunning known; 17 5 
The Fool confiſtent, and the Falſe fincere 
Prieſts, Princes, Women, no diſſemblers here. 

This clue bnce ſound, unravels all the reſt, 

The proſpect clears, and Wharton ſtands conſeſt. 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 180 
Whoſe ruling Paſſion was the luſt of Praiſe : 

Born with whatc'er could win it from the Wiſe, 
Women and Fools muſt like him, or he dies: 
Though wondering Senates hung on all he ſpoke, 
The Club muſt hail him maſter of the joke. 135 
Shall parts ſo various aim — nothing new? 

He'll ſhine a Tully and a Wilmot too 
Then turns repentant, and his God adores 
With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; 
Enough if all around him bur admire, 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar, 
Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothipg but an honeſt heart; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt; _ 
And moſt contemptible, to ſhun contempt; 195 
is paſſion fill, to cover general praiſe; 

His Lite, to forfeit it a thouſand ways; 


to meet a Miniſter that frown'd. 165 


| 
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A conſtant Bounty, which no Friend has made; 
An Angel Tongue, which no man can perſuade ; 


A Tyrant to the wiſe his heart approves; 
A Rebel to the very king he loves; 


And, harder ſtill ! flagitious, yet not great. 205 
Aſk you why Wharton broke through every rule ? 
*T'was all for fear the Knaves ſhould call him Fool. 
Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 
Vet, in this ſearch, the viſeſt may miſtake, 210 


It ſecond qualities for firſt they take. 


When Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore; 

When Cæſar made a noble dame a whore; 

In this the Luſt, in that the A varice, 

Were means, not ends; Ambition was the vice. 215 
That very Cæſar, born in Scipio's days, 

Had aim'd like him, by Chaſtity, at praiſe. 
Lucullus, when Frugality could charm, 

Had roaited turnips in the Sabine farm. | 
In vain th* obſerver eyes the builder's toil, 220 


| But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold for the pile. 


In this one paſſion man can ſtrength enjoy, 


As Fits give vigour, juſt when they deſtroy. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 


Yet tames not this ; it ſticks to our laſt ſand. 225; 


_ |Conſiſtent in our follies and our fins, 


Here honeſt nature ends as ſhe begins. 
Old Politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 
And totter on in buſineſs to the laſt ; | 


As ſober Laneſborow dancing in the gout. 
Behold a reverend fire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameleſs race, 


179'Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely preſs d 


By his own ſon, that paſſes by unbleſs'd: 235 
Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 


And envies every ſparrow that he ſees. 


A ſalmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 

The doctor call'd, declares all help too late: 

* Mercy,” cries Helluo, „mercy on my foul! 240 
* Is there no hope ?—Alas! then bring the jowl.“ 
| The frugal Crone, whom praying prieſts at- 
tend, 

Still ſtrives to ſave the hallow'd taper's end, 
Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 


« Odious ! in woollen! *twould a ſaint provoke, 

(Were the laſt words that poor Narcitla ſpoke) 

No, let a charming Chintz, and Bruſſels lace, 

W rap my cold limbs, and ſhade my lifeleſs face: 

** One would not, ſure, be frightful when one's 
dead | 250 

© And=Petty—give this Cheek a little Red.“ 


An humble-ſervant to all human- kind, 


ir, 
If where Tam going—I cou'd ſerve you, Sit!“ 
I give and I deviſe (old Euclio ſaid, _ 
And figh'd) my lands and tenements to Ned ** 
Your money, Sir ?—* My money, Sir! what all? 


« Why—if I muſt—{then wept) I give it * 


A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, zoe 
Too rath for Thought, for Action too refin'd:; 


For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 245 


The Courtier ſmooth, who forty years had fhin'd 


As weak, as earneſt ; and as gravely out, 238 | 


5 
[ 
{ 
| 


f 
Juſt brought out this, when ſcarce his tongue could 


pant „% „ 


„„ ww 


* 
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Not that, I cannot part with that” —an1 dy". 
And you! brave Cobharn, to the lateſt breath, 

Shall feel your ruling paſſion ſtrong in death: 

Such in thoſe momeats as in all the paſt, 

* Oh, Ow my Country, Heaven!“ ſhall be your laſt. 


MORAL ESSAYS. 


EFT. YE 
TO'A LADY. 
of the Characters of Women. 


There is 2 in Mr. Pope's wworks more ig finiſh = 
ed than this Epiſtle : Yet its ſucceſs æoas in no fre- 
portion to the fains he too in compoſing it. S- omething 

he chanced to drop in a ſhort advertiſement prefixed 
29 it, on its firfl publication, may perhaps: account for 
e ſmall attention given to it, He ſaid that no one 
charater in it wwas drawn from the life, The pribli c 


The mandt, Yip 246 The manor! hold, he cry'd. 260 
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How foft is Silla] featful to offend ; 3 
The fi ail- one's advocate, the weak · oneꝰs friend, 30 
To her Cali ſta prov'd her conduct nice; 
And good Simplicius aſks of her advice. f 
Sudgen, ſhe ſtorms ! ſhe raves! You tip the wink, 
But ſpare your cenfure; Silia does not drink, A 
All eyes may ſee from what the change aroſe, 25 
All eyes may ſee—a Pimple on her noſe. _. 
Papillia, wedded to her amorous ſpark, 
A Park is purchas'd, but the Fair he ſees _ 
All bath'd in tears—*Oh odi ious, odious Trees!“ 6 
Ladies, like variegated Tulips, ſhow, 
'Tis to their changes half their charms we. owe, U 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 
- Their happy 5 Spots the nice admirer take. 
'Twas thus Calypſo once each heart alarm d, 45. 


. 


\aw'd without Virtue, without Beauty 1. 


Her tongue bewitcl'd as oddly as her Eyes, 
Leſs Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than Wiſe; 
Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe ka 


Yet ne'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create 
As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. 
Narciſſa's nature, tolerably mild, 

To make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; 

Has ev'n been prov'd to grant a Lover's pra er, 

And paid a Tradeſman once to make bor a 6 5 
Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim 
And made a Widow happy, for a whim,,. .. .: 
Why then declare Good-nature is ber ory, -. 105 
When ' tis by that alone ſhe can be born; bo 


+ 


2) 


Why pique a'l mortals, yet affect a name? 1 


Heliewed him on his ⁊vord, und ex preſſed little curio- & fool to Pleaſure, yet a ſlave to fame: _ 
ty about a Satie, in <olich there 7WW44s nothing per- Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 


oral. 


OTHING fo true as what you once let fall, 
© Moſt Women have no Characters at all.” 
latter too ſoft a laſting mark to hear, 
And beſt diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair. 
How many pictures of one Nymph we view, 5 
how unkke each other, all how true! 


Now drinking Citron with his Grage and Chartres; * 
Now Conſcjence chills her, and now Paſſion burns; 


and Atheiſm and Religion take their turns; Le 5 
A very Heathen in the carnal part, | 
Vet ſtill a ſad good Chriſtian at her heart. 
See Sin in State, majeſtically drunk, 
Proud as a Peereſs, preuder as a Punk ; 70 


{Chaſte to her Huſband, frank to all beſide, 
[A teeming Miſtreſs, hut a barren Bride. 


Arcadia's Counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, What then? let Blood and Body bear the fault, 


13 there, Paſtora by a fountain fide, 
Here Fannia, leering on her own good man, 
And there, a naked Leda with a Swan. 10 
Let then the fair - one beautifully cry, 
in Magdalede's looſe hair, and lifted eye, 
Or dreſt in ſmiles of ſweet Cecilia ſhine, 
With ſimpering Angels, Palms, and Harps divine 
Whether the Charmer finner it; or ſaint it, 5 
If Folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. 
Come then, the colours and the ground prepare 
Dip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air; 
Chooſe a firm Cloud, before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere the change, the Cynthia of this minute. 20 
Rufa, whoſe eye, quick g oy o'er the Park, 
Attracts each light gay moor a Spark, 
Agrees as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, h 
As Sappho's diamonds with her dirty fmock ; 3” 
Or Sappho at her toilet's greafy'tafk, wes 
With Sappho fragrant at an evening Maſk : 
So morning Inſects, that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, arid fly- blow in the ſetting ſun, 
Vor. VI. 


Her Head's untouch'd, that noble Seat of Thought: 


Such this day's doctrine— in another fit 75 
She fins with Poets through pure love of Wit. 
What has not fir'd her boſom or her brain? 


Cæſar and Tall- boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 
As Helluo, late Pictator of the Feaſt, 


The Noſe of Haut- gout, and the Tip of Taſte, 80 
Critiqu'd your wine, and analyz'd your meat, 

Yet on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat: 

50 Philomece, lecturing all mankind 

On the ſoft Paſſion, and the Taſte refin'd, | 


And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. 

| Flavia's a Wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 

To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way z 
Nor aſks of God, but of her Stars, to give 140, 


Then all for Death; that Opiate of the ſoul! 
Lucretia's dagger, *Roſamonda's bow]; 11 

Say, what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind? 

A Spark too fickle, or a Spouſe too kind. 

30 Wiſe 


Sighs for the Mades How c charming i "x5 Part 


28517 * 


+» 
n 


Was juit not ugly, and was juſt not mad; <a kg 7 


4 ' 
39 


Tl! Addrefs, the Delicacy—ſtoops at once, ; 8 5 


The mighty bleiſing, © while we live, to live, go. 


— * ; — o 
— ˙ ** 


* . — 


| Some flying ſtro 


Wiſe Wretch! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe; 
With too much Spirit to he e'er at eaſe; _ 2 
With too much Quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much Thinking to have common Thought: 
You purchaſe pain with all that Joy can give, 
And die of nothing but a rage to live. 100 
Turn then from Wits; and look on Simo's Mate, 
No Aſs ſo meek, no Aſs ſo obſtinate. | ; 


Or her, that owns her faults, but never mends, | 


Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of Friends. 
Or her, whoſe Life the Church and Scandal ſhare, 


| | St DO 105 
For ever in a Paſſion, or a Prayer. 
Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 
Cries, Ah! how charming, if there's no ſuch 
lace !”? 9 5 | | 


Or who in ſweet viciſſitude appears 


Of Mirth and Opium, Ratafie and Tears, 110 
The daily Anodyne, and nightly Draught, 

To kill thoſe foes to Fair-ones, Lime and Thought. 
Woman and Eool are two hard things to hit; 

For true No-meaning puzzles more than Wit, | 
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For how ſhould equal Colours do the knack? 155 

Chameleons who can paint in white and black ? 
Vet Chloe ſure was forni'd without a ſpot.“— 

Nature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 

With every pleaſing, every prudent part, 

„% Say, what can Chloe want? —Sbe wants a 

Hcart. 5 160 

She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought; 

But never, never, reach'd one generous Thought, 

Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour, ; 

Content to dwell in Decencies for ever. 

So very reaſonable, ſo unmov'd, 165 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breaſt, 

Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 

And when ſhe ſees her Friend in deep defpair, 

Obſerves how much a Chintz exceeds Mohair. 170 

Forbid it, Heaven, a Favour or a Debt 

She e*er ſhould cancel but ſhe may forget. 

Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 

But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 

Of all her Dears ſhe never ſlandet' d one, 175 


But cares not if a thouſand are undone. 


But what are theſe to great Atoſſa's mind? 115 Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead? 


Scarce once herſelf, by turns all Womankind! 

Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth 

Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : 

Shines, in expoſing Knaves, and painting Fools, 

Yet is, whate'er ſhe hates and ridicules. 120 

No thought advances, but her Eddy Brain 

Whiſks it abeut, and down it goes 1 

Full ſixty years the World has been her Trade, 

The wiſeſt Fool much Time has ever made. 

From loveleſs youth to unreſpected age, 125 

No Paſſion gratiſy'd, except her Rage, 

So much the Fury ſtill out- ran the Wit, 

The Pleaſure miſs'd her, and the Scandal hit. 

Who Rn with her, provokes Revenge from 
. | 

But he's a bolder man-who dares be well. 130 

Her every tuin with Violence purſued, 7 

Nor-more a ſtorm her Hate than Gratitude : 

To that each Paſſion turns, or ſoon or late; 

Love, if it makes her yield, muſt make her 


hate: | 

Superiors? death! and Equals? what a curſe! 13 
But an Inferior not dependant? worſe. 
Offend her, and ſhe knows not to forgive; 
Oblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while you live: 
But dic, and ſhe'll adore you Then the Buſt 
And Temple riſe—then fall again to duſt. 140 
Laſt night, her Lord was all that's and great; 
A Knave this morning, and his Will a Cheat. 
Strange! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 
By Spirit robb'd of Power, by Warmth of Friends, 
By Wealth of Followers ! without one diſtreſs 145 
Sick of herſelf, through very ſelfiſhneſs! 
Atoſſa, curs'd with every granted prayer, 
Childleſs with all her Children, wants an Heir. 
To Heirs unknown defcends th'unguarded ſtore, 
Or wanders, Heaven directed. to the Poor. 150 

Pictures, like theſe, dear Madam, to defign, 
Afts no firm hand, and no unerring line; 
Some wandering touches, ſome reflected light, 

bs alone can hit them right : 


| 


She bids her Footman put it in her head. 
Chloe is prudent —Would you too be wiſe ? 
{Then never break yonr heart when Chloe dies. 


> RO 
ant) be ſeen, 


One certain portrait may (1 
out, and made a 


Which Heaven has varniſh” 


ueen: 
The ſame for ever! and deſcrib'd by all 
Wich Truth and Goodneſs, as with Crown and 
Ball. | 
Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will, 18 


Tis well—but, Artiſts! who can paint or write, 
To draw the naked is your true delight. . : 
That Robe of Quality fo ſtruts and ſwells, 

None ſce what Parts of Nature it conceals: 190 
Th' exacteſt traits of Body or of Mind, | . 


We owe to models of an humble kin 
If Queenſberry to ſtrip there's no compelling, 


"Tis from a Handmaid we mult take a Helen. 
From Peer or Biſhop 'tis no eaſy thing 195 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King: 
Alas! I copy (or my draught would fai!) 

From honeſt Mah'met, or plain Parſon. Hale. 

But grant, in public Men ſometimes are ſhown, 


Our bolder talents in full light diſplay'd; 
ade. 


Your Yirtues open faireſt in the 


Bred to diſguiſe, in public tis you hide; 
There, none diſtinguiſh *twixt your Shame or 


r 
Weaknefs or Delicacy; all ſo nice, 205 
That each may ſeem a Yirtue, or a Vice. 
In Men we yarious Ruling Paſſions find ; 


In Women, two almoſt divide the kind; 


Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey, 4 
The Love of Pleaſure, and the Love of Sway. 210 


That, Nature gives; and where the leſſon taught 


Is but to pleaſe, can Pleaſure ſeem a fault? 
Experience, this; by Man's oppreſſion curſt, 


They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt. 


And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of {kill. 


A Woman's ſeen in private life alone: 200 


r 
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* 


Still round and round the Ghoſts o 
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Men, ſome to Buſineſs, ſome to Pleaſure take; 215 
But every Woman is at heart a Rake: 
Men, ſome to Quiet, ſome to public Strife; 
But every Lady would be Queen for Life. 
| Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens 
Power all their end, but Beauty all the means: 
In Youth they conquer with ſo wild a rage, 

As leaves them ſcarce a ſubjeR in their Age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 

No. thought of peace er happineſs at home. | 
But Wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd retreat, 225 
As hard a ſcience to the Fair as Great! 

Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 


Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone, 

Worn-out in public, weary every eye, 

Nor leave one ſigh behind them when they die, 230 
Pleaſures, the ſex, as children birds, purſue, 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 

Sire, il they catch, to ſpoil the toy at moſt, 

To covet flying, and regret when loſt; _ 

At laſt, to follies Youth could ſcarce defend, 235 

It grows their Age's prudence to pretend; 

Aſham'd to own they gave delight before, 

Reduc'd to feign it, Þ nb they give no more: 

As Hags hold Sabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpight, 

So theſe their merry, miſerable Night; 240 

7 Beauty glide, 
And haunt the places where their honour died. 


See how the World its Veterans rewards ! N 


A Youth of Frolicks, an Old-age of Cards; 


Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end; 3 


Young without Lovers, old without a Friend; 
A Fop their Paſſion, but their Prize a Sot ; 
Alive ridiculous; and dead, forgot ! 
Ah! Friend! to dazzle let the Vain deſign; 
To raiſe the thought, and touch the heart be thine! 


| 250 

That Charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the 
Ring, | 

Flaunts ſo NED down, an unregarded thing: 

So wy the Sun's bioad beam has tir'd the 
ight, : 

All mild aſcends the Moon's more ſober light, | 

Serene in Virgin Modeſty fhe ſhives, \, 255 

And unobſerv'd the glaring orb declines | 

Oh! bleſt with Temper, whoſe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day : 

She, who can love a Siſter's charms, or hear 
Sighs tor a Daughter with unwounded car; 260 
She who ne'er anſwers till a Huſband cools, 

Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules; 

Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 

Yet has her humour moſt, when ſhe obeys; 

Let Fops or Fortune fly which way they will, 263 
Diſdains all loſs of Tickets, or Codille;  _ 
Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all, 
And Miſtreſs of herſelf, though China fall. 

And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman's at beſt a contradiction ſtill. 270 
Heaven, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can | 
Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſoſter Man 
Picks from each ſex; to make the Favourite bleſt, 
Your love of Pleaſure, our defire of Reſt : qa” 
Blends, in exception to all general rules, 
Your taſte of Follies, with our ſcorn of Fools: 
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Reſerve with Frankneſs, Art with Truth ally'd, Rik, 
Courage with Softneſs, Modeſty with Pride; 
Fix. d Principles, with Faney ever new ; 


1 


* 


Be this a Woman's Fame] with this unbleſt, 
Toaſts live a ſcorn, and Queens may die a jeſt. 


This Phœbus Are (1 forget the year) 


When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere; 


| 285 
Averted half your Parents ſimple prayer; _ 
And gave you Beauty, but deny'd e pelf 
That buys your ſex a tyrant o'er ieſelt. 5 
The generous God, who wit and gold refines, 
And ripens ſpirits as he ripens mines 290 


| 9 
Kept droſs for Dutcheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
To you gave Senſe, Good-humour, and a Poet. 


e 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLEE: M. 
TO ALLEN, LORD BATHURST: 


© ARGUMENT, | 


Of the Uſe of Riches. 


That it is known to few, 
extremes, Awvarice or Pro 


falling into one of the 


ufion, wer, 1, Cc. The 


been more commodious or pernicious to Mankind, ver. 
21 to 77. That Riches, either to the Avaricious 


Nectſſaries, ver. 89 to 160. That Auarice js pol 
ſolute Freugy, without an End or Purpoſe, ver. 11 3» 
. Sc. 152. Conjectures about the Motive of Avari» 
ciout men, ver. 121 to 153. That the conduct © 
men, with reſpect to Riches, can only be accounte 
for by the Order of Providence, which works the 
' general Cod out of Extremes, and brings all to its 
great End by perpetual Revolutions, wer. 161 fo 178. 
How a Miſer acts upon Principles which appear to 
him reaſonable, wer. 179: How a Prodigal does the 
ſame, wer. 199. The due medium, and true uſe of 
Riches, ver. 219. The Man of Roſs, ver. 2 50. 
The fate of the wt and the Cobetous, in two 
© examples; both miſerable in Life and in Death, wer. 
300, Sc. The Stery of Sir Balaam, ver. 339 te 
M 8 e 


2. 


7 4 PY 4 1 


| . L % „ 2 * 1 | 7 01 
Ap. T-HO ſhall decide, when DoRors diſagres, 


And ſoundeſt Caſuiſſs doubt, like you 
meme)? 


275 You hold the word, from jove to Momus given, 


That Man was made the ſtanding jeſt of Heavens 
3C3 


Shakes all together, and ptoduces —You, 280 


Aſcendant Phœbus watch'd that hour with care, 


Point diſcuſſed, whether the invention of Maney kgs _ 


or the Prodigal, cannot afford Happineſs, ſearcel, k 


— 


. 


But when, by Man's audacious labour won, 


| No grace of Heaven or token of th. Elect; « 
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And Gold but ſent to f eep the Fools in play, 5 Fad Colepepper's whole wealth been hops ane 


For ſome. to. heap, and ſome to throw away. 
Bur I, who think more highty of our kind, Boe 

(And, ſurely, Heaven and J are of a mind) _ 

Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 

Deep hid the ſhining miſchief under ground: 10 


4 5 9 6175 ce Sire, the Sun, 
n careful Heaven ſupply'd two ſorts of Men, 
To 1 uander Theſe, and Thoſe to hide again. n 

Like Doctors thus, when much diſpute. has paſt, 


Lit 14. aid 7 Is 
We find our tenets juſt the ſame at laſt. 25 
Both fairly owning, Riches, in effect, 


Given ta the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 


To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 20 


B. What Nature wants, commodious Gold be- 
ſtows ; ” 

»Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. 

P. But how unequal it beſtows, Sbſerve ; 
*Tis thus we riot, while, who ſow it, ſtarve: 
What Nature wants (a phraſe I muſt diſtruſt) 25 
Extends to Luxury, extends to Luſt -; |. 
Uſeful,” I grant, it ſerves what Life requires, © © 
But dreadful too, the dark Aſſaſſin hires. 

B. Trade it may help, Society extend: 

P. But tures the Pirate, and corrupts the Friend. 


30 
Nein ies in a Nation's ad: 
ut bribes a Senate, and the Land 's betray'd. 
In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave, 
If ſecret Gold ſap on frum knave to knave. 

Once, we confeſs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, 35 
From the crack d bag the dropping Guinea ſpoke, 
And jingling down the back-ſtairs, told the crew, 
<<. Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.“ 6 
EN Paper- credit! laſt and'beſt fupply ! 

That lens Corruption Ughter wings to fiy! _ 4c 
Gold, imp d by thee,” can compaſs hardeſt things, 
Can porket States, can fetch or carry Kings; 
A fingle leaf ſhall waft an Army o'er, 

Aken Shows ig fome diſtant Shore; 
bein Ake Steyr, featter to and fro 43 

Our fatés and forcunes, as the wind (hall blow : 
Pregnabr with thouſands flits the Scrap unſeen, 
And fitent tells a King, or buys a Queen. 

Sn chat ſach bulky Bribes as all might ſee, 
5 ab of old, ineumber'd Villaipy! 3 

ov1d France or Rome divert our brave deſigns, 
With All their brandies, or with all their wines? 
What could they more than Kniglits and *Squires 
1 2 confound, en . c 


Or water all the Quorum ten miles round? 
A ſtateſman's ſlumbers how this ſpeech. would 
Ui 55 
Sir, Spain has ſerit-a thoufand jars of oil; 
Hoge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door; 
A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” 
Poor Avarice one torment more would find ; 


Nos-cauld Profuſſon ſquander all in kind. 60 


r 


And Worldiy crying coals from ſtreet to ſtreet, 


Pity 


Pee eee e and mien ſo maʒ d. Why the and Sapph 
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Could he himſelf have ſent it to the dogs ? 
His Grace will game-: to White's a Bull be led, 
With ſpurning heels and with a butting head, 
To White's be carry'd as to ancient games, 


Fair Courſers, Vaſes, and alluring Dames. 70 


Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſweep, _ 


Bear home ſix Whores, and make his Lady weep ? 


Oi ſoft Adonis, ſo perſum'd and fine, 

Drive to St. James's a whole herd of ſwine ? 

Oh filthy check on all induſtrious (kill, - 

To ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille ? 
Since then, my Lord, on ſuch a World we fall, 


| What ſay you? B. Say? Why take it, Gold and 


all OT; TORY 

P. What Riches give us, let us then enquire ? 
Meat, Fire, and Cloaths. B. What more? P. Meat, 
Cloaths, and Fire. | 80 
Is this too little? would you mare than live? 
Alas! *tis more than Turner finds they give. 

Alas ! tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at Jaft ! 

| What can they give? to dying Hopkins, Heirs; 85 
To Chartres, Vigour ; Japhet, Noſe and Ears? 
Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow, 

In Fulvia's buckle eaſc the throbs below); 

Or heal, old. Narſes, thy obſcener ail, : 

With all th? embroidery plaiſter'd at thy tail? "og 
| "hey might (were Harpax not too wile to ſpend) 
Give Harpax ſelf the bleſſing of a Friend; 

Or find ſome Doctor that would ſave the life 

Of wretched Shylock, ſpite of Shylock's Wiſe : 


Die, and endow a College, or a Cat. 

To ſome, indeec!, Heaven grants the happier fate, 

T” enrich a Baſtard, or a Son they hate. 5 
betliaps you think the Poor might have their 

art; 5 
Bond . the Poor, and hates them from his 
heart? _ = 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule 
That every man in want is knave or fool : 


« God cannot love ſays Blunt, with tearleſs eyes) 


The wretch he ſtarves”—and piouſly denies ; 


But the good R hop, with a meeker air, . 10g 
Admits, and leaves them, Providence's care. 

Yet to he juſt to theſe, poor men of pelf, 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himſelf :. 
Damn'd to the Mines, an equal fate betides 


B. Who ſuffers thus, mere Charity ſhould on, 
Muſt act on motives pow] er tul, though unknown. 
P. Some War, ſome Plague, or Famine, they 
| foreſce, 1 3 : 
Some Revelation hid from you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the. cauſe ne ! 
. , ® I 
He thinks a Loaf will rife to fifty pound. | 
What made Directors cheat in South-ſea year ? 
To live on Veniſon when it fold ſo dear. 
Aſk you why. Phryne tlie whole Auction buys! 
Phryne foreſees a general Exciſe. 120 
© raiſe that monſtrous ſum ? 


Wiſe 


e for ſome. poor tradeiman craz d. 


* 
* 


Alas, they ſear a man will coſt a plum. 


But thouſands die, without or this or that, 95 


The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides 110 


** 


0 
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Wiſe Peter fees the World's reſpect for Gold, 


And therefore hopes this Nation may be fold. | 


Glorious Ambition! Peter, ſwell thy ftore, 125 
And be what Rome's great Didius was before. 
The Crewn of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juſt three millions tinted modeſt Gage. 
But nobler ſcenes, Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold, 130 
Congenial fouls ; whoſe life one Avarice joins, 
And one fate buries in th' Aſturian Mines, 
Much injur'd Blunt! why bears he Britain's 
| . Po Aw; 1 
A wizard told him in theſe words our fate: 
At length Corruption, like a general flood, 135 
« (So long by watchful Miniſters withſtood) 
% Shall deluge all; and Avarice, creeping on, 
<« Spread like a low-botn miſt, and blot the Sun 
« Statefman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 


„ Peereſs and Butler ſhare alike the Box, 140 


« And Judges job, and Biſhops bite the town, 

« And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown. 

« See Britain ſunk in lucre's ſordid charms, | 

« And France reveng'd of Anxz's and EpwarD's 
« arms!” PN og Ig 

Twas no Court-badge, great Scrivener, fir'd thy 
brain, * 5 ON 

Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain: | 

No, twas thy righteous end, aſham'd td ſee 

Senates degenerate, Patriots diſagree, | 

And nobly wiſhing Party-rage to ceaſe, 

To buy both ſides, and give thy Country peace. 


wn 
0 


« All this is madnefs,” cries a ſober ſage: 
But who, my friend, has reaſon in his rage ? 
<< The Ruling Faſſion, be it what it will, 
„The Ruling PaſFon conquers reaſon ſtill,” 
Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can frame, 155 


. Than even that Paſſion, if it has no Aim; 


For though ſuch motives Folly you may call, 
The Folly's greater to have none at all. 
Hear then the truth: Tis Heaven each Paſſion 
« ſerids,. -. * 1 5 "= 
„ And different men directs to different ends. 160 
Extremes in Naturs equal good produce, 
« Extremes in Man concur o general uſe.“ 
Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow ? 
That Power who bids the ocean ebbh and flow, 
Bids ſeed-time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 165 


Through reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain, 
Builds Life on Heath, on Change Duration founds, 


And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounds. 
Riches, like inſects, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for wings,' and in their ſeafon fly. 170 
Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidit his ſtore, 

Sees but a backward ſteward for the Poor; 

This year a Reſervoir, to keep and ſpare; _. 

The next a Fountain, ſpouting though his Heir, 

In laviſh ſtreams to quench a Country's thirſt, 175 

And men and dogs ſhall drink him till they burſt. 
Old Cotta ſham'd his fartune and his birth, 

Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 

Whit though (the uſe of barbarous ſpits forgot) 

His kitchen, vied in coolneſs with his grot? 180 

His court with nettles, moats with creſſes ſtor'd, 


j Tis Gon and LigenTyY that 
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If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it was no more 

Than Pramins, Saints, and Sages did beforez j 
To cram the rich, was prodigal expence, 185 
And who would take the Poor from Providence? 


Hall, WY. 
Silence without, and faſts within the wall ; 
No rafter d roots with dance and tabor ſound, 


No noontide bell invites the country round: 190 
Tenants with ſighs rhe ſmoakleſs towers ſurvey, _ 


And turn th' ynwilling ſteeds another way: 
Benighted wanderers, the foreſt o'er, 


Curſe the ſav'd candle, and unopening cr; 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to cat, 


Not fo his Son: he mark'd this overſight, 
And then miſtook reverſe of wrong for right. 


Yet ſyre, of quali es deſerving praiſe, 

More go to ruin Fortunes, than to raiſe. _ 

| What ſlaughter'd hecatombs, what floods of wine, 
Fill the capacious Squire, and deep Divine! 


His oxen periſh in his country's cauſe ; 
The woods recede around the naked ſeat, 

Next goes his Wool—to clothe our valiant bands: 
Laſt, for his Country's love, he ſells his Lands. 
To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 


Pope. 


[And ſhall not Britain now reward his toils, 215 


Britain, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils ? 
In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his cauſe, 


{His thankleſs Country leaves him to her Laws. 


The Senſe to. value Riches, with the Act 


Not meanly, or. ambitiouſly purſu'd, 
Not ſunk by floth, not rais'd by ſervitude; 


To balance Fortune by a juſt expence, 


Join with Economy, Magnificence ; | 

With Splendor, Charity; with Plenty, Health; 22 5 

Oh teach vs, Bathurſt ! yet ynſpoiPd by wealth! 

That ſecret rare, between th' extremes to move 

Of mad Good-nature, and of mean Self-love, + 

B. To Worth or Want well-weigh'd, be Bounty 
grven, rok | 


And eaſe, or emulate, the care of Heaven 


(Whoſe meaſure full o'erflows on human race) 


{Mend Fortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 
I Wealth in the groſs is death, but life diffus'd ; 
As poiſon, heals, in juft proportion us'd: | 


But well diſpers'd, is incenſe to the ſkies. 

P. Who ſtarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats ? 
The Wretch that truſts them, and the Rogue that 
cheats. | 8 x 

Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful noon 
Without a Fiddler, Flatterer, or Buffoon * 240 
Whoſe table,” Wit, or modeſt Merit ſhare, Fi 


With ſoups unbought and ſallads bleſs'd his board? Un- elbow'd by a Gameſter, Pimp, or Player? 
5 g Wie 


Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good old 


While the gaunt maſtiff, growling at the gate, 193 


l 
(For what to ſhun, will no great knowledge need; 
But what to follow, is a taſk indeed.) 200 


Yet no mean motives this profuſion draws, 205 ; 

crowns, the. 

ER cup, | : 95 — 
And Zeal for that great Houſe which eafs him up. 


The Sylvans groan—ro matter—for the Fleet: 210 


And heads the bold Train-bands, and burns a 


T' enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 220 


In heaps, like Ambergris, a ſtink it lies. 238 


1 


5 


390 


Who copies Your's, or Oxford's better part, 
To eaſe th oppreſs d, and raife the finking heart? 


Where er he ſhines, oh Fortune, gild the icene, 245 


And Angels guard him in the golden Mean! 
There, Engi h bounty yet a while may ſand, 
And Honour linger ere it leaves the land, 

But all our praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs ? 


Rife honeſt Muſe ! and ſing the Mar of Rogs: 250 


Pleas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 


Who hung with woos yon mountain's ſultry brow? 


From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 

Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, | 

But clear and artleſs, pouring through the plain 
Health to the fick, and ſolace to the ſwain 
Whoſe Cauſeway parts the vale with ſhady rows ? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary Traveller repoſe ? 
.Who taught that heaven - directed ſpire to riſc ? 
The Man of Ross,“ each liſping babe replies. 
Behold the Market- place with poor o'erſpread | 
The Manx of Ross divides the weekly bread : 

He feeds yon Alms-houſe, near, but void of ſtate, 


Where Age and Want fit ſmiling at the gate; 


Him portion d maids, apprentic*d orphans bleſt, 


The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any ſick? the Man of Ross relieves, 


Preſcribes, attends, the medicine makes, and gives. 


Is there a variance ? enter but his door, 
Balk*'d are the courts, and conteſt is no miore. 
Defpairing Quacks with curſes fled tne place, 
And vile Attorneys, now an uſeleſs race. 

B. Thrice happy man! enabled to purſue 
What all ſo wiſh, but want the power to do! 
Oh ſay, what ſums that generous hand ſupply ? 
What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity ? 


P. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, 
This man poſſeſt five hundred pounds a year. 280 
Bluſn, Grandeur, bluſh ! proud Courts, withdraw 


your blaze! Ty | 
Ye little Stars! hide your diminiſh'd rays. 


B. And what? no monument, inſcription, ſtone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown? 285 
P. Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 


Will never mark the marble with his Name: 
Go, ſearch it there, were to be born and die, 
Ot rich and poor makes all the hiſtory; 
Enough, that Virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 
Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 
"The wretch wha living ſav'd a candle's end; 
Shouldering God's altar a vile image ſtands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands; 
That live long wig, which Gorgon's 


Eternal buckle takes in Parian ſtone. 
Behold what bleſſings Wealth to life can lend! 
And ſee, what comiort it affords our end. 


In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mat half. hung, 
The floors of plaiſter, and the walls of dung, 300 


On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ſtraw, 
With tape-ty'd curtains, never meant to draw, 


255 


260 


265 


275 


And long'd to tempt him, like good Job of old; 350 


290 


ſelf might own, 
| 295 
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The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers lies—alas ! how chang'd from him, 305 
That life of Pleaſure, and that ſoul of whim! | 


_ | Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 


The hower, of wanton Shrewſbury and Love; 
Or juſt as gay, at Council, in a ring 

Of mimick Stateſmen, and their merry King. 
No Wit to flatter, left of all his ſtore ! 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valued more, 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And rame, this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
His Grace's fate ſage Cutler could ſoreſee, 318 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, © Live like me!'” 
As well his Grace reply'd © Like you, Sir John? 
That J can do, when all I have is gone,” 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe are worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe ? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd, 
Ariſe and tell me, was thy death more bleſs'd ? 
Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, 

For very want ; he could not build a wall. 
His only daughter in a ſtranger's power, ; $5 
For very want; he could not pay a dower. 

A few grey hairs his reverend temples crown'd, 
"Twas very want that ſold them for two pound. 
What! even deny'd a cordial at his end, 
Baniſh'd the Doctor, and expell'd the friend; 436 
What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had ! 
Cutler and Brutus dying, both exclaim, 

« Virtue! and Wealth! what are ye but a name!“ 
Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd? 335 
Or are they both, in this, their own reward ? 

A knotty point ! to which we now proceed. 

But you are tir'd— I'll tell a tale—B. Agreed. 

P. Where London's column, pointing to the ſkies 
Like a tall bully, 4ifts the head, and lies; 340 
There dwelt a Citizen of ſober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo forth; 

His word would paſs for more than he was worth. 
One ſolid diſh his week-day meal affords, 345 
An added pudding folemniz'd the Lord's: j 
Conſtant at Church, and Change; his gains were 
ſure, 5 | 
His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 
The Devil was piqued ſuch ſaintſhip to behold, 


320 


But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 
Rouz'd by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds 
ſweep Ns ; 
The ſurge, and plunge his Father in the deep 
Then full againſt his Corniſh lands they roar, 335 
And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore. 
Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 
He takes his chirping- pint, and cracks his jokes: 
14 Live like yourſelf, was ſoon my Lady's word 
And lo! two puddings ſmoak d upon the board. 360 
Aſleep and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeſt factor ſtole a Gem away: ; 
He pledg'd it to the knight, the knight had wit, 
Sa kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit. 


| 
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„ I' now give fixpence where | gave a groat; 


Where once I went to church, I'll now go twice 


And am ſo clear too of all other vice.” 


The Temprer faw his time: the work he ply'd; 
Stocks and Subſcriptions pour on every tide, 370 


Till all the Demon makes his full Deſcent 
In one abundant ſhower of Cent per Cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole, 
Then dubs Director, and ſecures his ſoul. 


Behold Sig Balaam, now a man of ſpirit, | 375 


Aſcribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 

What late he call'd a Bleſſing, now was Wit, 
And God's good Providence, a lucky Hit. 

Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 
His Compting-houſe employ'd the Sunday morn 


Seldom at Church, ('twas ſuch a buſy life) 
But duly ſent his family and wife. 
There (ſo the Devil ordain'd) one Chriftmas-tide 
My good old Lady catch'd a cold, and dy'd. 


A Nymph of Quality admires our Knight; 385 


He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to pleaſe the Fair) 
The well. bred cuckolds in St. | ec air: 

Firſt, for his Son a gay Commiſſion buys, 


Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies: 390 


His Daughter flaunts a Viſcount's tawdry wite ; 
She bears a Coronet and P—x for life. 

n Britain's Senate he a ſeat obtains, . 
And one more Penſioner St. Stephen gains. 


My Lady falls to play . ſo bad her chance, 395 | 235 
TIS dtrange, the Miſer ſhould his cares employ 


He muſt repair it ; takes a bribe trom France ; 

The Houſe impeach him, Coningiby harangues; 

Ihe Court forſake him, and Sir Balaam hangs: 

Wife, ſon, and daughter, Satan! are thy own, 
is wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown: 

The Devil and the King divide the prize, 

and ſad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE IV. 
70 
Richaxp Boyrs EarL or BuxTOrox. 
ARGUMEN T. 


Of the Uſe of Rienzs. 


The Vanity of Expenſe in People of Wealth and Qua- 
tity. The abuſe of the word 29 ver. 13. That 
the firſt principle and foundation in this, as in 


Some ſcruple roſe, but thus he eas d his thought, 365 


80] Sc. 
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mere Luxury and Elegance. 7 in Areli- 
tecture and Gardening, where all muſt be adapted 
ro the Genius and Uſe of the Place, and the Beauties 
not forced into it, but rejulting from it, wer, 50. 
How men are diſappointed in their me expenſive 
undertakings, fon want of this true Foundation, 
without wwhich nothing can pleaſe long, at all; and 
the beft Examples and rules vill be but perverted into 
ſomething burthenſome and ridiculous, wer. 65, &c. 
to 92. A deſcription of the falſe Taſte of Magni- 
ficence ; the firft grand error of which is, to imagine 
| that Greatneſs conſiſts in the Size-and Dimenſion, in- 
Head of the Proportion and Harmony of the whole, 
ver. 97. and the ſecond, either in joining together 
Parts incoherent, or too minutely reſembling, or in 
the Repetition of the ſame too frequently, wer. 105, 
A word or two of falſe 'Tafle in Books, in 
Muſic, and in Painting, even in Preaching and Prayer 
and laſily in Entertainments, ver. 133, Cc. Yet 
PrOVIDENCE is juſtified in giving Wealth to be 
Jquandered in this manner, ſince it is diſperſed to the 
Poor and Laborious part of mankind, wer. 169. [re- 
cur ring to what is laid down in the firfl Book, Ep. ii. 
| and in the Epiſtle preceding this, ver. 159, &c.] 
What are the proper objects of Magnificence, and a 
proper field for the Expenſe of Great Men, ver. 177, 


become a Prince, ver. 191, to the end. 
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Io gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy: 
Is it leſs ſtrange, the Prodigal ſhould waſte - 
His wealth, to purchaſe what he ne'er can taſte ? 
Not for himſelf he ſees, or hears, or cats ; 5 
Artiſts muſt chooſe his Pictures, Muſic, Meats: 
He buys for Topkam Drawings and Deſigns; 
For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coins; 
Rare Menkiſh Manuſcripts for Hearne alone, 
And Books for Mead, and Butterflies far Sloane. 19 
Think we all theſe are for himſelf ? no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas ! or finer Whore. 

For what has Virro painted, built, and planted > 
Only to ſhew, how many taſtes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Viſto's ill-got Wealth to waſte ? 
Some Dzmon whiſper'd, “ Viſto! have a Taſte.” 
Heaven viſits with a Taſte the wealthy Fool, 

And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule... 

See,! ſportive Fate to puniſh awkward pride, 

Bids Bubo build, and ſends him ſuch a Guide: 20 
A' ſtanding fermon, at each year's expenſe, 


That never Coxcomb reach'd Magnificence ! : 


You ſhow us, Rome was glarious, not profuſe, 
And pompous buildings once were things of Uſe. - 
Yet ſhall (my Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 25 
Fill half the land with imitating Fools; 

Who random drawings from your ſheets ſhall take 
And of one beauty many blunders make; 

Load ſome vain Church with old Theatric ſtate, 
Turn Arts of triumph to a Garden gate: 30 


every thing elſe, is Good Senſe, wer. 40. The chief Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 


Proof of it is to follow Natnre, even in works 7 On ſome patch'd dog - hole ek d with ends of wall; 
9 


Then 


Sg. and finally the Great and Public Works which ' 
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Then clap ſour ſlices of Pilaſter on 't, 
That, lac'd with hits of ruſtic, makes a Front. 
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3 boundleſs Green, or Rouriſh'd Carpet viows; 98 


With all the mournful ſamily of Vews: 


Shall call the winds through long arcades to roar, 35 The thriving plants ignoble hroomſticks made, 


Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; 
Confcious they act a true Palladian part, 
And if they ſtarve, they ſtarve by rules of art. 
Oft have you hinted'to your brother Peer, 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear. 40 
Something there is more needſul than Expenſe, 


Now ſweep tiofe Alleys they were born to ſhade. 
| At Timon's Villa tet us paſs a qay, 
Where all cry out, What ſums are thrown away! 


So proud, ſo grand; of that ſtupendous air, 
Soft and Agreeable come never there. 210 


; Greatneſs, with l imon, dwells in ſuch a draught 


And ſomething previous ev'n to Taſte tis Senſe: As brings ail Brobdignag before your thought 
'Good Senſe, which only is the gift of Heaven, Hon compaſs this, his Bullding is a town, 105 
f 


And, though no Science, fairly worth the ſeven : 

A Light, which in yourſelf you muſt perceive; 45 

Jones and Le NSt:e have it not to give. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 
'To rear the Column, or the Arch to bend, 
To ſwell the Terras, or to link the Orot; 
In all, let Nature never be forgot | 50 
B t treat the Goddeſs like a modeſt fair, 
Nor over-dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare; 
Let rot each beauty every where be ſpy'd, 
Where lialf the ſkill is decently to hide, 
He gains all points, who pleaſingly confounds, - 55 
Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds, 

Conſult the Genius ot the Place in all: 

That tells the Waters or to riſc, or fall; 

Or helps tl” ambit;ous Hill the heavens to ſcale, 
Or ſcoops in circling theatres the Vale; 60, 
Calls-in the country, catches opening glades, | 

Joins willing woods, and var.es ſhades from ſhades; 
Nove breaks, or now direts th* intending Lines; 

Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns. 

Still follow Serſſe, of every Art the Saul. 65 
Parts anfwering parts ſhalt ſlide into a whole, 
Spontaneous beauries all around advance, 

Start ev'n from Diffioulty, ſtrike from Chance; 
Nature ſhall join you; Time ſhall make it grow 
A Work to wonder at—perhaps a STow. 70 

Without it, proud Verſailles ! thy glury fails ; 
And Nero's Terraces deſert their walls: 

The vaſt Parterres a thouſand hands ſhall make, 
'Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a Lake: 
Or cut wide views through mountains to the 

y Plain, | | 

You'ttwith your hill or ſheiter'd feat again, 

Ev'n in an ornament its place remark, 
Nor in an Hermitage ſet Dr. Clarke. 

Behold Villario's ten years toil complete; 

His Quincunx darkens, his Eſpaliers meet; 30 

The wood ſupports the Plain, the parts unite, 

And ſtrength of Shade contends with ſtrenath of 

Light; ä | 

A waving Glow the bloomy beds diſplay, 
Bluſning in bright diverſities'of day, 

With filver-quivering rills mzander'd 0'er-— 8 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more 
Tir'd of the ſcene Parterres and Fountains yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a Field. 

Through his young Woods how pleas'd Sabinus 

firay*d, | 8 hg T4 

Or ſate delighted in the thickening ſhade, go 
With annual joy the reddening ſhoots to greet, 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to meet! 
His Son's fine Taſte an opener Viſta loves, 
Foc to the Dryads of lis Father's groves 


His pond an Ocean, his partcrre'a Down: 
Who but muſt Iaugh, the Mater when lie fees, 
A puny infe@, ſhivering at a breeze ! 


Lo, what huge heaps of httlenefs a ound! 


The whole, a labour'd Quirry above ground; 110 
Two Cupids ſquirt before: a Lake belund 
Improves the keenneſs of the Not hern wind. 

His Gardens next your admiration call, 


On every fide you look, behold the. Wall! 
No pleatiog er e inter vene, N 
No artful 


ildne ſs to pet plex the ſcene 
Grove nods a* grove, each Alley has a brother, 
And half the platform juſt reflects the other. 
The ſuffering eye taverted Nature ſees, . 


Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees; 126 
With here a Fountain, never to be play d; 


And there a Summer-houſe that knows no ſhade ; 


Here Amphitrite ſails through myrtſe bowers: 


There Gladiators fight, or die in flowers; 
Unwater'd ſee the drooping fea-horſe mourn, 12 5 
And iwailows rooſt in Nilus* duſty Urn. 

My Lord advances with majeſtic mien, 
Smit with the mighty pleaſure to be ſeen : 
But ſoſt by regular e ee e yet. 
Firſt through the length of yon hot "terrace ſweat; 
And when up ten ſteep Nopes you've dragg'd your 

thighs, © * | 

Juſt at his Study door he'll blefs your eyes. 

His Study! with what Authors is it ſtor'd? 
In Pcoks, not Authors, curious is my lord ; 
To all their dated backs he turns you round; 133 
Thefe Aldus printed, thoſ: Du Sueil has bound. 
Lo, ſome arc Vellom, and the reit as good 
For all his Lordſhip knows, but they are Wood. 


For Locke or Milton, *tis in vain to look, 
Theſe ſhelves admit not any modern beck. 140 


And now the Chapel's filver bell you hear, 
That ſummons you to all the Pride of Prayer: 
Light quirks of Muſic, broken and uneven, 
Make the ſoul dance upon a jig to Heaven. 


On painted Cielings you devoutly ſtare, 
{Where ſprawl the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 


Or gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 
And bring all Paradiſe before your eye. 


To reſt, the Cuſhion and ſoft Dean invite, 
|Who never mentions Hell to ears polite. 150 


But hark! the chiming clocks to dinner call; 
A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble Hall: 
The rich Buffet well-colour'd Serpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons ſpew 10 walſh their face. 
Is this a dinner ? this a genial room ? 
No, 'tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 
A ſolemn Sacrifice perform'd in Itate, 


You drink by meaſure, and to minutes eat. 


LY | oo Yo EIN! 


Sv 


150 


Between each Act the trembling ſalvers ring, 


ö = 
So quick retires each flying courſe, you'd ſwear | 
Sancho's dread Doctor and his Wand were there, 160 
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9 


— wonders rais'd on nations ſpoil'd; 5 
Where mix'd with Slaves the groaning Martyr 
toil'd: 


From ſoup to ſweet- wine, and God bleſs the King. Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Woods, 


In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in ſtate, 
And complaiſantly help'd to all I hate, 


Now drain'd a diſtant country of her Floods: 
Fanes, which admiring Gods with pride ſurvey; 


Treated, careſs'd, and tir'd, I take my leave, 165|Statues of Men, ſcarce leſs alive than they ! 10 


Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 
I curſe ſuch laviſh coſt, and little ſkill, 
And ſwear no day was ever paſt fo ill. 


Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mouldering age, 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. 
Barbarian blindneſs, Chriſtian zeal conſpire, 


Yet hence the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed; And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 
Health to himſelf, and to his infants bread, 170| Perhaps, by its own ruins ſav'd from flame, 13 


The labourer bears: What his hard heart denies, 
His charitable vanity ſupplies. 

Another age ſhall fee the golden ear 
Imbrown the flope, and nod on the parterre, 


Some bury'd marble half preſerves a name; 

That name the learn'd with fierce diſputes purſue; 

And give to "Titus old Veſpaſian's due. 
Ambition figh'd : ſhe found it vain to truſt 


Deep harveſt bury all his . ride has plann*d, 176 The faithleſs column, and the crumbling buſt: 20 


And laughing Ceres re-aſſume the land. 


Huge moles, whoſe, ſhadow ſtretch'd from ſhore to 


Who then ſhall grace, or who improve the ſoil? | ſhore, ? 
Who plants like Bathurſt, or who builds like Boyle. | Their ruins periſh'd, and their plate no more 


"Tis uſe alone that ſanRifies expenſe, 


Convinc'd ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, 


And ſplendor borrows all her rays from ſenſe, 1$0|And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin 


His Father's acres who enjoys in peace, 
Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he increaſe : 
Whoſe chearful tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 
Yet to their Lord owe more than to the ſoil ; 


Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 18 


The milky heifer aud deſerving ſtced; 

Whoſe ring foreſts, not for pride or ſhow, 

But ſuture buildings, future navies, grow : 

Let his plantations ſtretch from down to down, 


* narrow orb each crouded conqueſt kgeps, 23 

Beneath her palm here ſad Judea weeps. 

Now ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, 

And ſcarce are ſcen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; 

A ſmall Euphrates through the piece is roll'd, 

And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 30 
The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 


Through climes and ages bears each form and 
name: a 


Ur 


Firſt ſhade a country, and then raiſe a towti. 190 In one ſhort view ſubjected to our eye 


| You too proceed! make falling arts your care, 
Ere& new wonders, and the old repair; 
Jones and Palladio to themſelves reſtore, 
And be whate'er Vitruvius was before: 


Till Kings call forth th'Ideas of your mind, 1. 


Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands delign'd) 
Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend, 
Bid Temples worthier of the God aſcend; 
Bid the Broad Arch the dangerous flood contain, 


Gods, Emperors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 

With ſharpen'd ſight pale Antiquaries pore, 3g 
| Thi inſcription value, Lat the ruſt adore. 

| This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, 

The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years! 

To gain Peſcennius one employs his ſchemes, 
One graſps à Cecrops in extatic dreams. 49 
Poor Vadius, long with learn'd fpleen devour'd, 
Can taſte no pleature ſince his Shield was ſcour' d: 


The Mole projected break the roaring Main; 200 And Curio, reſtleſs by the Fair-one's ſide, 


Back to his bounds their ſubject ſea command, 
And roll obedient rivers through the land ; 

Theſe honours, peace to happy Britain brings; 
Theſe are Imperial Works, and worthy Kings. 


MORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE V. 
TO Ma. ADDISON, 


Occaſioned by his Dialogues on Medals, 


EF. the wild waſte of all-devouring years! 


With nodding arches, broken temples ſpread! - 
The very Tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead; 
Vor. VI. 


Sighs for an Ocho, and neglects his bride. 

Theirs is the Vanity, the Learning thine: 45g 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhine ; 
Her Gods and godlike Heroes riſe to view, 

And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 

Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regards engage z 

Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetic rage: 50 
The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 

And Art reflected images to Art. 

Oh, when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame ? 

in living medals ſee her wars enroll'd, 

And vanquiſn'd realms ſupply recording gold? 
Here, riling boid, the Patriot's honeſt face; 

There, Warriors frowning in hiſto ic braſs ; 

Then future ages with delight ſhall ſee, 

How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree; 60 
Or in fair ſeries laurel'd bards be ſhown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addiſon 


_ | then thall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
How Rome her own ſad ſepulchre appears, 


On the caſt ore, another Pollio, ſhine ; : 
With aſpe& open ſhall ere his head, 65 
And round the orb in laſting notes be read, 
39 | 


75 


394 


* Stateſman, yet friend to truth! of ſoul ſincere, 
ln action faithful, and in honour clear; 
Who broke no romiſe, ſerv'd no private end, 
Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 70 
„ Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, 

And prais'd, unenvy'd, by the Mule he lov'd.“ 


POP Es 


EPISTLE TO Dx. ARBUTHNOT: 
or ws 
PROLOGUE 
TO THE 


BA FIRE S. 


P. C HUT, ſhut the door, good John! fatigu'd 1 
ſai 


d, 
Tye up the knocker, ſay I'm ſick, I'm dead. 
The Dog ſtar rages ! nay, *tis paſt a doubt, 
All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus, is let out: 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
What walls can guard me, or what ſhades can 
hide? EE 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they 
Zlide. 
By land, by water, they renew the charge; 
They ſtop the chariot, and, they board the barge. 
| 10 
No place is ſacred, not the Church is free, 
Ev'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me; 


Then from the Mint walks forth the man of 


rhyme, 
Happy! to catch me, juſt at dinner-time. 
Is there a Parſon, much bemus'd in beer, 

A maudlin poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 

A Clerk, foredoom'd his father's ſoul to croſe, 

Who pens a ſtanza, when he ſhould engroſs? 

Is there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, ſcrawls 

With deſperate charcoal round his darken'd walls 
2 


15 


0 
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble ſtrain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whole giddy fon neglects the laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe : 
Poor Cornus tees his frantic wife elope, 
And curſes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong, 
The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 
What drop or noſtrum can this plague remove? 
Or which muſt end me, a Fool's wrath or love? 30 
A dire dilemma! either way I'm ſped; 
Tf foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 


25 


1% 1 wanta Patron; aſk hini for a Place.” 


s|The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 


| 
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Seiz'd and ty'd down to judge, how wretched 1! 
Who can't be ſilent, and who will not lie: 
To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace; 35 
And to be grave, exceeds all power of face, 
I fit with ſad civility; 1 read | 
With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching head; 
And drop at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 
This ſaving council,“ Keep your piece nine years.“ 
40 
Nine years! cries he, who high in Diury-lane, 
Lull'd by ſoft Zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before term ends, 
Oblig*d by hunger, and requeſt of friends: - 
« The piece, you think, is incorrect? why take 
cc it . a 


2 


| ; 5 
«I'm all ſubmiſſion; what you'd have it, 9 
«2:7 , | 
Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 
My Friendſhip, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 
Pitholcon ſends to me: © You know his Grace: 
50 
Pitholeon libel'd me“ but here's a letter 
Inſorms you, Sir, twas when he knew ' o better, 
„ Dare you refuſe him? Curll invites to dine, 
« He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine.” 
Bleſs me! a packet “ Tis a ſtranger ſues, 55 
„A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muſe.” 
III dillike it, “Furies, death and rage!“ 
lf I approve, © Comment it to the Stage.“ 
There (thank my ſtars) my whole commiſſion 
ends 
60 


Fir'd that the houſe reje& him, „ Sdeath! III 
« print it, 

“And ſhame the fools—Your intereſt, Sir, witlz 
“ Lintot,” : 

Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 

„Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.” 

All my demurs but double his attacks: 

At laſt he whiſpers, Do; and we go ſnacks.” 

Glad of a quarrel, itrait I clap the door, 

& Sir, let me ſee your works and you no more.“ 

"Tis ſung, when Midas? ears began to ſpring, 

(Midas, a ſacred perſon and a King) 

His very Minitter, who ſpy'd them firſt, 

(Some ſay his Queen) was forc'd to ſpeak, or 
burſt, 


65 


| as 


And is not mine, my friend, a ſorer caſe, 

When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 
A. Good friend, forbear ! 

things, 

I'd never name Queens, Miniſters, or Kings; 

Keep cloſe to ears, and thoſe let aſies prick, _ 

"Tis nothing—P. Nothing? if they bite and kick? 

Out with it, Dunciad! let the ſecret paſs, 

That ſecret to each ſol, that he's an Aſs: 80 

The work once told (and wherefore ſhould we 

he?) 

The Queen of Midas ſlept, and fo may I. 

You think this eruel? Take it for a rule, 

No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break, 


T5 
you deal in dangerous 


4 


T0 unconcern'd canſt hear the mighty crack : 


* 


wee 
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Pit, box, and gallery, in convulſions hurPd, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unſhook amidſt a buriting world. 
Who ſhimes. a Scribbler? break one cobweb 
through, 
He ſpins the flight, ſelſ-pleaſing thread anew: 9g 
Deftroy his fib or ſopniſtry, in vain, 
The crcature's at his dirty work again, 
Thron'd ON me centre of his thin deſigns, 
Proud oi a viſt extent of flimſy lincs! 
Whom have IJ hurt? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95 
Loit the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnaſſian ſneer? 
And has not Colly tit} his lord, and Whore? 
His butchers Henley, bis free maſons Moor ? 
Docs not one table favius ſtill admit? 
Stil! to one *iſhop Philips ſeem a wit? 100 
Still Sazppho-- A. Held; for God's ſake you'll 
&Teudy 
No names be calm—learn prudence of a friend: 
I too could write, and l am twice as tall; 
But ſocs like theſe -P. One Flatterer's worſe than 
ail. . 
Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 195 
It is the 1laver kills, and not the bite. 
A ivot quite angry is quite innocent: | 
Alas! *tis ten times wo ſe when they repent. 
One Cedicates in high heroic proſe, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes: 110 
One from all Grub-ftreet will my fame defend, 
And, more abulive, calls himſelf my ſriend. 
This prints my letters, that expects a bribe, 
And others roar. aloud, ** £ubſcribe, ſubſcribe!“ 
There are, who to my perſon pay their court: 
17 115 
Jcough like Horace, and, though lean, am ſhort. 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhoulder had too high, 
Such Ovid's noſe, and, Sir! you have an eye! — 
Go on, obliging creature, make me ſce 
All that diſgrac'd my betters, met in me. 120 
Say fer my comtort, languiſhing in bed, 
% Tui fo immortal Maro held his hæad;“ 
Aud when I die, be ſure you let me know 


O 


Great Homer dy'd three thouſand years ago. | 


Why did | write? what fin to me unknown 123 
Dipp'd me in ink, my parents', or my own? _ 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I liſp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I Ic tt no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father difobey'd: 130 
"the Muſe but ſerv'd to eaſe ſome friend, not wife; 
To help me through this long diſeaſe, my life; 

To ſ:cond, Arbuthnot! thy art and care, 

And teach, the being you preſerv'd, to bear. 

But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 135 
And knowing Walſh, would tell me I could write; 
Weli-natur'd Garth infl.m'd with early praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 
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Soft were my numbers: who could take offence 
While pure deſcription held the place of ſenſe? 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flowery theme, 
A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream. 150 
Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 
I wiſh'd the man a dinner, and fate Rtill. 
Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 
I never anſwer'd, | was not in debt, 
If want provok'd, or madneſs made them print, 155 
I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint, 
Did ſome more ſober critic come abroad ; 
If wrong, I ſmil'd; if right, I kiſs'd the rod. 
Pains, readipg, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence, 
And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſe. 160 
Commas and points they ſet exactly right, 
And 'twere a ſin to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne'er ove ſprig of laurel grac'd theſe ribalds, 
From flaſhing Bentley down to pidling 'Tibalds: 
Each wight, who reads not, and but ſcans and 
ſpe ils, 165 
Each Word- catcher, that lives on ſyllables, 
Ev'n ſuch {mall Critics ſome regard may claim, 
Preſerv*d in Milton's or in Shakeſpeare's name. 
Pretty! in amber to obſerve the forme > 
Ok hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 170 
The things we know aremeither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 
| Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
| A man's true merit *tisnot hard to find; 175 
But each man's ſecret {ſtandard in his mind, 
That caſting- weight pride adds to emptineſs, 
This, who can eratify? for who can gueſs? 
1 The ard whom pilfer'd paſtorals renown, 
Who turn a Perſian tale for half a crown, 180 
Juſt writes to make his barrenneſs appear, 
And Krains from hard- bound brains, eight lines a 
year; 
Ie, who, fill wanting, though he lives on theft, 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left: 
And he, who, now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
. 165 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 
Ard he, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poetrv, but proſe run mad: 
All theſe, my modeſt Satire bad tranſlate, 
And own'd that nine ſuch poets made a Tate. 195 
How id they tume, and ſtamp, and roar, and chaſe ! 
And ſwear, not Addiſon himfelf was ſafe. 
Peace to all ſuch! but were there one whoſe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair fame infpires; 
Bleft with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 195 
And born to write, converſe, and hve with eaſe ; 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for a:ts that caus'd himſelf to rifez 200 


Ev'n mitred Rocheſter would nod the head, 140 Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 


With open arms received one poet more. 
Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd! 
Happier their Author, when by theſe belov'd! 


And St. John's ſelf, (great Dryden's friends before); And, without ſnecring, teach the reſt to ſncer; 


Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike; 
Alike reſerv*- to blame. or to commend, 205 


From theſe the world will judge of men and books, A timorous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend 


i; 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 


Dreading even foo!s, by flatterers beſieg'd, 
And ſo ovliging, that he ne'er obliged; 
35 2 


Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 

And fit attentive to his own applauſe ; 

While Wits and Tem; lars every ſentence raiſc, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he 


Or plaiſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals? 
Or ſmoaking forth, a hundred hawkers' load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 

I ſought no homage fm the race that write; 


Poems I heeded (now berhym'd fo long) 


I ne*er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 
To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe ; 


To fetch and carry ſing- ſong up and down; 


With handkerchief and orange at my fide ; 
But, ſick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 


Proud as Apollo on his ſorked hill, 

Sate fu}l-blown Bufo, puff*d by every quill ; 
Fed wit ſoft Dedication all day long. | 
Horace and he went hand in hand in ſong, 

His Library (where buſts of Poets dead 

And a true Pindar ſtood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, 

Who firſt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place; 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his ſeat, 
And flatter'd every day, and ſo netimes eat; 
Till, grown more ſrugal in his riper days, 


To ſome a dry rehearſal was aſſign'd, 

And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh, 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: | 
But ſtil] the Great have kindneſs in reſerve, 

He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 


quill! 

May every Bavivs have his Bufo ſtill! 

So when a Stateſman wants a day's defence, 
Or Envy holds a whole week's war with Senſe, 
Or fimpie pride for flattery makes demands, 
May dunc: by dunce be whiitied off my hands! 
Bleſt be the Creat! for thoſe they take away, 
And thoſe they left me; for they lett me Cay: 
Left me to fee neglected genius bloom, 
Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 

Of all thy blamcleſs life the ſole return 


On let me live my own, and die ſo too! 
(Jo live and die is all I bave to do:) 
Maintain a Poet's dignitv and eaſe, 


Above a Patron, though I condeſcend 
Sometimes to call a Miniſter my friend. 

FE was not born for Courts or great affairs: 

i pay my debts, believe, and ſay my payers ; 
Can ſleep without a Poem in my head, 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. 


Whatehough my name ſtood rubric on the walls, « (Cries prating Balbus) ſoractiing will come out.“ 
215 Tis all in vain, deny it as I Will. 


Nor at Rehearſals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cry'd, 
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| Why am 1 aſk'd what next ſhall fee the light? 


210 Heavens! was I born for nothing but to write ? 


Has Life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 
Have 1 no friend to ſerve, no ſoul to fave? 
I found kim Cloſe with Swift Indeed? no doubt 


273 


No, ſuch a Genius never can lie ſtil} ;* 

And then for mine obijgingly miſtakes 

The firſt Lampoon Sir Will or Eubo makes. 2860 
Poor, guiltleſs 11 and can I chooſe but ſmit, 


I kept, like Afian Monarchs, from their fight: 220 When every Coxcomb knows me by my Style? 


Curſt be the verſe, how well ſoeꝰer it flow, 


No more than thou, great George! a birth-day ſong. That tends to make one worthy man my toe, 


Give Virtue ſcandal, Innocence a ſear, . 235 
Or ſrom the ſoft-ey'd Virgin Real a Tear! 


Nor, like a puppy, daggled through the town, 225 But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 


inſults fall'n Worth, or Beauty in diſtreſs, 

Who loves a Lie, lame ſlander belps about, 

Who writes a Libel, or who copies out: 290 
That Fop, wheſe pride affects a patron's name, 


Jo Bufo left the whole Caſtalian ate. 2300 Yet abſent, wounds an author's honeft fame: 


Who cap your merit ſeifiſhly approve, 

And few the ſenſe of it without the love; 

Who has the vanity to call you friend, 295 
Yer wants the honour, injur'd, to defend 

235 Who tells whate'er you think, whate'er ypu fay, 
And, if he lie not, muſt at leaſt betray: * * 

Who to tie Dean and ſilver bell can fwear, 

And ſees at Cannons what was never there; 300 
Who reads but with a luſt to miſapply, 


240. Make Satire a Lampoon, and Fiction Lie. 


A laſh like mine no honeſt man ſhall dread, 


He paid ſome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe, But all ſuch babbling blockheads in his ſtead: 


Let Sporus tremble—A, What? that thing of ſilk, 
| 05 
245 Sporus, that mere white curd of Aſs's milk? 
Satire of ſenſe, alas ! can Sporus feel? 
|'Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel? 


p. Vet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 


May ſome cligice patron bleſs cach grey goote| This painted child of dirt, that ſtinks and ftings ; 


W hoſe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 
2509, Yet wit ne er taſtes, and beauty ceter enjoys: 
do well-bred ſpanicls civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, 315 
As ſhaliow ſtreams run dimpling all the way. 
255 Whether in florid impotence he ſpeaks, 
JAnd, as the prompter breathes, the puppet ſqueaks 3 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar Toad, 
Half froth, half venom, ſpits himſelf abroad, 320 
In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 


My Verſe, and Queenſberry weeping o'er thy urn! |Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes, or blaſphemies. 


260 His wit all ſee-ſaw, between that and this, 
Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, 
And he himſelf one vile Antitheſſs. 325 
Amphibious thing! that, acting either part, 


And ſee what friends, and read what books I pleaſe: The trifling head ! or the corrupted heart, 


265;Fop at the toilet, flatterer at the board, 

Norv trips a Lady, and now ftruts a Lord. 

Eve's tempter thus the Rabbins have expreſt, 330 
A Cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt. 5: 
Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 
270 | Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the 5 
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Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 


397 
Let hy two Curlls of Town and Court, abuſe 380 


Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 435|His father, mocher, body, ſoul and muſe. 


Not proud, nor ſervile; be one Poct's Praiſe, 
That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways: 
That Flattery, e*en to Kings, he held a ſhame, 
And thought a Lie in verſe or proſe the ſame ; 


Yet why? that Father held it for a rule, 

It was a fin to call our ne igiubour fool : 

That harmleſs Mother thought no wiſe a whore : 
Hear this, and ipare his tamily, James Moore! 385 


That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, 340 Unſpotted names, and memorable long! 


But ſtoop'd to Truth, and moraliz'd his ſong: 
That not tor Fame, but Virtue's better enc, 
He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half. approving wit, 


If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. ; 
Of gende blood (part ſhed in Honour's cauſe, 

While yet in Britain Honour had applauſe) 

Each parent fprung—A. What fortune, pray 2— P. 


The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 345} Their own, 399 
Laugh d at the loſs of friends he never had, And better got, than Beſtia's from the throne, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad 3 Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 

The diſtaot threats of vengeance on his bead, Nor marrying diſcord in à noble wife, 

The blow unfe!;, the tear he never ſhed; Srranger to civil and rel; ious rage, 

The tale reviv'd, the lie ſo oft o'erth; own, 3500 The good man walk'd innoxious through lis age. 

Tr? imputed traſn, and dullneſs not his own.; 395 
The morals biacken'd when the writings 'ſcape, No Courts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 

The libePd perſon, and the pictur'd thape; Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazaided a Lie. 

Abuſe, on all hie lov'd, or ov him, ſpread, Unlearn'd, he knew no ſchoolinan's ſubtle art, 

A friend in exile, or a "fart cr dead 35 5 No language, but the language of the heart. 

The whiſper, that, to greatneſs au too near, By Nature honeſt, by Fxperience wiſe 400 


Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sovereign's ear 
Welcome tor thee, fair Virtue! all the paſt : 
For thee, fair Virtue! welcome een tac lait ! 


Healthy by temperance, and by exerciſe ; 
His life, though leng, to ſickneſs paſt unknown, 
His death was inſtant, and without a groan. 


A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great? _ O grant me thus to live, and thus to die 


P. A knave 's a knave, to me, in every ſtate; 
Alike my ſcorn, if he ſucceed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail ; 

A hireling ſcribbler, or a hireling peer, 


8 8 5 fprung from Kings ſhall know leſs joy than J. 


4e 
O Friend ! may each domeſtic bliſs be thine ! l 
Be no unpleaſing Melancholy mine: 


Knight ot the poſt corrupt, or of the ſhire; 365 MMe, let the tender oftice long engage, 


If on a Piltory, or near a 1 hrone, 

He gain his Prince?s ear, or loſc his own. 
Yet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 

S2ppho can tell you how this man was bit: 


To rock the cradle of repoling Age, 

With lenient arts extend a Mother's breath, 416 
Make Languor ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of Death, 
Exp!ore the thought, explain the aſking eye, 


This dreaded Sat'riſt Dennis will confeſs 370 And Keep a while one parent from the ſky ! 


Fae to his pride, but friend to his diureſs: 
So hviable, he has knocked at 1 hibbatd's coor, 


Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rhym'd for Moor. 


Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply? 

I hree thouſand ſuns went down on Welſted's lie. 
To pleaſe hie miſtreſs, one aſpers'd his liſe; 

He laſh*d him not, but let her be his wiſe: 

Let Budeell charge low Grug-ſtrect on his quill, 
nd write whate'er he plęas'd, except his Will; 


On cares like theſe if length of days attend, 

May Heaven, co bleſs thoſe days, preſerve my friend, 
1 
Preſerve him ſocial, chearful, and ſerene, 2 , 

And juſt as rich as when he "ſerv da Queen! 
A Whether that bleſſing be deny'd or given, 
Thus far was right, the reſt belongs to Heaven, 
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II. I love to pour out all myſelf, as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne: 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen, * 


GAPIRE I. The Soul ſtopd forth, nor kept a thought within ; 
. In me what ſpots (for ſpots 1 have) appear, 55 
To Mz. FORTESCUE. Will prove at leuſt the Medium mult be clear. 
f In this impartial glaſs, my Muſe intends 
of HERE are (I ſcarce can think it, but am Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 
told) — Peblith the preſent age; but where my tæxt 
There are, to whom my Satire ſeems too bold : Is Vice too high, reſerve it for the next: 60 
Scarce to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, My foes ſha!l with my liſe a longer date, 


And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. end every friend the leſs lament my fate. 

The lines are weak, another pleas'd to ſay, 5M head and heart thus flowing through my quill, 

Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. Verſman or Proſeman, term me what you will, 

Timorous by nature, of the Rich in awe, apiſt or Proteſtant, or both between, 65 

I come to Council learned in the Law: Like good Eraſmus in an Loneit mean, 

You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, ln moccration placing all my glory, N 

Advice; and (as you uſe) without a Fee. 10 While Lories call me Whig, ud Whigs a Tory. 
F. I'd write no more. Wn Satire 's my weapon, but 1 'm too Gifcreet 


* * 


p. Not write? but then I think, lo run a-muck, and tilt at all] meet; 70 


And for my ſoul I cannot ſleep a wink. only wear it in a land of Hectors, 
I nod in company, I wake at night, Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and Directors. 
Fools ruſh into my head, and fo I write. Save but our army! and Jet Jove jncruft 
F. You could not do a worſe thing for your liſe. Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting ruſt ! 
15 Peace is my dear delight—not Fleury's more: 75 


Why, if the nights ſeem tedious—take a wife: But touch me, and no miniſter ſo fore. 
Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, Whoe'er oftends, at ſome unlucky time 
Lettuce and cowſlip wine; „ Probatum et.” Slides into verſc, and hitches-in a rhyme, 


But talk with Celſus, Celſus will adviſe Sacred to ridicule his whole lite lone, 
Hartſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your eyes. And the ſad burthen of ſome merry ſong. de 
. 20| Slander or Poiſon dread from Delia's rage; 
Or, if you nceds muſt write, write Cæſar's Praiſe, Hard words or hanging, if your Judge be Page. 
You'll gain at leaſt a Knighthood, or the Bays. From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 
P. What? like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough and|P-x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 
: fierce, | Fg oi its proper power to hurt, each creature feels: 85 
With Arms and George and Brunſwick crowd the Bulls aim their horns, and Aſſes lift their heels; 
verſe, *T15 a Bear's talent not to kick, but hug ; 
Rend with tremendous ſound your ears aſunder, 25 And no man wonders he *s not ſtung by Pug. 
With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuſs, and|50 drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 


Thunder? | hey *Il never poiſon you, they 'll only cheat. 90 
Or nobly wile, with Budgell's fire and force, Then, learned Sir! (to cut the matter ſhort) 
Paint Angels trembling round his falling Hotſe ? Wnate'er my ſate, or well or ill at Court; 
F. Then all your Muſe's ſofter art diſplay, Whether Old-age, with faint but cheartul ray, 
Let Carolina ſmooth the tunefol lay, o Attends to gild the Evening of my day. 
Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, Or Death's black wing already be diſplay'd, 95 
And ſweetly flow through all the Royal Line. To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade 
P. Alas! few veifes touch their nicer ear; Whether the darken'd room to muſe invite, 
They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſkewer to write: 
And juſtly Cæſar ſcorns the Poet's lays, 35 In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
It is to Hittoty he truſts for Praiſe. Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 1c0 
F. Better be Cibber, I'll maintain it till, F. Alas, young man! your days can ne'er be 
Than ridicule all Taſte, blaſpheme Quadrilie, long, 
Abuſe the City's beſt good men in metre, In flower of Age you perith for a ſong! 
And laugh at Peers that put their truſt in Peter. 30 Plum and Directors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Ev*n thoſe you touch not, hate you, Will club their Teſters, now, to take your life ! 
P. What ſhovld ail 'em? * P. What? arm'd for Virtue when I point the 
F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam : pen, 


The fewer ſtill you name, you wound the more; Brand the bold ſront of ſhameleſs guilty men; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. Daſh the proud Gameſter in his gilded Car; 

P. Each mortal has his pꝛeaſure: none deny 45 Bare the mean Heart that Turks beneath a Star; 
Scarfdale his Bottle, Darty his Ham- pye; Can there be wanting, to defend Eer cauſe, 
Ricotta ſips and dances, till ſhe Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? 


The doubling -Luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe : : . 110 
F— loves the Senate, Hockleyhole his brother, Could penfion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
Like in all elſc, as one Egg to another. 5 Flatterers and Bigots ev'n in Louis“ reign ? 


Could 
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Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Friar engage, 

Yet neither Charles ner James be ina rage? 

And I not ſtrip the gilding off a Knave, l 

Unpiac'd, unpenfion*d, no man's heir or ſlave? 

I will, or periſh in the generovs cauſe: 

Hear this, and trembie ! you, who *ſcape the 

Laws. ' | \ ' 

Yes, white I live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120 
To Virtue only and her friends a Friend, 

The World beſide may murmur, or commend. 

Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 

Rolls o'er my Grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep, 
There, my retreat the beſt Companions grace, 


Not when a gilt Buffet's reflected pride 5 


Turns you from ſound Philoſophy afide ; 
Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel's Sermon, one not vers'd in ſchools, 
But ftrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 10 

Go work, hunt, exerciſe! (he thus began) 
Then ſcorn a homely dinner, if you can. 

Your wine lock'd up, your Butler ſtroll'd abroad, 
Or fiſh deny'd (the river yet unthaw'd), | 
If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 15 
The pleaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 

Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt our curious men 
Will chooſe a pheaſant ſtill before a hen; 


125 Vet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 


Chiefs out of war, and Stateſmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feaſt of Reaſon and the Flow of foul : 


Except you eat the ſeathers green and gold, 20 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 
(Though cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat) 


And He, whoſe lightning pierc'd tio Iberian Lines, Yet ſor ſa:all Turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 


Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my 
Vines; | 0 
Or tames the Genius of the ſtubborn plain, 
Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 
Envy muſt own, Ilive among the Great, 
No Pimp of pleaſure, and no Spy of fate; 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats ; 
| 135 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats : 
To kelp who want, to forward who excel ; 
This, all who know me, know; who love me, 
tell; | 
And who unknewn deſame me, let them be 
Scribblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 140 
This is my Plea, on this I reſt my cauſe 
What ſaith my Council, learned in the laws ? 
F. Your Plea is good; but ftiil I ſay, beware! 
Laws are explain'd by men ſo have a care. 
It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 145 
A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes ; 
Conſult tae Statute, © quart.”” I think, it is, 
« Edwardi ſext.” or “ prim. et quint. Eliz.“ 
See Libels, Satires—here you have it--read. 
Pp. Libels and Satires! lawleſs things indeed! 
But grave Epiſtles, bringing Vice to light, 
Such as a King might read, a Liſhop write, 
Such as Sir Robert would approve-— 
F. Indeed ? 


The Cafe is alter'd- you may then proceed; 155 
In ſuch a caſe the Plaintiff will be hiſs'd, 
My Lords the judges laugh, and you're diſmiſs'd, 
O X. 
SATIRE II. 
TO MR. BETHEL. 
HAT, and how great, the Virtue and the 
| Art 

To live on little with a cheerful heart; 


A doQrine ſage, but truly none of mine) i 
et 's talk, my friends, but talk beſore We dine, 


Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs. 

Oldfield, with more than Harpy throat endued, 25 

Cries, Send me, Gods! a whole Hog barbe- 
cued !”? ; 

Oh blaſt it, South-winds ! till a ſtench exhale 

Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail. 

By what Criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 

If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink? 30 

When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat, 

He finds no relith in the ſweeteſt meat, - 

He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour, 


And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor: 


Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives, ſtill we ſee; 35 
Thus much is left of old Simplicity ! 
The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 
And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 
Till Beccaficos ſold ſo dev'liſn dear | 
To one that was, or would have been, a Peer. 40 
Let me extol a Cat, on oyſters fed, 
I *l] have a Party at the Bedford- head; 
Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend; 
I *d never douht at Court to make a friend. 
Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 45 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 
Between Exceſs and Famine lies a mean 
Plain, but not ſordid; though not ſplendid, clean. 
Avidien, or his Wife, (no matter which 
For him you ' call a dog, and her a bitch) 90 
Sell their preſented partridges, and fruits, 
And humbly live on rabbits, and on roots: 


One half - pint bottle ſerves them both to dine, 


And is at once their vinegar and wine. 


Fut on ſome lucky day (as when they found * 55 


A loſt Bank bill, or heard their fon was diowyn'd), 
At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, 

Is what two. ſouls ſo generous cannot bear: 

Oil, though it ſtink, they drop by drop impart, 


12ut ſowlſe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 60 


He knows to live, who keeps the middle ſtate, 
And neither leans on this fide, nor on that; 
Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay, 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away 
Nor lets, like Nævius, every error paſs, G5 
The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 


| Now hear what bleſſings "Temperance can bring: 


(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he ſaid I ſing) 
Firſt Health: The ſtomach (cramm'd from every diſh, 


[A tomb of boil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſh, 70 


Whare 


— 
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Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one inteſtine war) 
Remembers oft the School- boy's ſimple fare, 
The temperate ſleeps, and ſpirits light as air. 

How pale, each Worthipful and Reverend gueſt 
Riſe from a Clergy, dr a City feaſt ! oy 
What life in all that ample body, ſay ? 

What heavenly particle inſpires the clay ? 
The Soul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines 
To ſeem but mortal, ev'n in ſound Divines. 80 

On morning wings how active ſprings the Mind 
That leaves the load of yeſterday behind! | 
How eaſy every labour it purſues ! | 
How coming to the Poet every Muſe ! 

Not but we may exceed, ſome holy time, 85 
Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme 

Ill health ſome juſt indulgence may engage; 

And more the ſickneſs of long life, Old-age ; 

For fainting Age what cordial drop remains, 


If our intemperate Youth the veſſel drains ? 90 
Our fathers prais'd rank Ven'ſon. You ſup- 
poſe, 


Perhaps, young men ! our fathers had no noſe. 

Not fo : a Buck was then a week's repaſt, 

And *twas their point, 1 ween, to make it laſt ; 

More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could 

come, 

Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 

Why had not I in theſe good times my birth, 

Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on eartu? 
Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear, 

T hat ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear; 100 

(For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 

The world's good word js better than a ſong) 


POEMS. 


And who ſands ſafeſt? tell me, is it he 125 

That ſpreads and ſwells in puff d Proſperity, 

Or. bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 

In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? 

Thus BETAET ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his 

thought, | 

And always thinks the very thing he ought: 136 

His equal mind I copy what I can, 

And as I love, would imitate the Man. 

In South-ſea days not happier, when ſurmis'd 

The Lord of thouſands, and if now Excis'd; 

In foreſt planted by a Father's hand, 135 

Than in five acres now of rented land. 

Content with little 1 can piddle here 

On brocoli and mutton, round the year ; 

But ancient friends (though poor, or out of play) 

That touch my bel}, I cannot turn away, 140 

'Tis true, no Turbots dignify my boards, 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords ; 

To Hounflow-heath I point, and Banſted-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and thefe chicks my 
own: 8 

From yon old walnut- tree a ſhower ſhall fall; 145 

And grapes, long-lingering on my only wall, - 

And figs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; 

The devil is in you if you cannot dine : 

Then _ healths (your Miſtreſs ſhall have 
Place); 

And, what 's more rare, a Poet ſhall ſay Grace. 150 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt : 

| Though double tax'd, how little have I loſt ! 

My Life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame, 

Before, and after Standiug Armies came. | 

My lands are fold, my father's houſe is gone; 15; 

1 'Il hire another's ? is not that my own, 


Who has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and ham-pye; And yours, my friends? through whoſe free opening 


Are no rewards for want, and infamy ! 

When Luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 105 

Curs'd be thy neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf, 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 

Think how poſterity will treat thy name; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 110 
„ Right, cries his Lordſhip, for a rogue in 
| 4 


n | 
« To have a taſte, is inſolence indeed: 
« In me *tis noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, | 
« My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great,” 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty fpread her ray, 
115 
And ſhine that fuperfluĩty away. 
Oh Impudence of wealth! with all thy ſtore, 
How dar*ſt thou let one worthy man be poor? 
Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall? 
Make Quays, build Bridges, or repair Whitehall : 
120 
Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 
As M**o's was, but not at five per cent, 
Who thinks that Fortune cannot change her 
mind 
Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. 


gate 
None comes too early, none departs tod late; 
(For I, who hold ſage Homer's rule the beſt, 
Welcome the comine, ſpeed the going gueſt.) 169 


„ Pray.heaven it laſt! (cries Swift) as you go on; 


« I with to God this houſe had been your own : 

„ Pity! to build, without a ſon or wiſe; 

« Why, you ' enjoy it only all your life.“ 

Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern one, 165 

Whether the name belong to Pope er Vernon ? 

What 's Property,? dear Swift! you ſee it alter 

From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawyer's ſhaie, 

Or, in a jointure, vanith fiom the heir 170 

Or in pure equity (the caſe not clear) 

The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year: 

At beſt, it falls to ſome ungracious fon, + 

Who cries, „My father's damn'd, and all 's my 
„ own.” 

Shades, that to Bacon couid retreat afford, 17S 

Become the portion of a booby Lord ; 


Slides to a Scrivener, er a City Knight. 
Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 


BOOK 


And Hemſley, once proud Puckingham's delight, 


Let Us be fix'd, and our own maſter's ſtill, 180 
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POPE*'S 
I. 


EPISTLE I. 


TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


T. Joan, whoſe love indulg'd my Jabours paſt, 
8 Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt ! 
Why will you break the ſabbath of my days ? 

Now fick alike of Envy and of Praiſe. 

Public too long, ah let me hide my age 

See modeſt Cibber now has left the Stage: 

Our Generals now, retir'd to their Eſtates, 

Hang their Old Trophies o'er the Garden gates, 

In Life's cool Evening ſatiate of Applauſe, 

Nor fond of bleeding, ev'n in Bxunswicx's cauſe. 

A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear, 

('Tis 3 voice, which ſometimes one can 
hear 

« Friend Pope ! be prudent, let your Muſe take 
« hreath, a 

« And never gallop Pegaſus to death; 

« Leſt Riff, and ſtately, void of fire or force, I5 

« You limp, like Biackmore, on a Lord Mayor's 
horſe.“ | 

Farewell then Verſe, and Love, and every Toy, 


The Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy; 


What right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, 
Let this be all my care—for this is All: 20 
To lay this harveſt up, and hoard with haſte, 
What every day will want, and moſt, the laſt. 
But aſk not, to what Doctors I apply ? 
Sworn to no Maſter, of no Set am I: 
As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock, 25 
And houſe with Montagne now, or now with 
Locke: 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate, 
Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 
Free as young Lyttelton, her cauſe purſue, 
Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true: 30 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all ; 
Back to my native Moderation ſlide, 
And win my way by yieldirg to the tide. 
Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 35 
Long as the Night to her whoſe Love *s away, 
Long as the Year's dull circle ſeems to run, 
When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So flow th* unprofitable moments roll, 
That lock up all the Functions of the ſoul; | 40 
That keep me from myſelf; and ſtill delay 
Life's inſtant buſineſs to a future day: 
That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, 
The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe : | 
Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure; 45 
And which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. 
Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 
And feel fome comfort, not to be a fool. | 
Weak though I am of limb, and ſhort of fight, 
Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite : 50 
Il do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 
To keep theſe limbs, ane to preſerve theſe eyes. 
Vor. VI. | 


POEMS. Fry: 


Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance, 
And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance. 

Say, does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move «55; 
With wretched Avarice, or as wretched Love ? 
Know, there are Words, and Spells, which can 

controul 
Between the Fits this Fever of the ſoul : 
Know, there are Rhymes, which freſh and freſh 
apply'd | 
Will cure the arrant'ſt Puppy of his Pride. 60 
Be furious, envious, ſlothful, mad, or drunk, 
Slave to a Wife, or Vaſſal to a Punk, 
A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low- dutch Bear; 
All that we aſk is but a patient Ear. % 

*Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor ; 65 

And the firſt Wiſdom, to be Fool no more. 

But to the world no bugbear is ſo great, 

As want of figure, and a ſmall Eſtate. 

To either India fee the Merchant fly, 

Scar'd at the ſpeQre of pale Poverty ! 79 
See him, with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, 

Burn through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole 
Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 
Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend ? 

To ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long defires, vs 
And eaſe thy heart of all that it admires ? 

Here Wiſdom calls: “Seek Virtue firſt, be bold! 
© As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold.“ 

There London's voice, Get Money, Money till ! 
And they let Virtue follow, if ſhe will.” 80 
This, this the ſaving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From low St. James's up to high St. Paul! 

From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver'd at his ear, 
To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 

Bernard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds; 85 

« Pray then, what wants he?” Fourſcore thouſand 
pounds ? 

A penſion, or ſuch Harneſs for a ſlave 

As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 

Bernard, thou art a Cit with all thy worth; 

But Bug and Dl, Their Honours, and ſo forth. go 

Yet every child another ſong will ſing, = 
« Virtue, brave boys! 'tis Virtue makes a King.” 
True, conſcious Honour, is to feel no fin, 

He 's arm'd without that 's innocent within 
Be this thy Screen, and this thy Wall of Braſs; 95 
Compar'd to this, a Miniſter 's an Aſs. | 

And ſay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, 
This new Court-jargon, or the good old ſong ? 

The modern language of corrupted Peers, 

Or what was ſpoke at Cx ESV or PoriT1Ezrs? 100 
Who counſols beſt ? who whiſpers, 4 Be but great, 
« With Praiſe or Infamy leave that to fate ; 

“ Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible with grace; 
„If not, by any means, get Wealth and Place.” 
For what? to have a Box where Eunuchs fing, 105 
And foremoſt in the Circle eye a King. 

Or he, who bids thee face with ſteady view 

Proud Fortune, and look ſhallow Greatneſs 


through: 
And, while he bids thee, ſets th* Example too? 
If ſuch a Doctrine, in St. Fames's air, 110 


Should chance to make the well dreſt Rabble 
ſtare; | 

In honeſt $%z take ſcandal at a Spark, 

That leſs admires the Palace than the Park : 


3 E | Faith, 


_ 
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Faith, I ſhall glve the anſwer Reynard gave: | 
I cannot like, dread Sire, your Royal Cave; 115 
« Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 

„Full many a Beaſt goes in, but none come out.“ 
Adieu to Virtue, if you 're once a Slave: 

Send her to Court, you ſend her to her grave. 

Well, if a King's a Lion, at the leaſt 120 

The Pcopie are a many headed Beaſt : 

Can tiiey direct what meaſures to purſue, 

Who know themſelves ſo little what to do? 

Alike in nothing but one Luſt of Gold, 

Juſt half the land would buy, and half be fold: 
12 

Their Country's wealth our mightier Miſeis drain, J 

Or croſs, to plunder Provinces, the Main; 

The reſt, ſome farm the Poor- box, ſome the Pews; 

Some keep Aſſemblies, and would keep the Stews; 

Some with fat Bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 

s 140 
Some win rich Widows by their Chine and Brawn ; 
While with the ſilent growth of ten per cent. 

In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 

©f all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 135 
But ſhew me one who has it in his power 
To act confiſtent with himſelf. an hour. 

Sir job ſail'd forth, the evening bright and till, 

No pigee on earth (he cry'd) like Gieenwich- 
hill!“ 

Up ſtarts a Palace, lo, th* obedient baſe 140 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its tides enubrace, 

The filver Thames reflects its marble face. 

Now let ſome whimſey, or that Devil within 

Which guides all thoſe who know not what they 
mean, 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) ſpleen; 145 

« Away, away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 

„For Snug 's the word: My dear! we 'll live in 

k Town,” 

At amorous Flavio is the ſtocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. * 
The Fool, whoſe Wife elopes ſome thrice a quar- 

ter, 150 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. 
Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the Rich? 
Well, but the Poor—The Poor have the ſame(, 
itch ; 


They change their weekly Barber, weekly News, 


155 
-Prefer a new Japanner, to their thoes ; ; 
Diſcharge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a Chaiſe and one ; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard, 


POEMS. 


I plant, root up; I buiid, and then confound ; 
Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 
170 
Vou never change one muſcle of your ſace, F 
You think this Madr.efs but a common caſe, 
Nor once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply; 
Yet hang your lip, to ſee a Seam awry ! 
Careleſs how 111 1 with myſelf agrer, 175 
Kind to my drefs, my figure, not ro Me. 

Is this my Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend ? 

This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend; 
Who ought to make me {what he can, or none) 
That Man divine, whom Wiſdom calls her own; 
| 180 
Great without Title, without Fortune bleſs'd; 
Rich ev'n when plunder'd, honour'd while op- 
preſs'd ; 8 

Lov'd without youth, and follow'd without power; 
At home, though exil'd; free, though in the 
Tower; | 

In ſhort, that reaſoning, high, immortal Thing, 185 


[Juſt leſs than Jove, and much above a King, 


Nay, half in keaven—except (what 's mighty odd) 
A fit of Vapours clouds this Demy-god ! 


LU . 
EPISTLE VI. 
TO ME MURRAY. 


ny OT to admire, is all the Art I know, 

ins To make men happy, and to keep them ſo.” 
(Plain Truth, dear Munk RA, needs no flowers of 
ſpeech, - 

So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 5 
Self- center'd Sun, and Stars that riſe and fall, 
There are, my Friend! whoſe philoſophic eyes 
Look through and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies, 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

And view this dreadful All without a fear. 19 


Arabian ſhores, or Indian ſeas infold ; 


Grow fick, and damn the climate—like a Lord.] All the mad trade of Fools and Slaves for Cold? 


| 160 
You laugh, half. Beau, halt-Sloven if I ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 

You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 

But when no Prelate's Lawn, with hair-ſhirt lin'd, 
165 


Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, 
When (each opinion with the next at rife, 


Or Popularity? or Stars and Strings? | 
The Mob's applauſes, or the gifts of Kings? 15 
Say, with what eyes we ought at Courts to gaze, 
And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can ſpring, 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing: 
Whether we dread, or whether we deſire, 20 
In either caſe, believe me, we admire; 

Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 


One ebb and fiow ef Follies all my life) 


Surpriz'd at better, or ſurpriz'd at worſe. 


Thus 


Admire we then what Earth's low entrails hold, þ 


POPE'S POEMS. _ 


Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th' unbalanc'd Mind, and ſnatch the Man away 


403 


Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſts, 

And then ſuch Friends—as cannot fail to laſt, $o 
| 25 A Man of wealth is dubb'd a Man of worth, 

For Virtue's ſelf may too much zeal be had; Venus ſhall give him Form and Anſtis Birth. 

The worſt of Madmen is a Saint run mad. (Believe me, many a German Prince is worſe, 

Go then, and if yon can, admire the ſtate Who, proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purſe) 


Of beaming diamonds and reflected plate; His Wealth brave Timon gloriouſly conſounds; $85 

Procure a Taſte to double the ſurprize, 30 41k'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 

And gaze on Parian Charms with learned eyes : Or it three Ladies like a luckleſs Play, 

Be ſtruck with bright Brocade or Tyrian Dye, Takes the whole Houſe upon the Poct's day. 

Our Birth- day Nobles' ſplendid Livery. Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, « 
| If not ſo pleas'd, at Council-board rejoice, Upon my word, you muſt be richindeed ; 90 
| To ſee their Judgments hang upon thy Voice; 35 A noble ſuperfluity it craves, 5 

From morn to night, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, Not for yourſelf, but for your Fools and Knaves; 


Plead much, read more, dine late, or not all. 


But wherefore all this labour, all this ſtrife ? And which it much becomes you to forget. 
For Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife ? If Wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 95 
Shall One whom Nature, Learning, Birth con-|Still, ſtill be getting, never, never reſt. 

ſpir'd 40 But if to bower and Place your Paſſion lie, 

| To form, not to admire, but be admir'd, If in the Pomp of Life conſiſt the joy; 

Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth Then hire a Slave, or (if you wilt) a Lord, 
Weds the rich Dulneſs of ſome Son of earth? To do the Honours, and to give the words 
Yet time ennobles or de;rades each Line; Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach, 
It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine: 45 To whom to nod, whom take into your Coach, 
And whar is Fame ? the Meaneſt have their day, | Whom honour with your hand: to make remarks, 
The Greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks: 105 
Grac'd as thou art, with all the Power of Words, “ This may be troubleſome, is near the Chair: 


So known ſo honour'd, at the houſe of Lords: « That makes three members, this can chuſe a 
Conſpicuous Scene! another yet is nigh, 50 Mayor.” 


{More titent far) where Kings and Poets lie; 


Something, which for your Honour they may cheat, 


100 


* 
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lnſtructed thus, you bow, embrace proteſt, Ea: : 

Where Murray (long enough his Country's pride) [adopt him Son or Couſin at the the leaſt, c p 4 N 

ohall be no more than Tully or than Hyde! Then turn about and laugh at your own Jeſt. 110 0 

Rack'd with Sciatics, martyr'd with the Stone, Or if your lite be one continued Treat, "If 
Will any mortal let himſelf alone ? 55 If to live well means nothing but to eat; 


See Ward by batter'd Beaux invited over, Ip, up! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day, 
And deſperate Miſery lays hold on Dover. Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny prey ; 
The cafe is eafier in the Mind's difeaſe ; With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite 115 
There all Men may be cur'd, whene'er they pleaſe. |So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; 
Would ye be bleſt? deſpiſe low Joys, low Gains; Y |Call'd happy Dog! the Beggar at his door, 
Difdain whatever Cornbury diſdains; 5 And envy*d Thirſt and Hunger to the Poor. 
Be virtuous, - and be happy for your pains. Or ſhall we every Decency confound ; 
But art thou one, whom new opinions ſway, Through Taverns, Stews, and Bagnios take our 
. One who believes as Tindal leads the way, round; 
Who Virtue and a Church alike difowns, 65 Go dine with Chartres, in each Vice outdo 
Thinks that but werds, and this but brick and|K—I's lewd Cargo, or Ty—y's Crew); 
5 ſtones? | From Latian Syrens, French Circzan Feaſts, 
Fly then, on all the wings of wild deſire, Return well travell'd, and transform'd to Beaſts ; 
Admire whate?er the maddeſt can admire : Or for a titled Punk, or foreign Flame, 12 
Is wealth thy paſſion? Hence ! from Pole to Pole, Renounce our Country and degrade our Name? 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, 70 If after all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 


120 


) For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian Gold, | The Cordial Drop of Life is Love alone, 

Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold : And Swift cry wiſely, 4 Vive la Bagatelle! 
Advance thy golden Mountain to the ſkies ; The Man that loves and laughs, muſt ſure do well. 

On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe, | 130 
Add one round hundred, and (if that 's not fair) 75 Adieu—if this advice appear the worſt, 

5 Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. E' en take the Counſel which I gave you firſt; 

| For, mark th* advantage; juſt ſo many ſcore, [Or better Precepts if you can impart, 
Will gain a Wife with half as many more, Why do, I'll follow them with all my heart. 

J 
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TO AUGUSTUS. 


POEMS. 


Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound ? 
And ſhall we deem him Ancient, right and ſound, 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 


We ſhall not quarte! for a year or two; 
By courteſy of England, he may do 


HILE you great Patron of mankind | ſuſtain| Then, by the rule that made the Horſe tail bare, 


The balanc'd World, and open all the Main; 


Your Country, chief, in Arms abroad defend ; 

At Home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend ; 

Howghall the Muſe, from ſuch a Monarch Real 

An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 
Edward and Henry, now the Boaſt of Fame, 

And virtuous Alfred, a more ſacred Name, 


5] And, eſtimating authors by the year, 


I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt down Ancients like a heap of ſnow : 65 
While you to meaſure merits, look in Stowe 


[ 7 
Beſtow a Garland only on a Bier. 

Shakeſpeare (whom you and every Playhouſe bill 
Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 70 


After a Life of generous toils endur'd, For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 


The Gaul ſubdued or Property ſecur'd, To 


Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 


And grew Immortal in his own deſpight. 
Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem'd to heed 


Or Laws eſtabliſh'd, and the world reform'd The Life to come in every Poet's Creed. 


Clos'd their long Glories with a ſigh, to find 

Th' unwilling Gratitude of baſe mankind ; 

All human Virtue, to its lateſt breath, I 
Finds Envy never conquer'd, but by Death. 

The great Alcides, every Labour paſt, 

Had till this Monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 

Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe riſing ray 

Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away ! 20 
Oppreſs'd we feel the beam directly beat, 

Thoſe Suns of Glory pleaſe not till they ſet. 

To thee, the World its preſent homage pays, 
The Harveſt early, but mature the praiſe : 
Great Friend of Liberty ! in Kings a Name 25 
Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame: 

Whoſe Word is Truth, as ſacred and rever'd, 
As Heaven's own Oracles from Altars heard. 

Wonder of Kings! like whom to mortal eyes 
None e'er has riſen, and none e' er ſhall riſe. 30 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſt 
Vour People, Sir, are partial to the reſt: 

Foes to all living worth except your own, 

And Advocates for folly dead and gone. 

Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 
| 35 

Tt is the ruſt we value, not the gold. 

Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rote, 

And beaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote : 

One likes no language but the Faery Queen ; 

A Scot will fight fer Chriſt's Kirk o the Green; 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 
He ſwears the Muſes met him at the Devil. 

Though juſtly Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, 

Why ſhould not we be wiſer than our fires ? 

In every Public Virtue we excell ; 

We build, we paint, we ſing, we dance as well; 
And learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 

Could ſhe behold us tumbling through a hoop. 

If Time improve our Wits as well as Wine, 
Say at what age a Poer grows divine ? 50 
Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him ſo, 
Vho dy'd perhaps, an hundred years ago? 
End all diſpute ; and fix the year preciſe 
When Britiſh Bards begin t' immortalize ? 

« Who laſts a century can have no flaw ; 55 


„ hold that Wit a Claſſic, good in law.” 


Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleaſes yet, 75 
His Moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 

Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 

But ſtill I love the language of his heart. 

« Yet ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men 


„ What boy but hears the ſaying of old Ben? 80 


In all debates where Critics bear a part, 
Not one but nods, and talks of Johnſon's Art 


„Of Shakeſpeare's Nature and of Cowley's Wit; 


« How Beaumont's judgment check'd what Fletcher 
| « writ z | 

« Haw Shadwell haſty, Wycherly was flow; 85 

„But for the Paſſions, Southerne ſure and Rowe. 

« Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crowded tage, 

From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age. 


j All this may be; the people's Voicc is odd, 


ſr is, and it is not, the voice of God. 90 
To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

And yer deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 

Or ſay our Fathers never broke a rule; 

Why then, I ſay, the Public is a fool. 

But let them own, that greater Faults than we 33 
They had, and greater Virtues, I'll agree. 

Spenſer himſelf affects the Obſolete, 

And Sydney's verſe halts ill on Roman feet: 
Milton's ſtrong pinion now not Heaven can bound, 
Now ſerpept-like, in proſe he ſweeps the ground, 
In Quibbles, Angel and Archangel join, 
And God the Father turns a School-divine. 


40 Not that Id lop the Beauties from his book, 


Like ſlaſhing Bently with his deſperate hook, 

Or damn all Shakeſpeare, like th' affected Fool 10g 

At court, who hates whate'er he read at ſchool. 
But fot the Wits of either Charles's days, 


5|The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote with Eaſe ; 


Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 

(Like twinkling ſtars the Miſcellanies o'er) 110 
One Simile, that ſolitary ſhines 

In the dry deſert of a thouſand lines, 

Or lengthen'd Thought that gleams through many 


Page, 
Has ſanctify'd whole poems for an age. 


I loſe my patience, and I own it teo, 115 


When works are cenſur'd, not as bad hut new; 
While, if our Elders break all reaſon's laws, 
Theſe fools demand not pardon but Applauſe, 


\ 


At ninety-nine a Modern and a Dunce ? 66 


„ 2 wi 


A uf ©=—_ 


Sa Gadd o 3: OO nas 


J Oe”. A ] 5 tt 


r 


POPE'S 


On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal blow, 
If I but aſk if any weed can grow; 120 
One Tragic ſentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's grave action dignify'd, 
Or well-mouth'd Booth with emphaſis proclaims, 
(Though but, perhaps, a muſter-roll of Names) 
How will our Fathers riſe up in a rage, 125 
And ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's Age! 
You *d think no Fools diſgrac'd the former reign, 
Did not ſome grave examples yet remain, 
Who ſcorn a Lad ſhould teach his father (kill, 
And, having once been wrong, will be ſo ſtill. 130 
He, who to ſeem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old Bards, or Merlin's Prophecy, 
Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires, 
And, to debaſe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 
Had ancient times conſpir'd to diſallow 13 
What then was new, what had been ancient 
now ? 
Or what remain'd, ſo worthy to be read 
By learned Critics, of the mighty dead ? 
In Days of Eaſe, when now the weary Sword 
Was ſheath'd, and Luxury with Charles reſtor*d ; 


140 
In every taſte of foreign Courts improv'd, 
« All, by the King's Example, liv'd and lov'd.“ 
Then Peers grew proud in Horſemanſhip t' excel, 
Newmarket's Glory roſe, as Britain's fell ; 
The Soldier breath'd the Gallantries of France, 145 
And every tiowery Courtier writ Romance. 
Then Marhle, ſoften'd into life, grew warm, 
And yielding Metal flow'd to human form : 
Lely on animated Canvas ſtole 
The ſleepy Eye, that ſpoke the melting ſoul. 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 
The willing Muſes were debauch'd at Court: 
On each enervate ſtring they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble through an Eunuch's throat. 
But Britain, changeful as a Child at play, 155 
Now. calls in Princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov*d we hate 
Now all for Pleaſure, now for Church or S ate; 
Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws; 
Effects unhappy ! fromfa Noble Cauſe. 
Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 
His ſervants up, and riſe by five o'clock, 
Ir ſtruct his family in every rule, 
And ſend his Wife to Church, his Son to School. 
To worſhip like his Fathers, was his care; 165 
To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir; 
To prove that Luxury could never hold; 
And place, on good Security, bis Gold. 
Now times are chang'd, and one Poetic Itch 
Has ſeiz'd the Court and City, poor and rich: 
| 170 
Sons, Sires, and Grandfires, all will wear the 
ba 
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78, | 
Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 
To Theatres and to Rehearſals throng, 7 
And all our Grace at table is a Song. 
1, who ſo oft renounce the Muſes, lye, 
Not s ſelf &er tells more Fibbs than I; 
When ſick of Muſe, our follies we deplore, 
And promiſe our beſt Friends to rhyme no more; 


175 


| 


Ev'n Radcliffe's Doctors travel firſt to France, 


5jAllow him but his plaything of a Pen, 
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We wake next morning in a raging fit, 
And call for pen and ink to ſhow our Wit. 

He ſerv'd a *Prenticeſhip, who ſets up ſhop 
Ward try*d on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop; 


180 


Nor dare to practiſe till they *ve learn'd to dance. 

Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pile? 18 5 

(Should Ripley venture, all the world would 

ſmile) 

But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 

All rhyme, and ſcrawl, and ſcribble, to a man. 
Yet, Sir, reflect, the miſchief is not great; 

Theſe Madmen never hurt the Church or State: 


190 


Sometimes the Folly benefits mankind; 
And rarely Avarice taints the tuneful mind. 


He ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men: 
Flight of Caſhiers, or Mobs, he *ll never mind; 


- I 
And knows no loſſes while the Muſe is kind. 22 
To cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter; 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre, 
Enjoys his Garden and his Book in quiet; 
And then a perfect Hermit in his diet 

Of little uſe the Man you may ſuppoſe, 
Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe: 
Yet let me ſhow, a Poet 's of ſome weight, 
And (though no Soldier) uſeful to the State. 
W hat will a Child learn ſooner than a ſong ? 
W hat better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 
What 's long or ſhort, each accent where to place, 
Ard ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 
I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
Unleſs he praiſe fome Monſter of a King : 
Or Virtue, or Religion turn to ſport, 
To pleaſe a lewd, or unbelieving Court. 
Uniappy Dryden !—In all Charles's days, 
Roſcommon only boaſts unſpotted bays ; | 
And in our own (excuſe ſome Courtly ſtains) 215 
No whiter page than Addiſon's remains; 
He, from the taſte obſcene recla ms our youth, 
And ſets the Paſſions on the fide of Truth, 
Forms the ſott boſom with the gentleſt art, 
And pours each human Virtve in the heart. 
Let Ireland tell, how Wit upheld her cauſe, 
Her trade ſupported, and fupplied her laws; 
And leave on Sw1FT this grateful verſe engrav'd, 
„The Rights a Court attac *d,. a Poet ſav'd.” 
Behold the hand that wrought a Nation's cure, 225 
Streteh'd to relieve the Icleot and the Poor, 
Proud Vice to brand, or injur'd Worth adorn, 
And ſtretch the Ray to ages yet unborn. 
'Not but there are, who merit other palms; 
Hopkins and Stern hold glad the heart with Pſalms : 
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The Boys and Girls whom Charity maintains, 

Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 

How could Devotion touch the country pews, 
Unleſs the Gods beſtow'd a proper Muſe ? 

Verſe cheers their leiſure, Verſe aſſiſts their work, 

235 

Verſe prays for Peace, or ſings down Pope and 

Turk, | 
| The 
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The filenc'd Preacher yields to potent ſtrain, | 
And eels that grace his prayer beſought in vain ; 


POEMS. 


| With what a ſhifting gale your courſe you ply, 
For ever ſunk too low, or borne too high! 


The bleſſing thrills through all the labouring throng, Who pants for glory finds but ſhort repoſe, 308 
And Heaven is won by Violence of Song. 240 A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows. 


Our rural Anceftors, with little bleſt, 
Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
Indulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain, 
With feaſts, and offerings, and a thankful ftrain : 


Farewell the ſtage! if juſt as thrives the play, 

The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There ſtills remains, to mortify a Wit, 

The many-headed Monſter of the Pit 305 


The joy their wives, their ſons, and ſervants ſhare, A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour'd crow'd : 


Eaſe of their toil, and partners of their care : : 
The laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bowl, 
Smoo:h'd every brow, and open'd every ſoul: 
With growing years the pleaſing Licence grew, 
And Taunts alternate innocently flew. 25 
But Times cor: upt, and Nature ill-inclin*d, 
Produced the point that left a ſting behind; 

Till, friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant Malice rag'd through private life. 


Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th* alarm, Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, 


3 255 
Appeal'd to Law, and Juſtice lent her arm. 
At length, by wholeſome dread of ſtatutes bound, 


The Poets learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound: 


O 


Who, to diſturb their betters mighty proud, 
Clattering their ſticks before ten lines ate ſpoke, 
Call for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons Farce affords! 310 
Ever the Taſte of Mobs, but now of Lords; 
(Taſte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 

From heads to ears, and now fiom ears to eyes) 
The Play ſtands till ; damn action and diſcourſe, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter foot, and horſe ; 


315 
Peers, Heralds, Biſhops, Ermin, Gold and Lawn; 


The Champion too! and, to complete the jeſt, 
Old Edward's Armour beams on Cibber's breaſt. 


Moſt warp'd to Flattery!s fide; but ſome, more Had he beheld an Audience gape ſo wipe. 


nice, 


Let Bear or Elephant be e'er ſo white, 


Preſerv'd the freedom, and forebore the vice. | 260; The people, ſure, the people are the fight! 


Hence Satire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
And heals with morals what it hurts with Wir. 


Ah luckleis Poet! ſtretch thy lungs and roar, 
That Bear or Elephant ſhall heed thee more; 325 


We conquer'd France, but felt our Captive's While all its throats the gallery extends, 


charms : 9 
Her Arts victorious triumph'd o'er our Arms; 
Britain to ſoft refinements leſs a foe, 26 
Wit grew politey and Numbers learn'd to flow. 
Waller was ſmooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verſe, the full reſounding line, | 
The long majeſtic March, and Energy divine. 


And all the Thunder of the Pit aſcends! 

Loud as the Wolves, on Orca's ſtormy ſteep, 
How! to the roarings of the Northern deep. 

Such is the ſhout, the long-appauding note, 330 
At Quin's high plume, or Oldfield's petticoat 

Or when from Court a birth-day ſuit beſtowꝰ'd, 
Sinks the loſt Actor in the tawdry load. 


Though till ſome traces of our ruſtic vein 270|Booth enters—hark ! the univerſal peal ! 


And ſplay foot verſe remain'd, and will remain. 
Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, 
When the tir*d Nation breath*d from civil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 


„But has ke ſpoken ?“ Not a ſyllable. 335 

What ſhook the ſtage, and made the people ſtare ? 

Cato's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer'd 
chair. | 


Show*d us that France had ſomething to admire. Yet, left you think I rally more than teaeh, 


Not but the Tragic ſpirit was our own, 

And full in Shakeſpeare, fair in Otw ay fhone : 
But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, 

And fluent Shakeſpeare ſcarce effat'd a line. 


275 Or praiſe malignly Arts I cannot reach, | 
Let me for once preſume t* inſtruct the times, 340 


To know the Poet from the man of rhymes: 
"Tis he who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 
Can make me feel each Paſſion that he feigns ; 


Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 280 Inrage, compoſe, with more than magic Art; 


The laſt and greateſt Art, the Art to blot. 
Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire, 
The humbler Muſe of Comedy require. 
But in known Images of life, I gueſs 


The labour greater, as th* indulgence leſs. 285 


Obſerve how ſeldom ev*n the beſt ſucceed : 

Tell me if Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed ? 
What perc low Dialogue has Farquhar writ !| 
How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit! 


With pity, and with terror, tear my heart; 345 
And ſnatch me, o'er the earth, or through the 


air, 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 
But not this part of the Poetic ſtate 
Alone, deſerves the favour of the Great : 
| Think' of thoſe Authors, Sir, who would rely 350 
More on a Reader's ſenſe, than Gazer's eye. 
Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes ſing ? 


The ſtage how looſely does Aſtræa tread, 290 Who climb their mountain, or who taſte their 


Who fairly puts all Characters to bed! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 

To make poor Pinkey eat with vaſt applauſe! 
But fill their purſe, our Poets* work is done, 


ſpring? 
How ſhall we fill a Library with Wit, | 
When Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 355 
My Liege! why Writers little claim your thought, 


Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 29511 gueſs; and with their leave, will tell the fault: 


O you ! whom Vagity's light bark conveys 
On Fame's mad voyage by the wind of pra {-, 


We Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 
Of all mankind, the creatures maſt abſurd : 


With laughter ſure Democritus had dy'd, 320 
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The ſeaſon, when to come, and when to go, 360 


To ſing, or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 
You loſe your patience juſt like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourſelves, when, to defend 
A ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 
Repeat unaſk' d; lament, the Wit 's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out every line; 

But moſt, when, ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write Epiſtles to the King ; 
And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place, or Penſion from the Crown; 
Or, dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 
T* enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and lam, 
Be call'd to Court to plan ſome work divine, 
As once for Lovis, Boileau and Racine. 375 
Yet think, great Sir! (ſo many Virtues ſhown) 

Ah think, what Poet beſt may make them known ? 
Or chuſe at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 

Fit to beſtow the Lauraat's weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 380 

Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care; 

And great Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 

So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit: 

But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning Spirit. 385 
The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one penfion'd Quarles; 
Which made old Ben and ſurly Dennis ſwear, 
No Lord 's anointed, but a Ruſſian Bear.“ 

Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 390 
The Forms auguſt, of King, or conquering Chief, 
E'er ſwell'd on marble ; as in verſe have ſhin'd 
(In poliſh'd verſe) the manners and the Mind. 
Oh! could I mount on the Mæonian wing, 

Your Arms, your Actions, your Repoſe to ſing ; 


36 


370 


9 
What ſeas you travers'd, and what fields you fought? 
Your Country's Peace, how oft, how dearly bought 
How harbarous rage ſubſided at your word, 
And Nations wonder'd while they dropp'd the 
ſword ; 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep, 
Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapp'd the world in 
ſleep ; 
Till earth's ext your mediation own, 
And Afia's Tyrants tremble at your Throne 
But Verſe, alas! your Majeſty diſdains 
And J *m not us'd to Panegyric ſtrains : 


495 
The Zeal of Fools offends at any time, 
But moſt of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 
Beſides, a fate attends on all I write, 
That when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. 
A vile Encomium doubly ridicules: 410 


There 's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a woeful likeneſs ; and if lies, 

* Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe: 
Well may he bluſh, who gives it, or receives; 
And when I-flatter, let my dirty leaves 415 


II told you when 1 went, I could not write; 
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« Ludentis ſpeciem dabit, et torquebitur.”” Hog, 
Col'nel, Cobham's and your country's 


1” 
Friend | 


You love a Verſe, take fuch as I can ſend. 

A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his Boy, 

Bows, and begins—* This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: 

&« Obſerve his ſhape how clean] his locks how curl'd! 

„My only ſon; I'd have him fee the world: 

« His French is pure; his Voice too—you ſhall hear, 

« Sir, he 's your ſlave, for twenty pound a year. 

„Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with eaſe, 

„ Your Barber, Cook, Upholſterer, what you pleaſe ; 

&« A perfe& genius at an Opera ſong | 

«© To fay too much, might do my honour wrong. 

*« Take him with all his virtues, on my word 

« His whole ambition was to ſerve a Lord : 

But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 15 

© Though faith, I fear, twill break his Mother's 

| “heart. . 

Once (and but once) I caught him in a lie, 

And then unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry: 

The fault he has I fairly ſhall reveal. 

(Could you o'erlook but that) it is, to ſteal.” 26 
If, after this, you took the graceful lad, 

Could you complain, my Friend, he prov'd fo bad ? 

Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, 

I think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit ; 

Who ſent the Thief that ſtole the Caſh, away, 

And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 
Confider then, and judge me in this light; 


25 


Yeu ſaid the ſame; and are you diſcontent 
With laws, to which you gave your own aſſent ? 30 
Nay worſe, to aſk for Verſe at ſuch a time ! 


WEIS 00 
bs Go 56.5 


EI.» 


4 „ 
* 23 
| as . * 1 Bos * 8 
1 Ho Vn N 1 % Az 1 1 A ve _m by 2 , by 2 
e x - ? . ö 20 IG 3 ** 75 ws Eo oe R 
1 9 — 1 . N — —— 1 2 CARR - me > 2 N 1 r va . . . 8 - — 1 \ : * <a 8 5 2 2 — yu - : — — — — 42 
oy oe * — ” ts * 7 1 2 I W ro 2 2 n 1 1 L : - PS * gl * — 

* — % od w_ . zr „ r ACE, IVR =, n 5 he 1 1 — << - a 2 «4 — - th.” 5 * + 
1 n — 1 . by — 2 0 FIT p 3 2 - : 5 - r - . 4 "Ke. 2 —— 
= - YN ae 4 Te» - — 8 2 — C Xx ys". ES - - — 2 K + > 8 2 p 

1. * ad. 1; - : : F 0 — * 1 8 - = 77 2 0 * $7 = 
i AS _ - f * N * x 8 5 * / 
4 * 0 - " . p 5 — 4 1 q ads 2 
a . R 


(Like Journals, Odes, and ſuch forgotten things 
As Euſden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) | 
Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or, fluttering in a row, 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho, 


* 


The better art to know the good from bad: 


D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 

In Anna's Wars, a Soldier poor and old 

Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: 

Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 35 

He ſlept, poor dog; and loſt it, to a doit. 

This put the man in ſuch a deſperate mind, | 

Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd, [ 

Againſt the foe, himſelf, and all mankind, 

He leap'd the trenches, ſcal'd a Caftle-wall, 40 

Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 

« Prodigious well!“ his great Commander cry'd, 

Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide. 

Next, pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter 

(Its name I know not, and *tis no great matter); 

« Goon, my Friend, (he cry'd) ſee yonder walls! 

„ Advance and conquer! go where glory calls 

„More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.“ 

Don't you remember what reply he gave? 

„ Dye think me, noble General, ſuch a Sct ? 

Let him take caſtles who his ne'er a groat.”? 
Bred up at home, full early I begun 

To read in Greek the wrath of Peieus' ſon, 

Beſides, my Father taught me from a lad, 


85 


(And little ſure imported to remove, 
To hunt for Truth in Maudlin's learned grove.) 


But 


And me, the Muſes help'd to undergo it; 
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408 POP Es 


But knottier points, we knew not half fo weil, 

Depriv*d vs ſoon of our paternal Cell; | 

And certain Laws, by ſufferers though unjuſt, 60 

Deny*'d all poſts of profit or of truſt: 

Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, 

While mighty William's thundering arm pre- 
vail'd. | 

For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 

He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; 65 


Convict a Papiſt he, and I a et. | 
But (thanks to Homer) firce I live and thrive, 
Indebted to no Prince or Peer alive, | 
Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 70 
If I ſhould ſcribble, rather than repoſe. 
Years following Years, ſteal ſomething every 
| day. | 7 — 
At laſt os ſteal us from ourſelves away; f 
In one our Frolics. one Amuſements end, 
In one a Miſtreſs drops, in one a Friend: 75 
This ſubtle Thief of liſe, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme ? 
If every wheel of that unweary'd Mill, 
That turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ſtands ſtill? 
But after all, what would you have me do? $0 
When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two; 
When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the Pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
he vulgar boil, the learn'd roaſt an egg. 
Hard taſk! to hit tbe palate of ſuch gueits, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 
But grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 
Again to rhyme : can London be the place? 
Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or ſoul attends, 90 
In crouds, and courts, law, bufineſs, feaſts, and 
| friends ? 
My counſel ſends to execute a deed: 
A Poet begs me I will hear bim read: 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten, for certain, Sir, in Bloomſbury-ſquare— 95 
Before the Lords at twelve my Cauſe comes on— 
There's a Rehearſal, Sir, exact at one.— 
„ Oh but a Wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 
* And raiſę his mind above the mob he meets.“ 
Not quite fo well however as one ought; 100 
A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's narrow paſs, 
Two Aldermen diſpute it with an Afs? 105 
And peers give way, exalted as they are, 
Even to their own S-v-—nce in a Car? 
Go, lofty Poet! and in ſuch a croud, 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe but not aloud. 


POEMS. 


"ie boys flock round him, and the people ſtare: 

o fi, ſo mute] ſome ſtatue you would ſwear, * 
5tepp'd from its Pede ſtal to take the air 

And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and foldiers at their doors ; 
Shall 1, in London, act this idle part? WS 
Competing ſongs, for Fools te get by heart? 

The Temple latz two brother Sergeants ſaw, 
Who deem'd each other Oracles of Law; 

With <qual talents, theſe congenial ſouls, 


One lull'd th* Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the Rolls; 


Each had a gravity would make you fplit, 131 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 
'Twas, Sir, your law“ —and „“ Sir, your elo- 


quence,”? | 
6 You 8 manner —and yours, Talbot's 
enſe.“ 
Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit, 135 


Vours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 
Call Theobald Shakſpeare, and he'll ſwear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber! never match'd one Ode of thine. . 
Lord! how we ſtrut through Merlin's Cave, to fee 
No Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 140 
Walk with reſpect behind, while we at eaſe 
Weave lavrel Crowns, and take what names we 
pleaſe. 
* My dear Tibullus!“ if that will not do, 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 

* Or I'm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 145 


35. And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 


Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 

This jealous, waſpiſn, wrong-head, rhyming race; 
And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite 

To court applauſe by printing what I write: 158 

But let the fit paſs o'er, I'm wiſe enough 

To ſtop my ears to their confounded ſtuff. 

In vain, bad Rhymers, all mankind reject, 


Tis to ſmall purpoſe that you hold your tongue, 155 


{Each prais'd within, is happy all day long: 


But how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 

The Men, who write ſuch Verſe as we can read? 

Their own ſtrict Judges, not a word they ſpare, 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 160 

Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay though at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 

Such they'll degrade; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 

In downright charity revive the dead ; | 


Merk where a bold, expreſſive phraſe appears, 165 


Bright through the rubbiſh of ſome hundred years ; 
Command old words that long have ſlept, to wake, 
Words, that wiſe Bacon, or brave Rawleigh ſpake; 
Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 

(For Uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 170 
Pour the fall tide of eloquence along, | 


Alas ! to Grottos and to Groves we run, 110| Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, 


To eaſe and filence, every Muſe's ſon : 

Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, 

Would drink and doze at Tooting or Eaci's-Court. 
How fhal!l I rhyme in this eternal roar ? 


Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue; 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 

But ſhe no mercy to an empty line: 175 
Then, poliſh all, with ſo much life and eaſe, 


How match the bards whom none e' er match'd| You think 'tis nature, and a knack to pleaſe: 


before ? 50 11 
The man, who, ſtretch'd in Iſisꝰ calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſeven years complete, 
See! ſtrow'd with learned duſt, his night-cap on, 


« But eaſe in writing —_ from Art, not chance; 
„As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learned te 
dance.” : 


If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 180 


He walks, an object new beneath the ſus ! 


Better (ſay I) be pleaſed, and play the fool; cal 


They treat themſelves with moſt profound reſpect; 


— — > 


„ „„ 85 


. Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wiſe; 


If D*## lov'd ſixpence, more than he. 


POP Es 


Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe, 7 
I gives men happine!s, or leaves them eaſe. 

There liv'd in pritao Georgi (they record) 

A worthy member, 10 ſmall fool, a Lord; 185 
Who, though the Honſe was up, delighted fate, 
Heard, noted, anſwer'd, as in ſull debate: 

In all but this, a man of fober life, 


Not quite a madman, though a paſty feil; 190 
And much too wile to walk into a well. 


Bim, the damn'd Doctors and his Friends im- 


mur'd, 
They bled, they cupp'd, they purg'd; in ſhort, 
| they cur'd: _ 
Vhereat the gentleman began +0 ſtare-- 
My Friends! he cry'd, p-x take you for your 
care ! 195 
That from a Patriot of diftinguifh'd nate, 
Heve bled and purg'd me to a ſimple Vote. 
Well, = the whole, plain proſe muſt be my 
ate: 
Wisdom (eurſe on it) will come ſoon or late. 
There i; a time when Poets will grow dull: 200 
IMM e en leave veries to the buys at ſchobl: 
To rules of Poetry no more confin'd, 
li learn to fmooth and harmonize ray Mind, 
Teach every thought within its bounds to roll, 
And keep the equal meature of the Soul 205 
Soon as J enter at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropp'd before; 
Thoughts which at Hyde- park Corner I forgot, 
Meet and rejoin me, in the Penſive Grot. 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 
I aſk theſe tober queſtions of my heant. 
If, when the more jou drink, the more you 
crave, 
You tell the Doctor; whenthe more you have, 
Ihe more you want, why not with equal eaſe 
Canſeſs as well your Folly, as dilcate? 215 
The heart retolves this matter in a trice, 
Men only feel the Smagyt, but not the Vice.“ 
When golden Angels ceaſe to cure the Evil, 
You give all royal Witcheraft to the Devil: 
When tervile Chaplains cry, that birth and 
ace 220 
Indue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace; 
Look in that breaſt, moſt dirty Dean! be fair, 
pay, can ycu find cut one ſuch Jodger there? 
Yet Rill, not heeding what your he irt can teach, 
You go to church to hear theſe Flatterers 
; reach. EE 225 
Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, 
A grain of courage, or a ſpark of [pint, 
The wi'eſt man might bluſh, I muſt. agree, 


210 | 


If there be truth in Law, and Uſe can give 230 
A Property, that's yours on which you live. 
Delichtful Abs-counrt, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord: | 
All Wordly's hens, nay, partridge, {old to town, 
His veniion too, a guinea makes your owl; 235 
Ile bought at thovtands, what with better wit 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit; | 
Now, or long ſince, what difference will be found? 
You pay a penny, ànd be paid a pound. | 

Ver, VI, | 


leather te himſelf, and ſuchi large-acred men, 240 


Lords of fat E'ſham, or of Lincoln-fen, 
Buy every tick of wood that leads them heat; 
Buy every Pullet they aflord to eat. 


Jet thele are Wights who fondly call their ewn 


Halt that the Devil o'erlocks from LiagJIn- 
tn, > 
The Laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abbor a Perpetuity ſhouid land; 
Eitztes have wings, and hang in Foriune's power 
Loo e on the point of every wavering hour, 
Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 250 
By ale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 
Man,and fr ever? wretch ' what wor ldſt thou have? 
| Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 
All vaſt poſſeſſions (juſt the lame the caſe 
Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 255 
Alas, my BaTaursT ! what will they avail? 
ping Catſwood's hills to Saperton's fair dale, 
et rifing Granaries and "Temples here, 
There nungled farms and_pyramids appear, 
Link towns to towns with avennes of oak, 
Encicfe whole downs in walls, *tis all a joke! 
Inexcrable Death ſhall level all, © 
And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall. 
Gold, Silver, Ivory, Vales ſculptur'd high, 
Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perſ;an dye, 265 
There are who have not---and thank heaven there 


are, | | 
Who, ifthey have not, think not worth their care. 
Talk what you will of Taſte, my friend, you'll find 
Two of a Tace, as ſoon as of a mind. 
Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs one 270 
Plows, burns, manures, and teils from fun to ſur 
The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 

41 Tuwnſhena's Turnips, and all Groſvenor's 

Mines: 
Why one like Bu--- with pay and ſcorn content, 
Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 275 
One, driven by ſtrong Eenevolence of ſoul, 
Shall fly, Ike Cglethorpe; from pole to pole: 
Is known alone to that DireQing Power, : 
Who forms the Genius in the natal honr ; 
That God of Nature, who, within us ſtill, 
Inclines cur action, not cenſtrains our will; 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Each individual: His great End the ſame. 
Yes Sir, how {mall ſoever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 
My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
A man iv peor would live withauva place: 
But ſure no ſtatute in his favour lays, 
How free, or fruga!, I ſhall pals my days: 
I, who at {ome times ſpend, at others ſpare, 290 
Divided between careleflneſs and care. 
'Tis one thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore ; 
Another, not to heed to treafure more: 
Glad, like à Boy, to ſnatch the firſt good day, 
And pleas'd, if ſordid want be far away. 295 
What is 't to me (a paſſenger God wot) 
Whether my veſſel be firſt-rate or not? 
The ſhip itielf may make 2 better figure; 
But I that fail, am neither le nor bigger: 
J neither ſtrut with every favouring breath, 300 
Nor ive with ell the tempeſt in my teeth, 
2 | | 


280 


Sh 
3 * 


- . 
as eye 


. * f - A = T 7% L * 
© ' - ; "ith : 2 ODT 

8 — 5 8 Y ** 4 n Fx" > . > 

- r „ Ai. erty I | < obo r - "ens e Sr” 
ET ys Fairies te of mt SRL 2 — = So : 
9 #x — h * * 2 of ras : 0 pas 6 A 0 
oa at I, r . 8 „ ETD O99 * =D 

— . 1 s . 9 3 * * 
MF AM, ge © — 8 5 .— WT. p 


. 7 
8 


. Px 
N 


2 


DO 


2 
Y 4 * 
EY 2 

1 
* 14 
q 
1 
£:® 7 
1 1 
25 
„ 1 
1 
1 
2 .. 1 
: * 
11 
. q : 
_—_ 
* : or 
ol "3 2 * 
"= 5 
Ps ' 
* LI * 
2 A 
J t 3 
k 38 
my: 1 
3 
— : 
20 8. .- 
4 
x 
_ = bo 
* * 8 = 

n 
1 : 

2 7 - 

* 
- a. 
1 % 
: 2 
» 4 
MATS g 
Www 7. 
"0 . 
J - i. 
* "= 
g rr 
* 
.. 47 * 
” 1 1 * 
2 1 
* 
. 
" 1 : FT} 
"4 
1 1 7 
7 -j 
£ - vT 
"4 $1 0 
I. 8 
2] 4 oO 
* 4 *I'L 
* £ 
1 


* 
2 


Fatt 
PACT 
io 
MY 
FIT. 
= — 
© HY o 
= 


— 
* 
»3 


8 


126" a © 


— 


1 Wh. „ FE # 
ä 


3 
r 


22 p 
> 
\ RW x YE," * a 
a of ', > 


COS + 


8 


— 7 va 
8 4 8 
RISEN 


w * 
8 


i 
$114 
1 
1 
fed 
- be | 
16:0 

[94 
1 


* 


+; 
; 


9 Co POPE'S 


In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac'd | 
Behind the foremoſt, ard before the laſt, 
% But why all this of Avarice? I have none.” 

T wiſh you joy, Sir of a Tyrant gone; 305 

But does no other lord it at this hour, 

As wild and mad? the Avarice of power? 

Does neither Rage intizme, nor Fear appall ? 

Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all? 

With terrors round, can Realon hold her 
throne, 8 310 

Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th' unknown? 

Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 

In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire? 

Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 

And count each Birth-day with a grateful 
mind? "<3 

Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſo near its end; 

Canſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend? 

Has age but melted the 102gh parts away, 

As winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay? h 

Or will you think, my friend, your buſineſs 
done, 320. 

When, of a hundred thorns, yeu pull out one? 

Learn to live will, or fairly make your will ; 

Vau' ve play 'd, and lov'd, and eat, and drank your 

fill . L , 


Walk ſober off; before a ſprightlier age 
Comes tittering on, and ſhoves you from the 
ſtage: . | | 
Leave fvch to trifle with more grace and eaſe, 
Whom Folly pleales, and whoie Follies plealcs 


— 


DR. DONNE's 'SATIRES /Yerſified,) 


SS IRE IF 

WES ; thank my ſtars ! as early as I knew 

* This Town, I had the ſenſe to hate it too: 
Yet here, as ev'nin Hell, there muſt be {til} 
One Glart-Vice, ſo excellently iil, 
That all beſide, one pities, not abhors; 
As who knows Sappho, ſtwiles at other whores, 
I grant that Poetry 's a crying fin; | 
It brought (no doubt) th? Exciſe and Army in: 
Catch'd livethe Plague, or Love, the Lord knows 


. tow, ' = 
But that the cure is ſtarving, all allow, 10 
Vet like the Papiſt's, is the Poet's ſtate, 


1 


Poor and (:farm'd, and hardly worth your hate D 


Here a lean Bard, whoſe wit could never give 
Himietf a dinner, makes an Actor live 
The Thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 15 
So prompts, and {aves a rogue who canny't read. 


Thus as the pipes of ome carv'd Organ move, 


POEMS. 


Thoſe write becauſe nil write, and to have till 
Excuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 
Wretched indeed ! but far mute wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on ethers wit: 30 
Tis chang'd, no doubt, from what it was before; 
His rank digeſtion makes it wit no mere: 
Senſe, paſt through him, no longer is the ſame; 
For food digeſted takes another name, 
I pas 9'er all thoſe Conteflors and Martyrs, 35 
Who live like S--tt--n, or whodie like Chartres, 
Out-cant old Eldras, or ovt-drink his heir, 
Out-uſure }ews, or Iriſhmen out- ſwear; 
Wicked as Pages, who in early years 
Act {ins which Priſca's Confeſſor ſcarce hears. 40 
L 'n thoſe 1 pardon, for whoſe finful ſake - | 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell mnſt make ; 
Of whoſe ſtrange crimes no Canoniſt can tell 
In what Commandment's large contents they 
dwell. | 5 
One, one man only breeds my juſt offence; 45 
Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave 
Impudence: c 
Time, that at laſt matures a clap to por, | 
Whoſe gentle progreſs makes a calf an ox, 
And brings all natural events to pals, 
Hath made him an Attorney of an Aſs. 50 
No young divine, new-benefice'd, can be "th 
More pert, more proud, more poſitive, than he, 
What further could I wiſh the fop to do, 
But turn a wit, and {cribble verſes too? 
Pierce the ſoit labyrinth of a Lady's Ear 55 
With rhymes of this per cent. ard that per year? 
Or court a Wife, ſpread out his wily parts, 
Like nets or lime-twigs, for ricl, Widows! hearts, 
Call himſelf Barriſter to every wench, ' 
And wooe in langnage of the Pleas and Bench? 60 
Language, which Boreas might to Auſter hold 
More rough than forty Germans when they ſcold. 
Curs'd be theuwretch, ſo venal and fo vain: 
Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury- lane. ä 
* Tis ſuch a bounty as was never known, 65 
If PETER deigns to belp you to your own! 
What thanks, what praise, if Peter but ſupplies! 
And what a ſolemn face, if he der:ies ! | 
Grave, as when priſemers ſhakethe head and ſwear 
"Twas only Suretithip that brought them there. 79 
His Office keeps your Parchment fates entire, 
He ſtarves with cold to fave them from the fire; 
For you he walks the ſtreets through rain or 
uſt, . ; 
For not in Chariots Peter puts his truft ; 
For you he iweats and labuurs at the laws, 75 
Takes God to witneſs he affects your cauſe, 
And lies to every Lord in every thing, 
Like a King's Favourite -—or like a King. 
Theſe are the talents that adorn them all, 


The gilded puppets dance and mount above. From wicked Waters ev'n to godly * x ® 
Heav'd by the breath th' infpiting bellows blow: } Not more of Simony beneath black gowns, 
Th' wipitircg bellows lie and pant below. 20 Not more of baſtardy in heirs to Crowns. 


One flags the Fair : but ſongs no longer move; 
Na rat is Thym'd to death, nor waid ty love: 
In love's, in nature's ſpite, the ſiege they hold, 
Aod ſcorn the fleſh, the devil, and all but gold, 


k 


In ſhillings and in pence at firſt they deal; 
And ſteal fo little, few perceive they ſteal; 
Till, like the Sea, they compaſs all the land, 85 


And when rank Widows purchaſe luſcious nights, 


Az need beggars ing at dyers for ment. 


* 


From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover 
theſe wiite to Lords, ſome mean reward to ſtrand: F 
18 | __ 12 

Or when 2 Duke to Janfien punts at White s, 
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Or City Heir in mortgage melts away ; 
Satan himſelf feels far leſs joy than they. 
Piecemeal they win this acre firſt, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole eſtate. 
Then ſtrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Indentures, Covenants, Articles they draw, 
Large as the fields themſelves, and larger far 95 
Than Civil Codes, with all their Glofles, are; 
So vaſt, our new Divines, we muſt confeſs, 
Are Fathers of the Church for writ: ng leſs, 
But let them write ſor you, each rogue impairs 
The deeds, and dextrouſly omits, ſes leires: 100 
No Commentator can more lily paſs 
Over a learn'd, unintelligible place: 
Or, in quotation, ſhrewd Divines leave out 
Thoſe words that would againſt them clear the 
doubt. , 
So Luther thought the Pater-noſter long, 105 
When doom'd to {ay his beads and Even-ſong; 
But having caſt his cowl, and left thoſe laws, 
Adds to Chriſt's prayer the Power and Glory 
Clauſe, 5 | 
The lands are bought; but where are to be found 
Thoſe anciert woods, that ſhaded all the 
ground 2 110 
We ſee no new- built palaces aſpire, 
No kitchens emulate the veſtal fire. ; 
Where are thoſe troops of poor that throng*d: 
of yore a | 
The good old landlord's hoſpitable door ? 
Well, I could wiſh, that ſtill in lordly domes 115 
Some beaſts were ki11'd; though not whole heca- 
| tombs ; . 
That both extremes were baniſh'd from theirwalls, 
Carthuſian faſts, and fulſorne Bacchanals ; 
And all mankind might that juit Mean obſerve, 
In which none e'er could ſurfeit, none could 
ſtarve. 
Theſe as good works, tis true; we all allow, 
But oh! theie works are not in faſhion now: 
Like rich. old wardrobes, things extremely, rare, 
Eitremely fine, but what no man will wear, 
Thus much I've faid, I truſt, without of- 
| fence ; | 3 125 
Let no Court Sycophant pervert my ſenſe, 
Nor fly informer wateh theſe words to draw 
Within the reach of Treaſon, vr the Law. 


$A; TSF 0: 
VELL, if it be my time to quit the ſtage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! 
die in charity with fool and knave, 


Can 


decure of peace at leaſt beyond the grave. 
I've had my Pargatory here betimes, 1 
And paid for all my fatires, all my rhymes, 
The Pcet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 
To this were trifles, toys, and empty names. 
Wich fooliſk pride my heart was never fir'd, 
Kor the vain iech t admire, or be admir'd ; 10 
I hop'd for no commiſſion from his Grace; 
bought no benefice, I begg'd no place: 
ad no new verſes, nor new ſuit to ſhow ; 


POEMS. 


Could not but think, to pay his fine was odd, 

Since *was no form'd deſign of ſerving God; 

So was J puniſh'd, as if full as prone, 

As prone to ill, as negligent o 

As hes in debt, without a thought to pay, t 

As vain, as idle, and as falſe, as they 

Who live at Cqurt, for going once that way! \ 

Scarce was I enter*d.' when beb&!d! there came 

A thing which Adam had been pos'd to name; 25 

Noah had refus'd it lodging in his Ark, B42 

Where all the Race of Reptiles might embark ; 

A verier moniter, than on Afric's ſhore 

The fun e'er got, or ſfluny Nilus bore, 

Or Stoane or Weodward's wondrous ſhelves 

contain, : 

Nay, all that lying Travellers can feign. 

The watch would hardly let him paſs at noon, 

At night would ſwear him dropp'd cut of the 

| Moon. N 

One, whom the mob, when next we find or make 

A popiſh plot, ſhall for a Jefuit take, "<4 

And the wiſe Juſtice ſtarting from bis chair 

Cry, By your Prieſthoed tell me what you are? 
Such was the wig ht : - Th' apparel on his back, 

Though coarſe, was reverend, and though bare, 

was ae !?! . 

The ſuit, if by the ſaſhion one might gueſs, 40 

Was velvet in the youth of good Queen Beſz, 

But mere tuff-taffety what now remain'd ; 

So Time, that. changes all things, had ordain'd 

Our ſons ſha!] ſee it leifurely decay, | 

Firſt turn plain raſh, then vaniſh quite away. 45 
This thing has travell'd, and ſpeaks language 

| gg? 


too, | | 
And knows what's fit for every ſtate to do: 

Of whole beſt phraſe and courtly accent join'd, 
He forms one tongue, exotic and refin d, 
Talkers I ve learn'd to bear; Motteux I knew, 59 
Henly himſelf I've heard, and Budgel too, 

The Doctor's wormwood ſtyle, the Haſh of 
| tongues 2 e 

A Pedant makes, the ſtorm of Gonſon's lungs, 
The whole Artillery of the terms of War, 

And (all thofe Plagues in one) the bawling Bar; 35 
Theſe I could bear; but not a rogue ſo civil, 
Whote tongue will compliment you to the devil. 
A tongue, that can cheat Widows, caneel cores, 
Make Scots ſpeak trealon, cozen ſubtleſt Whores, 
Wirh royal Favourites in flattery vie, | 
And Oldmixon and Burnet both outlie. 

He ſpies me out; 1 whitper, Gracious God! 
What ſin of mine could merit fuch a rod? 

That all the ſhot of dulne's now mult be 


Permit (he cries) no ſtranger to your fame 
To crave your ſentiment, it Jour, Name. 
What Speech eſteem you moſt ? ** The King's, 


taid J. 0 | : | 
But the beſt words 2---* O Sir, the Dictionary-““ 
You miſs my aim! I mean the moſt acute 70 


And perfect Speaker ?---* Onſlow, palt diſpute.““ 
But, Sir, of writers? Swift, for cloſer ſtyle, 

2 5 82 37 
« But Hoadly for a period of à mile. 


Yet went to Court !---the Devil would have it ſo. | 
But, asthe Fool that in reforming days 15 


Would go to Mafs in jeſt (a: ſtory lays) 


411 
: 


good, 20 


From this thy blunderbuls diſcharg'd on me! 6 


Why yes, tis granted, theſe indeed may paſs: v 
Good common linguidts, and fo Panurge Wis ; 72 
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412 POPE'S POEMS, 


2 : - 
Nay troth th? Apoſtles {though perhaps too rough) | Who, having loſt his credit, pawn'd bis rear, 
Had once a pretty giit vi Tongues enough: Is therefore fit to have a Government: 
Vet the e were all pdor Gentlemen! I dare Who, in the ſecret, deals in Stocks ſecure, 145 
Athrm, twas Travel made them what they were, | And cheats th* unk nov ing Widow and the Poor: 
Thus, otLers talents having nicelz ſhawn, 80, | Who makes a Truſt of Charity a Job, 
He came by ſure tranſition to his vn: And gets an Act ef Parliament to rob : 
Till I cry'd out, You prove yourtelf fo able, Why Turnpikes rite, and now no Cit nor Clown 
Vity you was not Draggerman at Babel ; Can gratis lee the country, or the town: 145 
For had tbey found a linguiſt half ſo good, Shortly no led ſhall chuck, or lady vole, 
I make no queſtion but the Tower had ſtobod. $5 | But ſome cxcifing Courtier will have toll. 
„ Obliging Sir! tor Courts you fare were made: | He tells what Strumpet places ſells for liſe, 
«© Wir then for ever bury'd in the ſhade? What Squire his lands, what Citizen his wife ; 
"0 by its like you, ſhould ice and ſhould be ſeen, | Ar laſt (which proves him wiſer ſtill than 
cc h 


e King would ſmile on you+--at leaſt the all) 5 0 
Queen.“ Wat Lady's face is not a whited wall. 


Ah, gentle Sir ! you Courtiers ſa caiolte ue 90 As one of Woodward's patients, fick, and ſore, 
But Tully has it,“ Nunquam minus (GHus:“ I puke, I nauſeate, yet he thruſts in more: 
And as for Courts, forgive me, if I lay. Trims Europe's balance, tops the ſtateſman's part, 
No leſſons now are taught the Spartan way: And talks Gazettes and Puſtooys o'er by heart, 155 
Though in bis pictures Luft be full di play'd, Like a big wite at, ſight of loathſome meat 
Few are the Converts Arerine bas made; 95 Ready to caſt, J vawn, I ſigh, and ſweat. 
And though the Court ſhow Vice excceding clear, } Then as alicens'd ſpy, whem nothing can 
None ſhould, by my advice, learn Virtue there, Silence vr hurt, be libels every Man; 
At this eniranc'd, he lifts hi hands and eyes, | Swears every place extail'd for years to come, 160 
Squeaks like a high-ftretch'd luteſtring, and fe- In ſure ſuceeſſion to the dav of deom : 
plies; 5 He names the price for every office paid, 
« Oh, 'tis the ſweeteſt of all earthly things 1CO | And fys our wars thrive ill, becauie delay'd; 
To gaze on Princes, and to talk of Kings!” | Nay hint, *tis by Connivance of the Court, 
Then, happy Man wo ſhows the Tombs {aid I Thar Spain robson, and Dunkirk's ſtill a Port, 165 
Be dwelis amidſt the Royal Family; Nat more amazement ſeiz'd on Circe's gueſts, 
He every day from K ing to King can walk, To ice themielves falt headlong into beaſts, 
Of all our Harries, all our Edwards tatk; 105 | Than mine tu find a ſubject ſtay'd and wiſe 
Ard get, by ſpeaking truth of raonarchs dead, Already balf turn'd traitor by ſurpriſe, 
W hat few can of the living, Eate and Bread. felt th” infection ſlide from him to me; 179 
« Lord, Sir, a mere Mechanic I ftrangety low, | As in the pox, ſome give it to get free: 
«© Ard enarſe of phra e,---your Englith all are ſo. ] And quick to ſwallow me methought I (aw 
% How elegant your Freachmen !” Mine, d'ye | One of our Giaut Statues ape its jaw. 
mean? | In that nice Moment, as another Lye * 
T have but one: I hope the fellow 's clean, Stood init a-tilt, the Miniſter came by. 175 
% Oh! Sir, politely ſo! 'nay, tet me die, To him he flies, and bows, and bows again, 
, * Your only. wearing is your Paduaſoy.“ Then, eloſe as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 
Not, Sir, my only, I have better till, © Not Fannius' ſelf more impudently near, 
And this you fee is but my diſhabille--- I15 þ When half his noſe is'in his Prince's ear. 
Wild to get looſe, bis patience I provoke, I quak'd at heart; and, til] afraid to lee 180 
Miſtake, confound, object at all he ſpoke. All the Court fill'd with ſtranger things than he, 
But as coarſe iron, ſharpen'd, mangles more, Ran out as faſt as one that pays his bail, 
And itch moſt hurts when apger'd to a ſore; Ard dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 
$0 when you plague a fool, tis {till the curſe, 1320 Bear me, ſome God! oh quickly bear me hence 
You only make the matter worſe and worſe, To whole dme Solitude, thy nurie of Senſe; 185 
He paſt it o' er; affects an caly ſmile Where Contemplaticn prunes her ruffled wings, 
At all wy peeviſhnels, and turns his ſtyle. And the free ſoul looks down to pity Kings f 
He aſks, What news?“ I tell him of new Plays, There ſober thought purtued th? amuſing theme, 
New Eunuchs, Harlequins, and Operas, 125 Till Fancy colour'd it, and form'd a Dream. 
He hears, and as a ſtill with ſimples in it, 4+ A Viſion hermits can to Hell tranſport, 190 
Between each drop it gives, ſtays half a minute, I And forc'd ey's me to fee the damn'd at Court. 
* to inrich me with too quick replies, Not Dante, dreaming, all th' infernal ſtate, 
y litele, and by little, drops his lies, Beheld ſuch ſcenes of envy, fan, and hate. 
Mere houſhtdId tzafh ! of birthnights, balls, and } Bate Fear becomes the guilty, not the free; 
ſhows, 130 | Suits Tyrants, Plunderers, but ſuits not me: 193 
More than ten Hollingſheds, or Halls, or Stows. | Shall I, the Terror of this ſinful town, 
When the Queen frown'd, or ſmil'd, he knows; | Care, if a livery'd Lord or ſmile or frown ? 
and what _ Who cannot fatter, and deteſt who can, 
A ſubtle Miniſter may make of that: | Tremble before a noble Serving-man? 
Who fins with whom: who got his Penſion rug, O my fair miſtreſs, Truth! ſhall I quit thee 200 
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Or quieken'd a Reverfion by a drug: 135 For huffing, braggart, puft Novility ? - 
Whoſe place is quarter'd out, three parts in four, | Thou, who ſince yeſterday haft roll'd o'er alk, 
Ang whether to a Biſhop, or a Whore ; The buly, idle, block heads gf the balls 
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H. ſt thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier ſort, 

Than ſuch as ſwell this bladder of a court ? 

Now pox on thoſe who ſhow a Court in wax ! 205 

It ought to bring all Courtiers on their backs; 

Such painted puppets ! ſuch a yarniſh'd race 

Of hollow gewgaws, only dreſs and face! 

Such waxen noles, ſtately ſtaring things--- 

No wonder ſome folks bow, and think them Kings. 
See! where the Britiſh youth, engag'd no more, 

At Fig's, at White's, with felons, or a whore, 

Pay their laſt duty to the Court, and come 

All freſh and fragrant, to the drawing-room ;215 

In byes as gay, and odours as divine, 

As the fair fields they ſold to look fo fine, 

„That's velvet for a King!“ the flatterer ſwears; 

"Tis true, for ten days hence 'twill be King Lear's. 

Our Court may juſtly to our Rage give rules, 220 

That helps it both to fool's coats and to fools. 

And why not players ſtrut in courtiers clothes ? 

For theſe are actors too, as well as thoſe : 

Wants reach all ſtates ; they beg but better dreſt, 
And all is ſplendid poverty at beſt. 225 
Painted for fight, and eſſenc'd for the ſmell, 

Like frigates fraught with ſpice and cochinell, 
Fail in the Ladies: how each pirate eyes 
So weak a veſſcl, and ſo rich a prize! 
Top-gallant he, and ſhe in all her trim, 230 
He boarding her, ſhe ſtriking ſail to him: 
Dear Counteſs ! you have charms all hearts to 
hit!“ ; 
And“ Sweet Sir Fopling ! you have fo much wit!“ 
Such wits and beautics are not prais'd for nought, 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 235 
'T would burſt even Heraclitus with the ſpleen, 
To fee thole anticks, Fopling and Courtin: 
The Preſence ſeems, with things ſo richly odd, 
The moſque of Mahmud, or ſome queer Pa-god, 


See them lurvey their limbs by Durer's rules, 240 


Of all beau-kind the be proportion'd tools! 
Adjuſt their clothes, and to confeſſion draw 
Thoſe venial fans, an atom, or a ſtraw : 
But oh! what terrors muſt diſtract the ſoul 
8 of that mortal erime, a hole; 254 
r ſhould one pound of powder leſs beſpread 
Thoſe monkey-tails that wag behind their head ! 
Thus finiſh'd, and corrected to a hair, 
They march, to prate their hour before the Fair. 
So firſt to preach a white-glov'd Chaplain goes, 250 
With band of Lily, and with cheek of Roſe, 
Sweeter than Sharon, in immac' late trim, 
Neatnels itſelf impertinent in him. 
Let but the Ladies ſmile, and they are bleſt: 
Prodigious ! how the things proteſt, proteſt? 255 
Peace, fools, or Conſon will for Papiſts ſeize you, 
If once he catch you at your Jeſu! Jeſu! 
Nature made every Fop to plague his brother, 
uit as one Beauty morti fies another, 
But here's the Captain that will. plague them 
otn, | 260 
Whoſe air cries Arm! whoſe very look's an cath, 
The Captain's honeſt, Sirs, and that's enough, 
Though his ſoul 's bullet, and his budy buff, 
He ſpits ſore-right ; is haugbty cheſt before, 
Like battering rams, beats open every door: 265 
And with a face as red, and as awry, : 


| Scar'd at the grizly forms, I ſweat, I fly, 


Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's curie, 
Has yet a ſtrange ambition to look worſe: 
Confounds the givil, keeps the rude in awe, 276 
Jeſts like a licens'd fool, commands like law. 
Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it 6 
As men from Jails to execution go; 

For hung with deadly ſins I fee the wall, 
And lin'd with Giants deadlier than them all: 278 
Each Man an Aſkapart, of ſtrength to toſs 

For quoits, both Te r ple-bar and Charing-croſz. 


And ſhake all o'er, like a diſcover'd ſpy. 
Courts are too much for wits ſo weak as 


- mine; 280 
Charge them with Heaven's Artillery, bold Di- 
vine: Fi 


From ſuch alone the Great rebukes endure, 
W hoſe Satire 's faerad, and whoſe rage ſecure : 
Tis mine to waſh a few light ſtains; but theirs. 
To deluge fin, and drown a Court in tears. 285 
Howe'er, what's now Moecrypha, my Wit, 
In time to come, may paſs for Holy Writ. 
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IN TWO DIALOGUES, 


DIALOGUE I. 


FR. NO twice a twelvemonth you appear in 
Print, 
And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't. 
You grow correct, that once with Rapture writ, 
And are, beſides, too moral for a Wit. 
Decay of Parts, alas! we all muſt feel . 
Why new, this moment, don't I ſee you ſteal? 
"Tis all from Horace; Horace long before ye 
Said, “ Tories cail'd him Whig, and Whigs 2 - 
Tory ;” ; 
And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 
To laugh at fools why put their truſt in Peter.” 10 
But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 
Bubo obſerves, he laſh'd no fort of Vice: 
Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv'd the Crown, 
Blunt could do Buſineſs, Higgins knew the Town; 
In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sex, I 
In reverend Biſh«ps note ſome ſmall Neglects, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggiſh thing, 
Who cropt our Ears, and {ent them to the King. 
His fly, polite, infinuating ſtyle 
Could pleaſe at Court, and make AuGusrus 
| ime ; » 1 
An artful Manager, that crept between 
lis Friend and Shame, and was a kind of Screen, 
But faith your very Friends will toon be fore ; ' 
patriots there ate, who wiſh you 'd jeſt no more 
Ard where 's the Glory? *twillbe only thought 23 
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As-Herod's hangdogs in old Tapeſtry, 


The Great man never ofier'd you a groate 
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Laugh at your Friends, and, if your Friends are 


414 | POP Es 


So fee Sir RogNRT--- 


P. See Sir RoREKRT - -hum 


And never laugh---for all my life to come? 


Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleaſure, ill-exchang'd for Power; 30 
Seen him, uncumber'd with a Venal tribe | 


Would he oblige me! let me onl find, SA 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 


Come, come, at all I laugh he lavghs, no doubt; 35 : 
ö There, where no Paſſion, Pride, or Shame tranſ- 


The only difference is, I dare laugh out. 
F. Why yes: with Scripture fill you may be 
ON free 3 6 65 | 
A Horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at honeſty ; 
A Joke on IKL I, or ſome odd Old Whig, 


Who never chang'd his Principle, or Wig; 40 
ut paſt the Senſe of human Miſeries, 


A Patriot is a Fool in every age, 


Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage : 


Theſe nothing hurts; they keep their Faſhion ſtill, 


And wear their ſtrange old virtue, as they will. 
If any aſlæ you, Who 's the Man ſo near 45 

* His prince, that writes in Verſe, and has his 

ear? 

Why anſwer LyTTELTON; and I Il engage 

The worthy Youth ſhall ne'er be in a rage: 

But were his Verſes vile, his Whiſper baſe, 

You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe. 50 

Sejanus, Wolley, hurt not honeſt FLEURY, 

Bot well may put ſome Stateſman in a fury. 
Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes ; 

Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe. 

ſore, ; 55 

Sq much the better, you may laugh the more. 

To Vice and Folly to confine the jeſt, - 

Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the Teſt ; 

Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 

At Senſe and Virtue balance all again. 60 

Judicious Wits ſpread wide the Ridicule, 

And charitably comfort Knave and Fool. 


P. Dear Sir. forgive the Prejudice of Youth : 
Adieu Diſtinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truth! 
Come, harmle's Characters that no one hit; 65 
Come, Henley's Oratory, Oſvorn's Wit! | 
"The honey dropping from Favonic's tongue, 
"Th: Flowers of Bubo, and the Flow of Young ! 
"The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence, 

And all the well-whipp'd Cream of Countly 
Senſe, | 70 
That firſt was H---vy's, F---'s next, and then, 


The S---te's, and then H---vy's once agen. 


O come, that eaſy Ciceronian ſtyle, 

So Latin, yet ſo Engl:th all the while, 
As, though the Pride of Middleton and Bland, 75 
All Boys may read, and Girls may underſtand! 
Then might I ſing, without the leaſt offence, | 
And all I fung ſhould be the Nation's Senle ; 

Or teach the Melancholy Mule to mourn, ' 
Hang the ſad Verſe on CaroLixnaA's Urn, 80 
And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Refi, 
All parts ems and all her Children bleſt! 
S0 —-Satire is no more -I feel it die- 

No Gazetteer more innocent than I--- 

And Jet, a God's name, every Fool and Knave 35 
Be gree'd ihrongh life, and Hatter'd in his Grave, 


FY 


It is 
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For merit will by turns forſake them all 6 


I Would you know when? exactly when they fall. 90 | 


But let all Satire in all Changes ſpare 


Immortal S---k, and grave De- — re. 
Smile withdbt Art, and win without a Bribe 


Silent and ſoft, as Saints remov'd to Heaven, 
All Ties diſſolv'd, and every ſin forgiven, 
Theſe may ſome gentle minifteriat Wing 95 
Receive, and place for ever near a King! 


Een. N 

Loull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe of a Court; 

There, Where no Father's, Brother's, Friend's 
diſgrace Pb 


Place: 


All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 

No cheek is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 

Save when they loſe a Queſtion, or a Job. 
P. Good Heaven forbid, that T ſhould blaſt: 

their glory, 

Who know how like Whig Miniſters to Tory, 

And when three Sovereigns dy'd, could ſearce be 
| vext, g 

Conſidering what a gracious Prince was next. 

Have I, in ſilent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 

As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kings; 110 


And at a Peer, or Peereſe, fnall ] fret, 


Who ſtarves a Siſter or forſwears a Debt? 
Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaſt ; 

But ſhall the dignity of Vice be loſt 

Ye Gods! ſhalF Cibber's Sen, without rebuke, 115 
Swear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke? 
A Favourite's Porter with his: Maſter vie, 

Be brib'd as often, and as often lie? 


Mill? ; : 

3 pocket, like his Grace, a Will? 120 
or Bond, or Peter, (paltry things) 

To pay their Debts, or keep their Faith, like 

Kings? | | 

It Blount diipatch*d himſelf, he play'd the man; 

And fo: mayſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran! 

But ſhall a Printer, weary of his lite, e125 
Learn, from their Books, to hang himſelf and 
Wife? | 
This, this, my friend, I eannot, muſt not bear; 

Vice thus abus'd, demands a Nation's care: 


[This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin, 


And hurls the Thunger of the Laws on Gin. 139 
Let modeſt Foſter, if he will. excell 

Ten Merropolitans in preeching well; 

A impie Quaker, ara Quaker's Wiſe, 

OQutdo Landaffe in Doctrine, yea in Life : 

Let humble Allen, with an zukwird Shame, 135 
Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it Fame; 
Virtue may choole the high or tow Degree, 
*Tis juft alike to Virtue, and to me; 

Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ſtill the ſame belov'd, contented thing. 140 
Vice is undone, if ſhe forgets her Birth, 
And ſtoops from Angels to the drees of Earth: 
But *tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore ; 


Let Greatnels own her, and the 's wean no more, 


F. Why ſo? if Satire knows its Time and Place, 
| You ſtill may laſh the greateſt---in Diſgrace ; 


Onee break their reſt, or ſtir them from their - 


Shall Ward draw Contracts with a Stateſman's | 
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Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Courts con- 


fels, 
Chaſte Matrons praiſe her, and grave Biſhops 
blets; 
In golden Chains the willing World ſhe draws, 
And hers the Goſpel is, and hers the Laws; | 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 
And fees pale Virtue carted in her ſtead. 150 
Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal Car, 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a Scar, 
Dragg'd in the duſt! bis arms hang idly round, 
His Flag inverted trails along the ground! 
Our Youth, all livery'd o'er with foreign Gold,155 
Before ber dance : behind her, crawl the Old ! 
See thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 
And offer Country, Parent, Wiſe, or or Son! 
Hear her black Trumpet through the land pro- 


claim, 
That Nor ro BE CORRUPTED 1S THE 
SHAME. | 160 


In Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Power, 

*Tis Avarice all, Ambition is no more : 

See, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves! 

See, all our Fools aſpiring to be K naves! 

The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a W hore, 165 

Are what ten thouland envy ard adore: 

All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 

At crimes that *!cape, or triumph o'er the Law: 

While Truth, Worth, Wildom, daily they decry 

« Nothing is ſacred now but Villainy,” 170 
Yet may this Verle if ſuch a Verie remain) 

Skew there was one who held it in diidain, 
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DIALOGUE II. 

Fr. Ig all a Libel---Paxton (Sir) will ſay. 
P. Not yet, my. Friend! to-morrow 
faith it may; | 

And for that very cauſe J print to- day. 

How thould I fret to mangle every line, 

In reverence to the Sins of Thirty-nine! 5 

Vice with ſuch Giant-ſtrides comes on amain, 

Invention {ſtrives to be before in vain ; 

Feign what I will, and paint it e'er ſo ſtrong, 

Some xiſing Genius fins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty laſh ; 10 
Even Guthry faves balf Newgate by a Daſh. 
Spare then the Perſon, and expoſe the Vice. 

P. How, Sir! not damn the Sharper, but the 

: SHOT or mnt 

Come on. then, Satire! general, unconfin'd, . 

Spread thy broad wing, and ſouce on all the kind. 15 

Ye Stateſmen, Prieſts, of one Religion all! 

Te Tradeſmen, vile, in Army, Court, or Hall ! 

Ye reverend Atheiſts. F. Scandal! name them, 

Who? + p 


P. Why that 's me E you bid me not to do. 


ra 
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Who ftarv'd a fiſter, who foreſwore à Debt, 20 


I never nam'd; the Town 's enquiring yet. 
The poiſoning Dame--- F. You mean P. I 
„don't. -F. You do. 
P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you! 


The bribing Statelman---F.' Hold, too high you 


g0. 
P. The brib'd Elector-- F. There you ſtoop 
= 


33 too low. 
P. I fain would pleaſe you, if I knew with what; 


Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which 


not ? 


Muſt great Offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 
Like Royal Harts, be never more run down? 


Admit your Law tolpare the Knight requires, 30 
| As Beaſts of Nature may we hunt the Squires? 


Suppole I ceuſure---you know what I mean--- 
To ſave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean? 
F. A Dean, Sir? no; his Fortune is not made, 


You hurt a man that 's riſing in the Trade. 35 


P. If not the Tradeſman who ſet up to-day, 


Much leſs the Prentice who to-morrow may. 


Down, _— | Is Satire ! though a realm be 
ſpoil'd, f | ; 
Arraign no mightier Thief than wretched Wild; 
Or, it a Court or Country 's made a job, 49 
Go drench a Pick pocket, and juin the Mob. 
_ But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice!) 
be matter 's weighty, pray conſider twice 
Have you leſs pity for the needy Cheat, 


The poor and friendleſs Villain, than the G teat? 45 


Alas: the imall Diſcredit of a Bribe 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe, 
Then better ſure it Charity becomes 
To tax Directors, who thank God) have Plurns 7 
Still better, Miniſters; or, if the thing £5 
May pinch ev'n there---wky lay it on a King. 
F. Stop! ſtop! 
P. Muſt Satire, then, nor riſe nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid re blame no Rogues at all. 
F. Yes, ftrike that Wild, 111 juſtify the blow. 
P. Strike? why the man was hang'd ten years 
Ago: f 
Who now that obſolete Example fears? 
Ev'n Peter trembles only for his Ears. 
F. What, always Peter? Peter thinks you mad, 
You- make men deſperate, if they once are bad : 


Elſe might he take to Virtue tome years herice 6 


P. As S—-K, if he Nes, will love the Prince, 

F. Strange ſpleen to $---k ! | 

| P. Do I wrong the Man ? 

God knows, I praiſe-a Courtier where I can. 
When I conkes, there is who feels for Fame, 
Ard melts to Goodneſs, need I Scarborow name? 
Pleas'd let me own, in Eſher's peaceful Grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelham's Love) 
The Scene, the Maſter, opening to my view, 

I fit and dream I ſee my Craggs anew ? 

Ev'n in a Biſhop I can ſpy Detert : 70 
Secker is decent; Rundel has a Heart; 

Manners with Candour are to Benſon given; 
To Berkley, every Virtue under Heaven. 

But does the Court a worthy Man removye?, 
That inſtant, I declare, he has my Love: 74 
I ſhun his Zenith, court his mild Decline: 
Thus Semets once, and Hal: 
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Oſt, in the clear, till Mirrour of Retreat, 
I ſtudy'd Shrewſbury; the wile and great; | 
Carleton's calm Seme, and e noble 
F lame, ; 80 
Compar d, and knew their generous End the ſame 
How pleaſing Atterbar'y's ſofter hour! 
How. ſhin'd the Soul, unconquer'ed in the Tower! 
Hew can I Pulteney, Cheſterfield ſorget, 
While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit: 85 
Argyll, the State's whole Thunder born ts wieid, 
And ſhake alike the Senate and the Field : 
Or Wyndham, juſt to Freedom and the Throne, 
The Maſter of our Paffi' ns, and his own? 
Names, which I long have lov'd, nor luv'd in 


vain, | 90 
Rank d with their Friends, nor number'd with 
. their Train; 

. And if yet higher the proud Liſt ſhonld end, 

Still let me ſay! No Follower, but a Friend. 

Vet think not, Friendſhip only prompts my lays: 
I follow Virtue ; where ſhe ſhines, I praile; 95 

Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker's Beaver caſt a Glory, 

I never (to my ſorrow. I declare) t | 

Din'd with the Man of R+»ſfs, or my Lord Mayor. 

Some, in their choice of Friends (wy, look not 


grave) 85 
Have ſtill a ſecret Byaſs to a Knave : 
To find an honeſt man, I beat about; 
And love him, court him, prai'e him, in or out. 
F. Then why ſo few commended ? 
| P. Not ſq fierce ; 
Find you the Virtue, and III find the Verſe. 105 
But random Praiſe the taſk can ne'er be done: 
Each M- ther aſks it fur her booby Son, 
Each Widow aflcs it for the Beſt of Men, 
Fer him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds again. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like Satire, tothe ground: 110 
The Number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd, 
Enough for half the Greateſt of theſe days, 
To *tcape my Cenſure, not expect my Praiſe. 
Are they not rich? what more can they pretend? 
Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friznd? 115 
What Richlieu wanted, Louis ſcarce cou'd gain, 
And what young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in 
Vain, ! 
No Power the Muſe's Friendſhip can command; 
No Power, when Virtue ciaims it, can withſtand : 
To Cato, Virgil paid one honeſt line; 120 
O let my Country's Friends illumine mine! 
 ---Whatare you thinking? F. Faith the thought's 
| no fin, . 
I think your Friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 
The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 125 
F. They too may be c rrupted, you 'I allow? 
P. I only call thule K naves who are fo now. 
Is that too little? Come then, III comply 
1 0 of Arnall! aid me While 1 lie. 
_ubbam 's a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 139 
And Lyttelton a dark, defigning Knave; 
St; John has ever been a-mighty Fool 
But let me add, Sir Robert's mighty dull, 
Has never made a Friend in private life, 
And was, beſades, a Tyrant to his Wife. 137 
But pray, when others praile him, do-T þ'ame ? 
Sal Verres, Volfey, any odiovs mme? 
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Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 

O ali-accomp'iſh'd St. John! deck thy ſhrine? 
What? ſhall each ſpur-ga'Pd Hackney of the 

day, 

When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 

Or each ne- pen ſionꝰd Sycophant, pretend 

To break my windows if I treat a Friend ; 

Then wi'ely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 

But . at whom they threw the 

it: I 

Sure, if I ipare the Miniſter, no rules LY 

Of honour bind me, not to maul his Took ; 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be ſaid 

His Saws are toothleſs, and his Hatchets Lead. 

It anger'd Turenne, once upon a day, 150 
To ſce a Footman kick'd that took his pay: 

But when he heard th* Affront the Fellow gave, 
K new one a Man of Honour, one a Krave ; 
The prudent Gereral turn'd it to a jeſt, 

And beggꝰd, he'd take the painsto kick the reſt :155 
Which not at preſent having time to do- 

F. Hold, Sir! for God's ſake, where's th' Affrom 
| f to you? 

Againſt your worſhip when had S---k writ? , 
Or P---ge pour'd forth tbe Torrent of his Wit? 
Or grant the Bard whoſe diſtich all commend 169 
[In Power a Servant, out of Power a Friend] 
To W---leguilty of ſome venial fm; 

What 's that to you who ne'er was out nor in? 
The Prieſt whoſe Flattery bedropt the Crown, 

How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the Gown. 

And how did, pray, the florid Youth offend, 

| Whoſe Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend? 

P. Faith it imports not muchfrom whom it came 0 


4 


Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the lame. 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford ſupply a 
As Hog to Hog in Huts of Weſtphaly ; 
If one, through Nature's bounty ar his Lord's, 
Has what the frugal, dirty ſoil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 173 
As pure a meſs almeſt as it camein; _ 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin d, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind; 
From tail to month, they feed and they earouſe: 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Houſe. 180 
F. This filthy ſimile, this beaſtly line 

Quite turns my ſtomach 

P. So does Flattery mine: 
And all your courtly Civet- cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me farther--- Japhet, 'tis agreed, 183 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or reach 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 
But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot Write; 
And muſt no Egg in Japhet's face be throw 
Becauſe the Deed he forg'd'\was not my own: 190 
Muſt never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 
Unleſs, good man! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous Paſtor blame a failing Spouſe, 
Without a ſtaring Reaſon on his brows ? 
And each blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 295 
Becauſe the inſult 's not on Man, but God ? 

Afk you what Provocation I have had? 

The ſtrong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an Aﬀront endures, 


Th'Afromis mine, my friend, and ſmorld be o 
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Mine, as a foe profeſs'd to kale pretence, 

Who think a Coxcomb's honouf like has ſenſe; 

Mine, 23 a friend to every worthy mind; 

And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 
T. You're ſtrangely proud, 


{ 


80 impudent, Ion ray(elf no knave . 
do odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, I am proud , I muſt be proud to lee 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me: 
Saſe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 210 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by Ridicule alune. | 
O cred weapon! left for truth's deſence, 
Sole dread of folly, viee, and inivience /! 
To all but heaven-direQted hands deny'd, 
The 1 give thee, but the Gods muſt 
guide: _ e ke 
Reverent I touch thee ! but with honeſt zeal ; 
Ta ꝛouze the watchmen 6f the public: weal, 
To virtue's work provoke” the tardy ball, 
And zoad the prelate ſlumbeting in his ſtall. 
e tinſel inſects! whom a court maintains, 220 
That counts your beauties only by your ſtains, 
Spin all your cobwebs oer the eye of day ! 
The muie's wing ſhall bruſh you all away : 5 
An bis Graee preaches, all his Lordſhip fings, 
All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of 
Kings. a K. Heat | 
All, all but Fuba dead- born from the preſs, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt Addrels. 


P. So proud, I am no ſlave [ 


A Monarch's ſword, when mad vain-glory 
draws, b 

Not Waller's wreath canhide the nation's ſcar, 230 

Not Boileau turn the feather to a ſtar. | 

Not ſo, when, diadem'd with rays divine, | 

Touch'd with the flame that breaks from virtue's 
ſhrine, t | 

Her prieſteſs Muſe ſorbids the Good to die, 

And opes the temple of Eternity. | 


Than ſuch as Anfſtis caſts into the grave; 
Far other Stars than * and * * wear, 
And may deſcend to Mordington from Stair ; 
(Such as on Hough's univily'd mitte ſhine, 240 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart lize thine ) 
Let envy howl, while Heaven's whole chorus 
ſings," 0; 1 1 | 
ind bark at honour not conferr'd by king; 
Let flattery ſickening ſee the incenſe Tie, 67 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies: 245 
Truth guards the poet, landtifies the Jine, 
And makes immortal, verſe as mean as mine. 
Ves, the laſt pen for Freedom let me draw, 
When Truth ſtands trembling an the edge of 


aw; | 

Here, lait of Britons ! let your names be read; 250 

Are none; none living ? let me praiſe the Dead, | 

And for that Caufe which made your fathers 
f ; 


ſhine, . y 37 ! , 
Fall by the Votes of their degenerate line. 


F. Alas, alas! pray end what you las Fe TY 
And write next inter more EHaye gn Man. 258 


And not to every one bat comes, 


. 


„Lean as you came, far,'yuu muft go.“ 
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.. | Horace 
E P 1 S T IL R VI. 
Initated in ihe aer of D SWIFT: 
TIs true, my Lord, I gave my word, | 


I would be with you, June the third; 
Chang'd it to Auguſt, and (in ſhort) 


479 


| Have kept it---as you dy at Count, 
You humour me when Jam fick, — "8: 


Why not when Jam iplenetick? 
In town what objects could I meet? 
The ſhops ſhut up in every ſtreet, 


And funerals blackening all the doors, 


And yet more melancholy whotes: 10 
And what a duſt in every place! 
And a thin court that wants your face, 


; And tevers raging up and down, 
And WX and H*#* both in town! 


* The dog-days are no more the caſe,” 15 


is true, but winter comes apace: 


Ihen ſouthward let your bart retire, 
Hold out tome months twixt ſun and fire,” a 
And you ſhall fee, the fir ſt warm weather, 


Ne and the Butterflies together. 20 


My Lord, Nennen. Mis 


Tis with diſtinction you beſtow ; 


Juſt as a Scotſman does his pluns. 
* Pray take them, fir---Enovgh”s'a feaſt: 25 


; |< Lat (ome, and pocket up the reſt”? 
When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, | 


What, rob your boys? thole' y rogues ! 
No, fir, you II leave them — hogs”? 
Thu: fools with compliments befiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 
dcatter your favours on a fop, "© | 
Ingratitude 's the certain crop; 


8 


And 'tis but juſt, I'II tell you wherefore, 
Youu give the things you never care for. 
A wie man always is or ſhould 27x "oh 


2235 | Pe mighty ready to do good; 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 


Betwixt a guinea and a groat. | 
Now this I'll fay, you ' find in me 
A fafe companion and a free; 
But if you'd have me always near-— 
A word, pray, in your honour's ear. 


But makes a difference in his thought 


1 hope it is ur reſolutioon „ 
To give me back my conſtitution! ö , 
The ſprightly wit, the lively eye, 
Th' engaging ſmile, the gaietj ,  - 
That laugh'd down many a ſummer ſun, 
And kept you up ſo oſt till one: 
And all that voluntary vein, © -- + 5 4 
As when Belinda raid d my ſtrain. - - £6 
A weazel once made ſhift ti flinie 
In at a corn - loft ch tough 4 chink; 
But having arnply ſtuff'd his kin, 
Could not get gut as he got in; 
Which one belonging to the Houſe 
(Tas not a Man, it was a Mouſe) 
bſerving, ory'd, * Vou *ſcape not fo, 


Sir, you may ſpare your application, 


| <a ” 


Yes. VI. 1 


I'm ng ſuch beaſt, nor his-2elation;z' 
i Ar 7k 386 n * ” vv Y 2 % 


y 
4 
1 
2 
” 
: 
? 
. 
, 
7 
0 
1 * 
4 
wo : 
© 
1 
* * 
»4 
1 
1 
FL 
4 
4 
7 
1 
Cl 
* 
= 
== 
\ . 
ww 
—_. 
4 
1 
* 
* 
We 
x 
+5 1! 
230 » 
4 
mY 
'S * 
BY » 
ao þ 
1 * 
bu | 
> 4 - 
N. of 4 i 
5 i 
0 
11 
* po 
1 
Ll \ 
* 4 1 
y . 
W -- 
* 
LL 


ee 
. — N * — 


2 


> FE , 1 — 
6 
N - 25 * * 


rr 
-, ” vs, 3G 
> > 128 * 


n 
— a 1 oe 
PIs . 


K 


2 rs * * * * — - A * - 2 E - 
Rx" WIS : 4 — _—_. 5 — — a2 4 - — — 
* 8 — . - 3 by 1 Es — l Tz — « > 
2 Ke 8 \ * — Eg 2 — * ST - — — — q RN 
: if * Crab hp 1 e K 2 — _ —— — 
„ „ . ) - — 5 e e e . To EE 
2 7 * * * KT : >< Habs wh 
C ARR we +>. - l as 0" — n 2 Z - = > 
Woman $4.0 yr > 4 . I 5 . wn h - — 
. — — 9 2 „ "I . — — — 


; 418 


Nor one that temperance adyance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with ortolans : 
Extremely ready to reſigg 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South- lea Tobſeriptiors take who pleaſe, 
Leave me but liberty and eaſe. -—- 

*T was what I aid to Craggs and Child, 
Who prais'd my modeſty, and imil' d. 
Give me, I cry'd, (enough for me) 

My bread, and independency ! _ 

So bought an annual-rent or two, 

And liv d——Juſt as you ſee I do; 
Near fifty, and without a wife, 

] truſt that ſinking fund, my liſe. 

Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 
Shrink back to my paternal cell, 

A little houſe, with trees a-row, 

And, like its maſter, vety low. 

There dy'd my father, no man's debtor, 
Ard there I'll die, nor worſe nor better, 
To ſet this matter full before xe, 
Our old friend Swift will tell his ſtoryß. 
Farley, the mation's great fupport---"" 
But you may aead it, I ſtop ſhort. : 


— 


Tube later Part ef SATIRE vl. 


O Charming noons and nights divine! 00 


Or when I ſup orwhen I dine, 
My friends above, my folks below, 
Chatting and daughing all-a- iw, 

The beans and bacon ſet before em, | 
The grace-cup ſerv'd with all decorum: 
Each willing to be pleas d, and pleaſe, 


POP ES POEMS. 


Our courtier ſcarce could tcuch a bit, 

But ſhow'd his breeding and his wit ; 

He did his beſt to ſeem to eat, PE 

And cry'd, © I vow you're mighty neat. 
«« But Fort my f:iends, this ſavage ſcene ! 
* For God's fake, come, and live with men: 
& Conſider, mice, like men muſt die, 


I *© Both ſmall and great, both you and I: - 


© Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport, . 


| May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 


Away they came, through thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe neu Lincoln's- Inn: 


75 ( Twas on the night of a debate, LM a 185 


80 And tips with ſilver all the walls; 
| | Grotelcg roofs, and ſtucco floors, 


| || The Moon was up, and Men a-bed, 
- |: The napkin 's white, the carpet red: 


| When all their Lordſhips had late late.) 

' | Behold the place; Where if a poet 

Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhow it; 

Tell how the moon- beam trembling falls, 

190 
. Fr, of 

! The gueſts withdrawn had leſt the treat, 

And down the mice ſate, tète a tète. 

Our ch urtiet walks from difh to diſnj, 

J Taſtes for his friend of fowl and fiſh, 

51 Tells all their names, lays dow: the law, 

„Que ca eft bon! Ah geütez ga! OS 

* | © That jelly 's rich, this malmiey healing, 

Pray dip your. whilkers and your tail in.“ 


Palladian walls; Venetian doors, 


But let it (in a word) be ſaid, 


200 


Was ever luch a happy ſwain ? 


And even the very dogs t eale ! 140 | He ſtuffs and (wills, and ſtuflis again. 205 
Here no man prates of, idle things, « I 'm quite aſham' d- tis mighty rude 
How this or that Italian Gngs, To eat ſo much---but all 's to good. 
A neighbour's madneſs, or hi- ſpouſe's, 4 have a thouſand thanks to give-- 
Or what 's in either of the Houſes : - /; / | © My Lord alone knows how to live.” 

But ſomething much more our concern, 145 No woner ſaid but from the hall 2110 
And quite a ſeandal not to lea n J Roh chaplain, butler, dogs and all. 

- Which is thechappier, or the wiſer, IA rat, a rat) clap' too the duor“ 

A man of merit, or a miſer? u The cat comes bouneing on the floor. 
Whether we ought to chuſe our friends, 0 for the heart ot Homer's mice, | 
For their own worth, or out on ende? 150 Or Gods to fave them in a trice! 22135 
What good, or better, We may call, J (It was by Providence they think, 

And what, the very beſt of allj? J] | For your damn' d ſtueco has no chunk⸗) 
Our friend Dan Prior told (Tn, ̃ „An't pleaſe your honour, quoth the Peaſant, 
A tale extremely d propos: io 1 This fame deſſert is not ſo pleaſant: 4 
e a town- liſe, and in a trice 155 Give me again'my hollow tree, 220 


e had a ſtory of, two mice. 


* 


A Country Mouſe, right hoſpitable, 


Receiv'd a Town Meſe at his board. i 
A iy 169 % hn ST: 151 rites | 
A frugal moe, upan the whole, er 3 ; 
Yet lov'd his friend and hende foul.,. 


Juſt as a Farmet might a Lord. 


5 


Once on time (ſo runs the Fable), + 05 


* 


Knew what was bandſorne, anti would det, wr 


On juſt occalion, *©,P0U16,q23-C0! tes? wce. bs 
He drought himþzcon:;(wothing lean); 
Pudding, that might have pleas'd a; 


But wiſh!dit Stiitop fer, his ſake 111 


He ext bimſeif the rmd and par-. 
1 Yee the fi fart in S Fieme. 


t. 5 A377) 
Cheeſe, luch as men in Suffolk make, iets , 


— 


« A Cruſt of Bread, and Liberty!“ 


* * 
4 * * „ = 
+4 ihirs bx 


£435 < EY, k 35 | Ws. 4. 
» +4 12 350% K. IV. 
Op HH, TE CHAS” BIR EY : Ss : Ky 

r 

„„ cot 91 

90024 20 Oy eons NY 0 7 

G AIN?? nes tumults in my breaſt? 
[ 


„3 I Ah ſpare me, Venus! Jet me, let ms reſt! 
. to his gueſt though no way ſparing. | | PET, 
7 178 1-- Ar in tke gentle reign of my Queen Anne. | 


I am not now, alas? the man 


* 


Fa ww 


175 


| *© (This doctrine, friend, I Iearn'd at Court).“ 190 
I be verieſt hermit in the nation 


PA 


Tay 
A 


 foynig 


Ah found no more thy ſoft alarms, 

Nor circle ſober fifty with thy charms! _ 
Mother too fierce of dear defires | 

Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires, 


To number fave direct your doves, © 2 
There ſpread round Murray all your blooming 


. 
Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 
With every ſprightly, every decent part; 
Equal, the injur'd to defend, 
To charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the friend. 


— 


He with a hundred arts refin'd, 


Shall ftretch thy conqueſts over half the kind; 


To him each rival ſhall ſubmit, 
Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then ſhall thy form the marble grace, 


(Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face ; | 


His houſe, emboſom'd in the grove, 

Sacred to ſocial liſe and ſocial love, 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, 

Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene ; 
Thither the ſilver-ſounding lyres _ 
Shall _ the ſmiling loves, and young de- 

Ires ; 

There, every Grace and Muſe ſhall throng, 

Exalt the dance, or animate the fong ; 
There youths and nymphs, in confort gay, 

Wall bail the riſing, cloſe the parting day. 
With me, alas! thoſe joys are ober; 

Fox me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adieu! Fond hope of mutual fire, 

The ſtill-believing, ſtill renew'd deſire; 
Adieu! the heart-expanding bowl, 

And all the kind deceivers of the ſoul! 
But why? ah tell me, ah too dear! 

Steals down my cheek th” involuntary tear ? 
Why words fo flowing, thoughts fo free, 

Stop, or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreſs'd in faney's airy beam, 

Abſent J follow through th? extended dream; 
Now, now I eeaſe, I claſp thy charms, 

And now you burſt (ah, cruel!) from my 

arms; 

And ſwiftly ſhoot along the Mall, 

Or ſoſtly glide by the Canal, 
Now ſhown by Cynthia's filver ray, 

And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away, 
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Though daring Milton fits ſublime, 
In Sperifer nafive Muſes play ; 

Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay 


| Sages and chiefs long firce had birth 
| Ere Cæſar was, or Newton nam ; 
Then raised new Empires o'er the Eaith, 


Vain was the Chief's, the Sage's pride! 
' They had no Poet, and they died: 
In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled ! 
They had no Poet, and are dead. 


» 

| , ” * — 
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0 * 
Receiving from the 
RIGUT HON. THE LADY 
FRANCES SHIRLEY, 


A STANDISH AND TWO PENS. 


I 


VES, 1 beheld th' Athenian Queen 


Deſcend in all her ſober charms ; 
And take (ſhe faid, and fmil'd ſerene) 
« Take at this hand celeſtial arms. 


Secure the radiant weapons wield; 
This golden lance .ſhall guard deſert, 

« And if a viee dares keep the field, 
This ſteel ſhall ſtab it to the heart." | 


Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell, 
Receiv'd the weapons of the kV 
And dipp'd them in the fable well, 
The tount of fame or infamy. 


„ What well? what weapon? (Flavia ere 


« A ſtandifh, ſteel and golden pen! 


It came from Bertrand's, not the ſkies; - 


« 1 gave it you to write again, 


| — — 


PART OF THE NINTH ODE | 


or THE 
FOURTH BOOK. 
| A FRAGMENT: | | 
a e eee mg: 


Taught on the wings of truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar ſong; 


But, friend, take heed whom you attack; 
« You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 


60 L 


You'd write as ſmooth: again on glaſs, : 
« And run, on ivory, ſoglib, + -: - 
As not to ſtick at fool or aſs, 

Nor ſtop at flattery or fib. 


and all about your ears. 


.«* Athenian Queen! and ſober charms... 
I tell you, fool, there's nothing in't: 
i«« *Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms; 
In Dryden's Virgil fee the print. 


«© Come, if you'll be a quiet ſont, 5 
« That dares tell neither truth nor lies, _ 

« I' liſt you in the harmleſs rol © 
„Of thoſe that ſing of theſe poor eyes. 


=. 


And thoſe, new Heavens and Syſtems fram'd. 
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320 POPE?S 
E P IS TI E 


0 


ROBERT EARL OF OXFORD, | 


AND 
EARL MORTIMER, | 


SENT to the Earl of Oxford with Dr. Parnell's 


Pee ne, rublimed dy dur Author after the ſaid | 


Earl's Impriſonment in the Tower, and Re- 
treat into the cauntry, in the year 1721. 


GUCH were the notes thy once-loved poet ſung, 
Till death untimely ſtopp'd his tuneful 


tongue. 
Oh juſt beheld, and loſt! admir'd, and mourn'd! 
Wich ioneſt Leg eg c zdapn'd! 


Blzit in each ſcience, bl eſt in every ſtrain! 5 


Dear to the Muſe! to Hailey. dear-—in vain! 
For him, thou oft haſt bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the ſtateſtnan in the friend! 
Tor Swi't and him de pis d.tke farce of ſtate, 
The tober follies of the wi e and great; 10 
Dextroub, the ei- ving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas'd to ſcape from Flattery to Wit, 


Abſent or dead, ſtili iet a friend be dear, 


(A ſigh the abtent claims, the dead a tear) 
Recall thoſe nights that elos'd thy toilfome days, 15 
Still hear thy Farnell in his living lay, ö 
Who, carele now of intereſt, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxſbfd cer was great; 

Or, deeming meaneſt What we greateſt call, 


rn 
TO JAMES - CRAGGS, ESQ. 


 SPCRETARY OF STATE IN THE YEAR 1720. 


5. SOUL as full of worth, as void of pride, 
Mg nothing ſeeks to ſhew, or needs to 

| ' hide; 

Which nor to guflt, nor fear, its caution-owes, 


And boaſts a warmth that from no paſſion flows: 


A face untaught to eign; a judging eye, 5 

That darts ſevere upon a rifing lie, 

And ſtrikes a bluſh through frontle s flattery: 
All this chou wert; and being this before, 

Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee 

mote. 2 4ů 
ITben ſcorn to gain a friend by ſervile ways, 10 

Nor wiſh to loſe a foe theſe virtues raiſe; 

| But candid, free, ſincere, as you began, 

Procezd—a Miniſter, but ſtill a Man. 

Ee not (exalted to whate'er degree) 
Aſnam'd of any Friend, not ev'n of Me: 15 

The Patriot's plain, but untrod, path purſue; 


I not, tis I muſt be aſham'd of you. 


nn 


BFF 


\ ä 3 id | 
UT enen 
| With Mr. Drynzx's Tranſlation + 
FAS OF NT VEIN 
 Faxsnovy's' ART or PAINTING. 
THIS "i be thine, my friend, nor thou. fe- 
„„ | | 

'T his, from no venal or ungrateſul muſe. 
Whether thy hand ftrike out ſome free deſign, 


Behold: thee glorious ohily in thy fall. 20] Where life awakes, and dawns at every line; 
£ 


And ſure, it aught below the feats divine | 
Can touch immortals, tis a ſul like thing :. , 
A ſoul fupreme, in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all pain, and paſſion, and all pride, 
The rage of power, the blaſt of public breath, 25 
The luſt of lucre, and the diead of death. | 


Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd maſs, 5 
And from the canvaſs call the mimic face: 
Read theſe inſtructive leaves, in which conſpire 
Freſnoy's cloſe art, and Dryden's native fire: 
And reading wiſh, like theirs, our fate and fame, 
So mix'd our ſtudies, and (© join'd our vame ; 10 


£ 


? 


In vain to deſerts thy retreat is made; 
The Muſe attends-thee to thy ſilent ſhade: 
*Tis her's, the brave man's lateft ſteps io trace, 


LY 80 them to ſhine through long ſucceeding age, 


So uſt thy {kill, ſo regular my rage. 
Smit with the love of ſiſter- arts we came, 


» 


Re-judge bis acts, and dignify diſgrace. . 30 And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 


When intereſt calls off all ber ſneaking train, 
And all th' oblig'd deſert, and all the vain ; 
She waits, or to the ſcaffold, or the cell, 


When the laſt lingering friend has bid fare- 


well. , 0.41957; W 
Ev'n now, ſhe ſhades thy evening-walk with 35 


Ys . | | 
(No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) ; | 
Ev'n now, obtervant of the parting ray, 
Eyes the calm'fun-ſet of thy various day, 


Through fortune's cloud one truly great can 


ſee, 3 
Nor feirs to tell, that Mo R TIMEX is he. 
A i 


Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15 


And each from each contract new ſtrength and 


4 light. 

How oft in pleaſing taſks we wear the day, 

; White fummer-ſuns rolt-unperceiv'd away! 

' How oft our flowly-growing works impart, 

While images reflect from art to art 

How oft review; each finding like a friend 

Something to blame, and ſbmething to comment? 
What flattering ſcenes our wandering fancy 

wrought, 

Rome's pompous glories riſing to our thought! 

Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 23 

Fir'd with ideas of fair Italy. 0 


2882280085 
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With thee on Raphael's monument I mourn, | |} 
Or wait inſpiring drearns at Maro's urn 
With thee repoſe, where Tully once was laid, 
Or ſeek ſome ruin's formidable ſhade;, 

While fancy brings the vaniſh'd piles to view, 
Ard builds imaginary Rome anew. 

Here thy well-ſtudled arbles fix our eye; 

A fading Freſco here demands a ſigh : 


* 


Fech heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 35 
Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'd Guido'sain, 
Carracci's ſtrength, Correggio's ſofter line, 
Paulo's free ſtroke, and Titian's warmth divine. 
How finiſh'd with illuſtrious toil appears 
This mall, well-poliſh'd gem the work of years! 40 
vet ſtill how faint by precept is exptels' 
The living image in the painter's breaſt !. 
Thence endleſs ſtreams of fair Ideas flow, 
Strike in the ſketch, or in the picture glow; |, 
Thence beauty, waking all her forms, ſupplies 45 
An angel's ſweetneſs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 
Vute ! at that name thy ſac fed ſorxows ſhed, 
Thoſe tears eternal that embalm the dead ; 


Call round her tomb each object of deſire, 


Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 50 

Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens liſe, 

The tender ſiſter, daughter, friend, and wife: 

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 

Then view this marble, and be vain no more! 
Vet ſtill her charms in breathing paint en- 


age; | 4 | 
Her not We ſhall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flewer that every wr fears, 
Blooms in thy colours fox a thouſand years. 
Thus Churchill's ae Rake bes rts ſurpri 
And other beauties envy Worſley's eyes; | 
Fach pleaſing Blount ſhall endleſs ſmiles beſtow, 
And ſoft Belinda's bluſh for ever glow. 

Oh, laſting as thoſe colours may they ſhine, 
Free as thy ſtroke, yet faultleſs as thy line; 
New graces yearly like thy works diſplay, 65 
Soft without weakneſs, without glaring gay; 


ſe, 
2 


Led by ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains; 


And finiſh'd more through happineſs than pains ! 
The kindred arts ſhall in their praife conſpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. 70 
Yet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, 
And breathe an air divine on every face + 


Vet ſhould the Muſes bid my numbers voll 


Strong as their charms, and gentle as their foul : 


With Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 75 


And theſe be ſung till Granville's Myra die: 
Alas ! how little from the grave we claim ! 
Thou but preſery'ſ a Face, and I a Name. 


EPISTLE 
. * + 
MISS BLOUNT, 


WITH THE WORKS OF VOITUR YE. 


| 


42 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 8 


Who without flaitery pleas'd the fair and great; 
Nl with eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; 

ith rn and with books well- 
His heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare; 
His time, the Mute, the witty and the fair. 1 
4 hus wilely careleſs, innocently gay, 

rful he play'd the trifle, Liſe, away; | 

Tin fate ſcarce. felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt; 
As ſmiling inſants ſport thernſelves to reſt. 
Ev'n rival wits did Voiture's death depłore, — 
And the gay mouin'd who never mourn'd 


ore; + fg) | 
The trueſt hearts for Voiture heav'd with fi hs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brighteſt eyes: | 


The Smiles and Loves had died in Voitures? 
death, | 


But that for ever in bis lines they breathe. | 20 


Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and ſerious comedy; 
In every ſcene ſome moral let it teach, 


And, if it can, at once bortspieaſe and preach. 
Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 25 


And more diverting ſtill than regular, 

Have humour, wit, a native eaſe and grace, 

Though not too ſtrictly bound to time and place: 

Critics in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleaſe; 

Few write to thoſe, and none eaꝝ live to theſe. 30 

1 _ 8 ſex are by their forms con- 
n'd, a 

Severe to all, but moſt to Womankind; g 

Cuſtom, 3 blind with age, muſt be your 

guide; 
Your pleaſure is a vice, but pot your pride; 
By nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame ; 3 

Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by 

| ſhame. - - IY 

Marriage may all thoſe petty tyrants chace, 

But ſets up one, a greater in their place; 

Well might 00 wiſh for change by thoſe ac- 

curſt, N i 

But the laſt ty rant ever proves the worſt. 40 

Still in eonſtraint your ſuffering ſex remains, 

Or bound in formal or in real chains: 

Whole years neglected, for ſorne months 2dor'd, 

The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord. 

Ah, quit not the free innocence of life, 45 

For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife; 

Nor let falſe ſhews, nor empty titles pleaſe : 

Aim not at joy, but reſt content with eaſe. 

he Gods, to curſe Pamela with her prayer, 

Gave the gilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 50 

The ſhining robes, rick jewels, beds of ſtate, 

And, to complete her bli's, a Fool for mate. ; 

She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretched thing! 


Pride, pomp, and ſtate, but reach her outward 35 


part; 2 7:51! 
dhe ſighe, and is no Ducheſs at her heart. - - 
Uut, madam, if the fates withſtand, and you 


Are deſtin'd Hymen's wiiling Victim too: 


IN theſe gay thoughts the loves and Graces ſhine, : Truſt not too much yYOuT NOW re ſiſtleſs charms, : 


An all the Writer lives in every line : 
His ealy Art may happy Nature eem, 
Trifles themſelves are elegant in him. 


— 


j 


Thoſe, age or ſickneſs, ſoon or late diſarms: 6@ 
E only teaches charms to laſt, 
dtill makes new conqueſt:, and maintains the paſt ; 
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Love, rais'd on beauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its ſlender chain a day; 


1 
As flowery bands in wantonneſs are worn, 65 | 
. This binds in ties more eafy, yet more ſtrong, | 


A morning's pleaſure, and at evening torn; 


The willing heart, and only holds it long. 
Thus * Voiture's early care ſtill ſhone the ſame, 
And Monthaufer was only chang'd in name; 70 
By this, ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm, 
Their wit ſtill ſparkling, and their flames till 
warm. Wy . 
Nawerown'd with Myrtle, on th' Elyfian coaſt, 
Amid thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoſt: 
Pieas d while with ſmiles his happy lines you 75 


l View, ; 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 3 
The brighteſt eyes in France inſpir'd his Muſe ; 


The brighteſt eyes in Britain now peruſe; | 


d dead, as living, tis out author's pride 
in to charm thoſe who charm the world beſide. 80 


E 1s T LE 


T0 THE SAME. 


Ou her leaving the Town after the Coronation, | 


| 1715. | 
AS ſorne fond Virgin, whom her mother's care 


* Drags from the town to wholeſome country | 


Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 
And hear a ſpark, yet think no danger nigh ; 


From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, 5 |. 
Vet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever: 


Thus from she world fair oy + flew, 
Saw others happy; and with ſighs withdrew ; 
Not that their pleaſures caus'd ber diſcontent, 


She ſigh'd, nat that they ſtay d, bat that ſhe 10 


went. 5 


She went to plain-work, and to purling brooks, | 


Old-faſhion'd halls, dull aunts, and croaking 
rooks: | 


She went from opera, park, aſſembly, play, 


To morning-walks, and prayers three hours a- 
day; . 


To muſe; and ſpill her ſolitary tea; 
Or o'er cold eofite trifle with the ſpoon, 

Count the flow clock, and dine exact at noon ; 
Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the Squire; 25 
Up to her godly garret aſter ſeven, IJ 
There ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to 
Heaven. | 

Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack; 
Whoſe game is whiſt, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſack: 


* Mademaiſelle Paulet, 


= 


POEMS. 


| Who viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 2 4. 
Then gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries,--no words, 


Or with os e comes halloving from the 
able, Fg ; | ; 
Makes love with nods, and, knees beneath a table; 
Whoſe laughs are hearty, though his jeſts are 
r pu 

And loves you beſt of all things--but his horſe, 36 
In ſome fair evening, on your elbow laid, 
You dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade ; 

In penfive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 

See coronations riſe on every green ; 

Before you paſs th* imaginary Gghts | 35 
Of Lords, and Earls. and Dukes, and garter'd 

E nights, . 


_ | While the ſpread fan oerſhades your cloſing eyes; 


| Then give one flirt, and all the viſion flies. 


Thus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 40 

So when your ſlave, at ſome dear idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with head-aches, or the 3 of 


rhyme | 

Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 
And while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of you. 
be when his fancy points your ſprightly eyes, 45 
Or ſees the bluſh of ſoft Parthenia riſe, 

Gay pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite, 
Streets, Chairs, and coxcombs, ruſh uponmy ſight; 


| Verx'dto be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, 


Look four, and hum a tine, as you may now. 59 


THE 
BASSET-TABLE, 


1 
A 


o 


CAR DELIA. sMILINPDA. 
$990 CARDELIA. LY 
PHE baſſet-table ſpread, the Tallier come; 


| sMILIN DA. 
Ab, madam, ſince my Sharper. is untrue, 
\ 1 joyleſs make my once ador'd Alpheu. 5. 
1 law him ſtand behind Ombrelia's chair, 
And whiſper with that ſoft, deluding air, 
And thoſe feign'd ſighs which cheat the liſten- 
wg fair, 548 + 363. gt 
, CARDELIA. N 
Is this the cauſe of your romantic trains? | 
A mighbtier grief my heavy heart ſuſtains. 10 
As you by love, ſo I by fortune croſs d; 
One, one bad deal, three Septletas have loft; 


Ly 


ELL 


Why ſtays Srnilinda in the dreſſing- rom? 
Js ä ] Riſe, penſive nymph; the Tallier waits for you. 1 
To part her time twirt reading and Bohea, 15 9. 
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S$MILINDA. * 
Is that the grief, which you compare with 
mine? | 
With eaſe, the ſmiles of fortune I reſign - 


She, at whoſe name I ſhed theſe ſpiteful tears, 
She, owes to me the very charms ſhe wears, 
An aukward thing, when firſt the came to town ; 
Her ſhape unfaſhion'd and her face unknown : 60 


Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone, 15 She was my friend: I rauphr her firſt to ſpread 


Were lovely Sharper mine, ang mine alone. 


CARDE L I A» 

A lover loſt, is but a common care; , 
And prudent Nymphsagatnit that change prepare: 
The knave of clubs thrice loſt; Oh! who could 

gu | ; 
This fatal ſtroke, this unforeſeen diſtreſs! 20 


SMILINDA." 
See Betty Lover | very à propos, 


She all the cares of Love and Play does know "I 


Dear Betty ſhall th' important point decide ; 
Betty, who oft (he pain of each has try'd : 
Impartial, ſhe ſhall ſay ho ſuflers muſt, 25 
By cards? ill-uſage or by lovers loſt. 
TOVET. 

Tell, tell your grieb ;, attentive will ] tay, 

Though time is precicus, and I want ſome tea. 
„ CARDELIA> | 

Behold this equipage, by Mathers wrought, . 
With fiity guiaexs (a great.pen'woarth), bought. 30 
See, on the toothpick, Mars and Cupid ſtrive; 
And both the ſtruggling figures ſeem alive. 
Upon the bottom ſhines the Queen's bright face; 
A wyrtle fuliage round the thimble-caſe ; i 


love, Jove himſelf does on the ſeiſſurs ſhine; 35 


The metal, and the workmanſhip, divine ! 
SMTCTYNDI 


: 


This nuFJ-box,---once the pledge of Sharper's | 


love, * 
When rival beauties for the preſent ſtrove; 
Ar Corticelli's he the Raffle won ; 
Ihen firſt his paſſion was in public ſhown : 40 
Hiz3rdia bluſh'd, and turn'd' her bead afide, 
A rival's epvy (all in vain) to hide. 
This muff- box, on the hinge ſee brilliants ſhine! 
This ſnuff-box will I ſtake ; the prize is mine. 


 CAB:DELIA-. 


Upon her fallow cheeks enlivening red: 
I introduc'd her to the park and plays y © _ 
And by my inteteſt, Cozens made her ſtays. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 65 
She dares to ſteal my Favourite Lover's heart ! 
CARDELIA. © 
Wretch that I was ! how often have I (wore, . 
When Winnall tally'd, I would punt no more! 
I know the bite, yet to my ruin run; 
And fee the folly; which I cannot-:ſhyn. - 70 
54. Aas aA T 11590 
145 SMILIN DA. 21 
How many maids have Sharper's vows. de- 
ceiv'd! | nn 
How many curs'd the moment they beſievꝰ di 
Let his knownfalſehoads could no warning prove: 
Ah! what is warning to a maid in love? 


CARDELI A. 


nut of what marble muſt that breaft be form"d, 75; 


To gaze on Baſſet, and remain ung arm'd?ꝰ 
When kings, queens, knaves, are ſet in deceng 
nk . p 


TART. 3 i l A ware bY 
Expos'd in glorious heaps the tempting bank, 
Guineas, half- bree the ſhining train; 

The winner's plealure, and the löſef's pam: 35 
In bright confuſion open Ronleaus lie, 

They ſtrike the ſoul, and glitter in the ere. 
Fir'd by the ſight, all reaſon I diſdzin; 

My paſſions riſe, and will nor bear the rein. 
Look upon Baflet, yon who reaſon boaſt; 85 
And ſee if reaſon muſt not there be lot. 73 


þ 
þ 


What more than marble mult that heart corn- 


ole, TY 
Can * en coldly to my Sharper's vowa ? 
Then, when he trembles! when his bluſhes riſe } 
When awful love ſeems melting in his eyes: 96 
With eager beats bis Mechlin cravat moves : + 
He loves,---I whiſper to myſeif, he loves! 

Such unfeign'd paſhon in his looks appears, 

I loſe my memory of my former fears; 


 { My panting heart confeſſes all his charrns, gf 


Alas! far lefſer lofles than I bear, 45 


Have made a ſoldier ſich a lover (wear: 

And oh! what makes the diſappointment hard, 
"Twas my own Lord that drew the fatal card. 
In complaiſance, I took*the queen he gave; 
Though my own ſeeret wiſh was for the knave. 50 
The knave won Sonica, which I had choſe ; 

And the next pull, my Septleya I loſe. 


SMILINDA. 

But ah! what aggravates the killing ſmart, 
The cruel thought, that ſtabs me to the heart; 
This curs'd Ombrelia, this undoing fair, 55 
By v hoſe vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 


* 


I yield at once, and fink into his arms. 
Think of that moment, yeu who Prudence 9934 , 
For tuch a moment, Prudence well were lot. 


4, 


| 'CARDELIA, | 
At the Groom-Porter's, batter'd bullies play, 

Some Duke: at Marybone bowl time away. © 
But who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 195 
To Baflet's heavenly joys, and pleaſing cares? 

7 SMILINDA. _ 

Soft Simplicetta doatzupan a Beau; 

Prudina likes a Man, and lbs at ſhow. 
Their ſeveral graces in my Sharper meet; 107 


| Strong ag the tagtman, as the raſter ſeet. 
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ANSWER to the following Queſtion of 


424 POPE'S 


v8 LOVET. 3 
Ceaſe your contention, which has been too 


grow impatient, and the tea's too ſtrong, 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide: 
The <quipage {hall grace, Smilinda's fide; 110 
The ſnufi-box to Cardelia I decree; _ 
Now leave complainiag, and begin your tea. 


o 


VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU., 


© UN JOUR, DIP UN avravK; 6. 1 
ONCE (ſays an Author, where I need not ſay) 

Two Travellers found an Oyſter in their way; 
Both fierce, both hungry; the diſpute grew 


ftrong, 
While ſcale in hand Dame Juſtice paſs'd along. 
Beſore her each with clamour'pleads the laws, 
Explain'd the/matter, and would win the cauſe. 
Dame juſtice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, ſwaſlows it, before their ſight. 
The cauie of ſttife remov'd ſo rarely well, 
There take (ſays juſtice) take you each a Shell. 
e thrive at Weſtminſter on fools like you ; 
Tas a tat Oyſter---live in Peace---Adieu, 
. 


. 6 Ss 24 1 : 0 7 3 
4 a —— — — ¶— 
BY R F 5 


Mas. How. 


HAT i: PRUpER TY? 5 
WIA Tis a a Beldam 
Seen with Wit and Beauty ſeldom. 

Tis a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows. 
Tis (no, tis n't) like Miss Meadows. 
Tis a virgin hard of feature, 

Old; and void of all good- nature; 
Lean and fretful ; would ſeem wiſe; 
Yet plays the fool before ſhe dies. 
Tis an ugly, envious ſhrew, 


That rails at dear Lepell and You. 


Occafioned by ſome Verſes of his Grace 

the Duke of BUCKINGHAM. | 
Mus, tis enough: at length thy labour ends, 
* And thou ſhalt live, for Buckingham com- 


* 


mends. bY; 
Let crowds of critics now my verſe aſſail, 
Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail: 
This more than pays whole years of thankleſs 


* 


. ain, / L 
Time Leith, and fortune, are not loſt in vain, 
Sheffield approves, couſenting Phoebus bends, 
And I — 4 malice from this hour are frieads. 


POEMS, 
| A PROLOGUE: 


B MR. POPE. 


; To's Play for Mr, Dz 1218's Benefit, in 1733, 


when he was old, blind, and in great diltreis, 
a little before his death. ö 


As when that Hero, who In each campaign 

A Had een the Goth, and many 1 Vandat 
lain, „ 53. 

Lay fortune- ſtruck, a ſpectacle of woe 

Wept by each friend, forgiv'n by every foe; 

Was there a generous, a reflecting mind, 5 


| But pitied Beli ariaus old and blind? 


Was there a Chief but melted at the fight? 

A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite? 
Such, ſuch emotions ſHould in Britons rife, _ 
When preſꝰd by want and weakneſs Dennis lies; 10 
Dennis, who long had warr'd with modern Huns, 
Their quibbles routed, and defy'd their puns ; 

A deiperate'butwark,, ſturdy, firm, and fierce, _ 
Againſt the Gothic ſons of frozen verſe : 

How chang'd from him who made the boxes 
„ . l 
And ſhook the ſtage with thunders all his own! 
Stood up to daſh each vain Pretender's hope, 


Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the Pope! 


If there's a Briton then, true bred and born, 


Who holds dragoons and wooden ſnoes in ſcora ;26 
lk there's a Critic of diſtinguiſh'd rage; 


If there's a Senior, who contemns this age; 
Let him to-night his juſt aſſiſtance lend, | 
Aud be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's Friead, 


PROLOGUE 
TO SIPHONISBA. 


BY POPE AND MALLET.* 


WIEN learning, after the long Gothic night, 
Fair, o'er the Weſtern world, reuew'd its 


| light, 


With arts ariſing, Sophoniſba roſe : | 
The Tragic Muſe, returning, wept her woes. 


With herth' Italian ſcene farit learn'd to glow ; 5 


And the firſt tears for her were taught to flow. 
Her charts the/Gallic, Muſes next 2 a — 
Corneitle himſelf ſaw, wonder'd, and was fir'd. 
What foreign theatres with pride have ſhow», 
Britain, by juſter title, makes her own. 10 
When Freedom is the cauſe, tis hers to fight; 


And hers, when Freedom is the theme, to Wilte. 


I have been told by Savage, that of ihe Free 
erte to Sopheniſha the fft part Was eeritzen by 
Forte, che could ret be perſuaded *2 fanth it; 
and that the concluding lines <cere Seri{ien * 
Mallet. Dr. Jon x50%» 


 Whate*er he draws to pleaſe, muſt all be thine. 30 


POPE*'s 


Vor this a Britiſh Author. bids again 
The heroine riſe, to grace the Britiſh ſcene. 
Here, as in life, ſhe breathes her genuine flame: 15 
Sue aſks, what boſom has not felt the ſame ? 
Aſs of the Britiſh Youth—ls Rlence there? 
She dares to afk it of the Britith Fair, i 

To- night, our home-ſpun author would be true, 
At once, to nature, hiſtory, and you. 20 
Well-pleas'd to give our neighbours due applauſe, 
He owns their learning, but diſclains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 
"Tis to his Britiſh heart he truſts for fame. | 
If France excel him in one free-barn thought, 25 
The man, as weil as poet, is in fault. 

Nature! informer of the Poet's art, 
Whoſe force alone can raiſe or melt the heart, 
Thou art his guide; each paſſion, every line, 


Be thou his judge: in every candid breait, 
Thy filent whiſper is the ſacred teſt. 


MAG ER: 
A CHARACTER. 


WHEN imple Macer, now of high renowny 
Tirſt ſought a Poet's Fortune in the Town, 

"Twas all th' Ambition his high ſul could feel, 

To wear red ſtockings, and to dine with Steel. 

Some Ends of verſe his Betters might atlora 5 

And gave the harmleſs fellow a good word. 

Set up with theſe, he ventur'd on the Town, 

And with a borrow'd Play out-did poor Crown. 

There he ſtopp'd ſhort, nor fince has writ a tittle, 

But has the Wit to make the moſt of little : 10 

Like ſtunted hide- bound Trees, that juſt have got 

Suſficient ſap at once to bear and rot. 

Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets commends, 


Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. |: 
So ſome coarſe Country Wench, almoſt decay'd, | 


Trudges to tow", and firſt turns Chambermaid ; 15 
Awkward and ſupple, each devoir to pay, 
She flatters her good Lady twice a day 


Thought wondrous honeſt, though of mean degree, 


And ſtrangely Iik'd for her Simplicity: 

In a tranſlated Suit, then tries the Town, 

With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own t 
But juſt endur'd the Winter ſhe began, | 


POEMS. 


Man is a very Worm by birth, 


Vile, reptile, weak, and vain! 
A while he crawls upon the earth, 
Then ſhrinks te earth again, 


That Woman is a Worm, we find 
E'er fince our Grandame's evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
That ancient Worm, the Devil. 


| The learn'd themſelves we Book- worms name, 


The Blockhead is a Slow-wotrr 3 
The Nymph whoſe tail is all oo flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow- worm: 
The Fops are painted Butterflies, 
That flutter for a day; 
Firſt from a Worm they take their riſe, 
And in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer a1 Earwig grows; 
Thus Worms ſuit all conditions; 

Miſers are Mucle- worm, Silk- warm3 Eeaus, 
And Death-watches Phyſicians. 


That Stateſmen have the Worm is ſeen 
By all their winding play; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore ! thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, 

If thou couldſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies 


O learned Friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who ſett't our entrails free; 


Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vaing 


Since Worms ſhall eat ev'n thee. 


Our Fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more 

Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were beſore. : 


— ——— 
SONG by a Perſon of Quality- 


Written in the Year 1723. 


I. 


And in four Months a batter'd Harridan, 
Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale, and ſhrunk, 25 
To bawd for others, and go ſhares with Punk. 


To Mr. JOHN MOORE, 


AvTHror of the celebrated Mane ee 


HO W much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by thews and forms! 


Whate'er we think, Whate'er we ſez, 


All Humankind are Worms. 
Vor. VI. 


LUTTERING ſpread thy purple Pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o' my Heart; 
I a Slave in thy Dominions; 
Nature muſt give way to Art, 
| | II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming. 
| Nightly nodding o'er your Flocke, 
See my weary Diys conſuming, 
All beneath yon flowery Racks. 
55 | III. 
Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling Youtn 
Him the Boar, in Silence creeping 
Gor'd with unrcleating Tooch. 


2H 
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IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious Numberz; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the Lyrez - 
Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
v. 


«Gloomy Plute, King of Terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 
Lead me to the Cryſtal Mirrors. 
Watering ſoft El * 


Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's Brows, 
Morpheus hovering o'er my Pillow, 
- Hear me pay my dying vows, 
| VII 


Melancholy ſmooth Mænder, 
Swiftly purling in à Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander | 
ith thy flowery Caplets crown'd, 
III. 


Thus When Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her filent Mate, 
See the Bird of Juno ſtooping z 


Melody reſigns to Fate. 

"Ox a czxTarn LADY Ar Count. 
Know the thing that's moſt uncommon z 
(Envy be ſilent, and attend 1) | 


know a reaſonable Woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a Friend. 


Not warp'd by Paſſion; aw'd by Rumour z 75 


Not grave through Pride, nor gay through Folly; | | 


An equal Mixture of Good-humour, 
And ſenſible ſoft Melancholy. 
Has ſhe no faults then, (Envy ſays) Sir? 
Fes, ſhe has one, I muſt aver: 
When all the World conſpires to praiſe her, 
'The Woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


On his GroTTo+at Twickenham. 
* COMPOSED. or 
MazBLz, Span, Grms, Ox Es and MixnER ALS. 


Tod who ſhalt ſtop, where. Thames tranſlu- 
cent ware : 

Shines a broad Mirrour through the ſhadowy Caye; 

"Where lingering drops from mineral Roofs diftil, 

And pointed Cryflals break the ſparkling Rill, , 

Unpoliſh'd Gems no Ray on Pride beſtow, © 5 

And latent Metals innacently glow ; 


Approach. Great NATURE ſtudiouſly beholg! | 
And ſcora a raſcal and a coach. 


Andeye the Mine without a wiſh for Gold, - 


& 


| 


POPE's POEMS. 


Approach: but awful! Lo! th* gerian Grott, 
Where, nobly penfive, St. John ſat and thought; 10 
| Where Britiſh bghs from dying F/yrdham ſtole, 
3 And the bright flame was ſhot thro' Marchmont”s ſoul, 
I Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſacred Floor, 
Who dare to love cheir Country, and be poor. 


[To Mrs. M. B. on her Birth day 


H, be thon bleſt with all that Heaven can ſend, 
a Friend! 


| Not with hole Toys the female world cimire, 


Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 


But like a Sieve let every bleſſing through, 
Some joy ſtill toft, as each vain year runs ober, 
And all we gain, ſome ſad Reflection more; 


IIs that a Birth day? 'tis alas! too clear, 
Tis but the Funeral of the former year, 10 


Let Joy or Eaſ2,- let Affluence or Content, 


And the gay Conſcience of a life well ſpent, 


Calm every thought, infpirit every grace, 


low in thy heart, and ſmile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year. 18 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 


Till Death unfelt that tende r frame deſtroy, 


In ſome ſoft dream, or Ecttaſy of joy, 


Peacgful ſleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And Wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 


On his BIX TRH-DAr, 1742. 
- 


| RESIGN'Dto live,” prepar'd to die, 


With not one. fin, but poetry, 
This day Tom's fair Account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 


A table, with a cloth of bays ; 

And Ireland, mother of ſweet f:ngers, 
Preſents her harp Rill to his fingers. 

The feaſt, his towering genius marks 

In yonder wild- gooſe and the lar!!! 
The mufazeoms ſhew his wit was fudden ! 
And for his judgment, lo a pudden! _ 

| Roaſt beef, though old, proclaims him ſtout, 
And:grage; although a bard, devout. : 
May Tom, whom Heaven ſent down to raiſe 13 
The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be every birtizeday more a winner, 

Digeſt his thirty=thouſandtd dinner; 

"Walk to his grave without reproach, 


, 2 
> 


Long:Health, long-Youth, long Pleaſure, and 


With added years, if Life bring nothing ner, «6 - 


To Mr. THOMAS - SOUTHERN 


Kind Bow Tx, before his poet, lays 5 
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; | 3 2 Than wit, and fame, and hicky hours, i in ; 
0 To LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE: | 4 ſock of health, and golden ſhowernz, 20 i 
| And graceful fluency of 3 | F 
l. ; , - | Precepts before unknown to teac 1 
e ee Amiadſt thy various ebbs of fear, . | 
1 ee e ee And gleaming hope, and black deſpair; 3 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd ; ly nd this teaches : 25 1 
But men of diſcernin et let thy friend this truth impart 3 1 
S 4 "OE A truth I tell with bleeding hearts 1 
To vield to a lady was hard 983 In juſtice for your labours paſt) - { 21g 
Y * 11 8 - | That every day ſhall —— laſt 3 +. (RI 
3 - - | That every hour you lifenenew 1 
9 _— Ils to your injur'd country due. a N. 
b Ren SI, | In ſpigtit of fears, of merey ſpight 135 
So 5 ifs web 1 ä My genus ſtill muſt rail and write. 1 
The Pible to = 9 Haſte to thy COT _ | 1 8 | 
, 1 | And mingle with the grumbling. great: G6 e 
at . 8 an thelr nude. | | There half devour'd by ſpleen, you'll find 34 2 
. * - | The rhyming. bubbler of mankind ; 30M 
e q Rage at firft, There (objects of out mutual hate) KAY 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt) We'll ridicule both church and tate. Wh} | 
* In knowledge that taſted delight, FA C4 
And ſages agree | | | Wok, 
The laws ſhauld decree ? —— — — K , i HS 
To the firſt of poſſeſſors the right. 18 bY j i 
y Then bravely, für dame; |. EPIGRAM on MS. TOFTS. 4*Y 
Reſume the old claim, | a , | k 
Which to your whole ſex does belong 3 A HANDSOME. WOMAN, WITH A-FINE- Voile, | Bt. 
And let men receive, vor VERY COVETOUS AND PROUD. v1 
| From a ſecond bright Eve, | | | . | 511 
= The knowledge of right, and of wrong. 80 bright is thy beauty, ſo charming thy ſongs - FN 
: 0 | As had drawn both the beaſts and their Orpheus 
But if the firſt Eve along; ; 
Hard doom did receive, I But ſuch is thy avarice, and ſuch is thy pride, 
When only apple had ſhe, = | That the beaſts muſt: Have ſtarv'd, and the poet 
What a puniſhment new _— have died. - © | 
Shall be found out for you, REES © > | 
Who taſting, have.robb'd the whole tree? s 
— 21 90 — — 3 
vg 


E PI GRA M 


On one who made LoNG ErIT ATR. 


The Fourth EyisTLE of the Firſt] 
Book of HORACE's Epiſtles. | . 


A MODERN IMuITATIOR. : PFREIND, for your Epitaphs I'm griev'ds. 

| _ '® * Whereftill ſo much is ſaid; 

SAY, St. John, who alone perufe ; One half will never be beliey'd, 
With candid eye; the mimie Muſe, The other never read. 

What ſchemes of- politics, or laws, | : 
In Gallic lands the pattiat draws t 
k then a greater work. in hand, 5 ; 
Than all the tomes of Haines's band? | : 8 
Or ſhoots he folly as it flies? To SIR- GODFREY: KNELLER, 
5 Or catches manners as they riſe? 

r urg'd by unquench'd native heat, | 3 | 
Does St. 1 ſports repeat? enn Wange ee 1 8 
e (emulous of Chartres fame) 2 f 

vn Chartres' ſelf is ſcarce a name. 81 | BEES. - 

To you (th' all-eavy'd gift of Heaven) - * W HAT God, what Genius did the pencil 
Th' indulgent gods, unaſk'd, have given 2 move | ; | 
A form complete in every part, | When Kreller painted theſe? _ 
And, to enjoy that gift, the art. | Twas Friendfhip—warm as: Phebus, Kind 2. 


What could a tender mother's care = Love, 
Wih better, to her favourite heir, 


And Grong as Hercules. 
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A FAREWELL ro LONDON 


IN THE YEAR 1715. 


Dran, damn'd diſtracting town, farewell! 


T ay fools no wore 1'l! teaze: 
This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 
Ye harlots, ſleep at eaſe! 


Soft B and rough C., adieu! 
Earl of Warwick make your moan, 

hne lively Hk and you 
May knock up whores alone. 


To drink aad droll be Rowe allow'd 
Till the third watchman toll; 
Let Jervais gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three-pence and his ſaul. 


Farewell Arbuthnot”s raillery 
On every learned ſot ;: 
And Garth, the beſt good chriſtian he, 
Aithcugh he knows it not, 


Lintot, farewell! thy bard muſt go; 

Farewell, unhappy Tonſon ! 

Heaven gives thee, for thy loſs of Rowe, 
Lean Philips, and fat Johnſon. 


Why ſhould I Gay ? Roth parties rage; 
My vixen miſtreſs ſqualls ; 

The wits in envious feuds engage 3 
And Homer (damn him!) calls. 


The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Hallifax's urn; 

And not one Muſe of all he fed, 
Has yet the grace to mourn. 


My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 
Petray, and are betray'd : 

Poor Y——r's ſola for fifty pound, 
And B II is a jade, 


Why m-ke I friendſhivs with the great, 
When I ro favour ſeck ? 

Oc fellow girls ſeven hours in eight. 
I need but once a week. 


Still idle, with a buſy air, 


Deep whimſies to contrive; 


The gayeſt valetudinaire, 


Mom thinking rake alive. 


Solicitous for others ends, 
Though fond of dear repoſe; 
Careleſs or drowſy with my friends, 
An fiolick with my toes. 


Luxurious lobſter-nights, farewell, 
For ſ ber ſtudious days 

And Eurlington's delicious meal, 
For ſallads, tarts, and peaſe ! 


Adieu to all but Gay alone, 
Whoſe ſoul, fin cere and free, 
Loves all wank ind, but flatterg none, 
And iv may Karvs with me. 


ADITALOGUE. 


Por x. GINCE my old friend is grown ſo great 


As to be miniſter of ſt ate, 
I'm told (but *tis not true I hope) 
That Craggs will be aſham'd of Pope. 


Cxaccs Alas! if 1 am ſuch a creature, 


To grow the worſe for growing greater; 
Why f-ith, in ſpite of all my brags, 
*Tis Pope muſt be aſham'd of Craggs. 


„ 


Engraved on the Collar of a Dog, which I gave to 


his Royal Highneſs, 


AM' his Highnefs* dog at Kew; 
I Pray tell me, Sir, whoſe dog are you? 


—> | 7 
X. 


Occaſioned by an Invitation to Court. 


IN the lines that you ſent, are the Muſes and 


Graces 
faces. 
— 085 .— 


ON > OLD GATE 
| FRECTED IN CHISWICK GARDENS. 


O Gate, how cam'ſt thou here? ; 
Gate. I was brought from Chelſea laſt year, 
Batter'd with wind and weather. 

Inigo Jones put me together. 
Sir Hans Sloane 
Let me alone: | 
Burlingtoa brought me hither, 


1742. 
A FRAGMENT. 


WHAT are the falling rills, the pendant ſhades, 
The morning Lowers, the evening colonnades, 

But ſoft receſſes for th* uneaſy mind N 

To ſigh unheard in, to the paſſing wind! 

So the ſtruck deer, in ſome ſequeſter'd part, 

Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart); 

There hid in ſhades, and waſting day by day, 


j 


| 


Inly he biecds, and pants his foul away. 


You've the Nine in your wit, and the Three in your | 


That h 
Bege 


But in 
Sucl 
Stretch 
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VERSES left by Mr. Pope, on his lying in the | Bleſt Courtier ! who could King and Country pleaſe, 


ſame Bed which WIL Mor the celebrated Earl of 
RocheR-r ſizpt in, at Adderbury, then belongiog 
to the Duke of Argyle, July gth, 1739, 


WITH no poetic ardour fir'd 
I preſs the bed where Wilmot lay 

That here he lov'd or here expit'd, 

Begets no numbers grave, or gay. 
But in thy roof, Argyle, are bred 

Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 
Stretch'd out in honour's nobler bed, 

Beneath a nobler root the ſky. 


Such flames as high in patriots buin, 
Yet ſtoop to bleſs a child cr wife; 

And iuch as wicked kings may mourn, ' 
When freedom is more dear than life. 


— . — 
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VERS RS TO MR. c. 


ST. JAMES'S PLACE, 


LONDON, OCTOBER 22. 


FEW words are beſt ; I wiſh you well 
Bethel, I'm told, will ſoon be heres 
Some mori:ing walks along the Mall, 
And evening friends, will end the year. 


If, in this interval, between 
The falling leaf and coming froſt, 
You pleaſe to ſee, on Twit'nam green, 
Your friend, your poet, and your hoſt; 


For three whole days you here may reſt, 
From office, buſineſs, news, and ftrife ; 

And (what moſt folks would think a jeſt) 
Want nothing elſe, except your wife. 


— 000|<&Þ|o- coo— 


EPITAPHS. 


\ 
„His ſaltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
„ Munere !“ Viss. 


| I. | 
On CHARLES Earl of DORSET, 
In the Church of Withyam in Suſſex. 


DeRsET, the Grace of Courts, the Muſes' Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd. . 

The ſcourge of Pride, thoug i ſanctified or great, 

Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State: 

Yet fot his Nature, though ſevere his Ley, 

His 2nger moral, and his Wiſdom gay. | 

Vlett datiriſt! who touch'd the Meal ſo true, 

As how'd, Vice had his hate and pity too. 


4 


Yet ſacred keep his Friendſhips, and his eaſe. 
Bleſt Prer ! his great Forefathers every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his Race; 

Where other Buckuvks rs, other DoxsE Ts ſhine, 
And Patrons ſtill, or Poets, deck the Line. 


II. 
On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 


One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 


WILLIAM III. who, having refigned his place, 
Died in his Retirement at Eaſthamſted in Berk- 
ſhire, 1716. 


Pleaſing Form; a firm, yet cautious Mind; 
Sincere, though prudent; conſtant, yet re- 
ſign'd: 
Honour unchang'd, a Principle profeſt, 
Fix'd to one fide, but moderate to the reſt : 
An honeſt Courtier, yet a Patriot too; 
yy to his Prince, and to his Country true: 
i11'd with the Senſe of Age, the Fire of Youth, 
A Scorn of Wrangling, yet a Zeal for Truth; 
A generous Faith, from Superſtition free: 
A love to Peace, and hate of Tyranny 3 
Such this Man was : who now from Earth remov'd, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he lov'd. 


| ; 
« III. 


On the Hon. SIMON HARCOURT. 


Only Son of the Lord Chancellor, HarcourT, at 
the Church of-Stanton-HarcoukT in Oxturd- 
ſhire, 1720. 


T2 this ſad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art! draw near, 

Here lies the Friend moſt lov'd, the Son mot 

dear; 
Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendſhip might divide, 
Or gave his Father Grief but when he dy'd. 
How vainis Reaſon, Eloquence how weak ! 

If Pope muſt tell what HarcourT cannot ſpeax. 
Oh let thy once-lov'd Friend inſcribe thy Stone, 
And, with a Father's ſorrows, mix his own! 


IV. 


On JAMES CRAGGS, EA. 
In Weſtminſter- Abbey. 


JACOBUS CRAGGS 


REGI MAGNAZA uU ITAN NIX A SECRETIS 
ET CONSIL'1S SANCTIORIBUS, 
PRINCIPIS PARITER AC PUPULI AMOR EP 
DELICIA- 

VISIT TITULIS ET 1!VIDIA MAJ2R 
AXNCS, HEU PAUCOS, xxxv. 

CB. FEB. xvi. MDCCXX. 


* 
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8 yet Friend to Truth! of Soul ſincere, 
In Action faithful, and in Honour clear! 

Who broke no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private End, 
Who gain'd no Title, and who loſt no Friend, 
Ennobled by Himſelf, by all approv'd, 

Prais'd, wept, and honour'd, by the Muſe 15 1 


V. Fl 
: Intended for Mr. ROWE. 
| In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


THY. reliques, Rew x, to this fair Urn we truſt, 
And ſacred, place by Dryden's awful duft : 
Beneath a tude and nameleſs ſtone he ies, 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide inquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt ! 
Bieſt in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleſt! 
One grateful woman to thy fame ſupplies 
What a whole. thankleſs land to his denies. 


VI. 


On Mrs. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breaſt. 


HERE reſts a Woman, good without pretence, 
Bleſt with plain Reaſon, and with ſober Senſe: 

No Conqueſts ſhe, but o'er herſelf, deſir' d, 

No Arts eſſay d, but not to be admir'd. 


Paſſion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 


Convinc'd that Virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, fo compos'du mind; 

So firm, yet ſoft ; ſo ſtrong, yet ſorefin'd; 
Heaven, as its pureſt gold, by Tortures try'd ; 
The Saint ſuſtain d it, but the Woman dy'd: 


VII. 


El On the Monument of the Honourable RonzzTDiG- 
.BY, and of his Siſter Max v, erected by their 
Father the Lon DIe EY, in the Church of 
Sherborne, i in Dorſetſhire, 1727. 


G0 fair Example of untainted youth, 

Of modeſt wiſdom, and pacific truth; 
Compoſed in ſufferings, and in joy ſedate, 
Good without noiſe, without preteaſion great. 

uſt of thy word, in every thought ſincere, 


Whoknew no wiſh but what the world might hear : |” 


Of ſofteſt manners, unaffected mind, 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind: 
So live! for Heaven's eternal year is thine, 
© Go, and exaltthy Moral to Divine. 
And thou, blett Maid! attendant on his Fang 
Penſive baſt follow'd to the Glent tomb, 


POP E'; 


Oh born to Arms! f 


Steer'd the ſame courſe to the ſame quiet ſhotez 


Not parted long, and now to part no more] 
Go then, where only bliſs fincere is known! 
Go, nere to love and to enjoy are one | 

Yet take theſe Tears, Mortality's relief, 
And 'till we ſhare your joys, forgive our grief: 
Theſe little rites, a Stone, a Verſe receive: 


]*Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give! 


VIII. 
On Sir GODFREY KNELLER, 
Ia Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1723. 
7 NELLER, by Heaven, and not a Maſter taught; 


Thought; 
Now for two ages having ſnatch'd from Fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or what e'er was great, 


- | Lies crown'd with Princes honours, Poets lays, 
Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of praiſe. 


Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 


I Her works; and, dying, fears herſelf may die. 


83 , 


IX. 


on GENERALHENRT WITHERS, 


In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1729. 


HERE, WrTHERsS, reſt | thou braveſt, gentleſt 
mind, 

Thy Country's friend, but more of human kind. 

O Worth in Vouth _— J 

O ſoft Humanity, in Age belov'd 1 

For thee, the hardy Veteran drops a tear, 


85 And the gay Courtier feels the ſigh ſincere. 


WIr ERS, adieu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial ſpirit, or thy Soeial love! 
Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and Rage, 

Still leave ſome ancient Virtues to our age: 


Nor let us ſay (thoſe Engliſh glories gone) 


The laſt true Briton lies beneath this ſtone. 
X. | 
On Mr. ELIJAH FENTON, 
At Eaſthamſted, in Berks, 1730. 


"HIS modeſt Stone, what few vain marbles cans 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeſt Man: 
A Poet, bleſt beyond the Port's fate, 
Whom Heaven kept ſacred from the Proud and - 
Great: 
Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe; 


Content with Science in the Vale of Peace, 


Whoſe Art was Nature, and whofe Pictures | 


Calmly 
Saw not 
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Thank” 


Is mix? 
But tha 
Strikir 


El 
"4 
$7 litt 
'Tis 


Inte) 


[His © 
medi; 


ES 
* 


Vet al 
Till 7 


Calmly he loek'd on either Life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 

From Nature's temperate feaft roſe ſatisfy'd, 
Thank'd Heaven that he had liv'd, and that he dy'd. 


XI. 


On Mr. GA, 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1732. 


Or Manners gentle, of Affections mild; 

In Wit, 4 Man; Simplicity, a Child: 
With native Humour tempering virtuous Rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and laſh the age: 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great: 
A ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, 
Uublam'd through Life,” lamented in the End. 
Theſe are thy Honours ! not that here thy Buſt 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy duſt ;. 
But that the Worthy and the Good thalf ſay, 
Striking their penfive boſoms.— Here lies Gay. 


Another. 


FELL then! poor Gay lies under ground, 
So there's an end of honeſt Jack: 
So little juſtice here he found, 
'Tis ten to one he Il ne er come back. 


XII. 8 


Intended for Sir ISAAC NEW TON, 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 
Quem Immortalem | 
Teſtantur Tempus, Natura, Celum : 
5 Mortalem | 
Hoc marmor fatetur. 
Nature and Nature's Laws lay hid in Night: 


Cod ſaid, Let Newton be! and all was Light. 


———— — 


XIII. 


On Dr. FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 
Biſhop of Rocheſter, | 
Who died in Exile-at Paris, 1732. 
[His only Daughter having expired in his arms, im- 
mediately after ſhe arrived in France to fee him.] ; 
DIALOGUE. 
sx 


YES, we have liv* done pang, and then we part 
May Heaven, dear Father! now have all thy 
Heart. | 
Yet ah! how once we lov'd, remember ill, 
Til! you are duſt like me. | 


| 


POP E*s POEMS. ar 


NE 
Dear ſhade ! 1 will: 
Then mix this duſt with thine O ſpotleſ Ghoſt! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country loſt ! 


Ils there on Earth, one care, one wiſh befide ? 


YesSAVE MY COUNTRY, HEAVEN, 
— Hie ſaid, and dy'd. 


XIV. 


On EDMOND Dake of BUCKINGHAM, 


| Who died in the Nineteenth Year of his Age, 1735- 


If modeſt Youth, with cool Reflection crown'd, 
And every opening Virtue blooming round, 

Could ſave a Parent's juſteſt Pride from fate, 

Or add one Patriot to a finking State; 

This weeping marble had not aſk*d thy Tear, 

Or ſadly told, how many hopes lie here! 

The living Virtue now had ſhone approv'd, 

The Senate heard him, and his Country lov'd. 

Yet ſofter Honours, and leſs noiſy Fame 

Attend the thade of Gentle BuokinNGHAM: | 

In whom a Race, for Courage fam'd and Art, 

| Ends in the milder Merit of the Heart 

And, Chiets or Sages long to Britain given, 

Pays the laſt Tribute of a Saint to Heaven. 


aA 


XV, 


For one who would not be buried in 
| Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


HEROES and Krxes your diſtance keep; 
In peace let one poor Poet ſleep, 

Who never flatter d Folks like you: 

Let Horace dluſh, and Virgil too. 


Another, on the ſame. 


| UNDER this Marble, or under this Sill, 


Or under this Turf, or e'en what they will; 
Whitever an Heir, or a Friend in his Read, 
Or any good creature ſhall lay o'er my head, 
Lies one who ne'er car'd, and ſtill cares not a pin 
What they faid, or may ſay, of the Mortal within: 
But who, living and dying, ſerene ſtill and free, 
Truſts in Gor, that as well as he was, he ſha!! be. 


| AC ů — 


XVI. 


Lord CONINGSBY's EPITA PII. 


HERE lies Lord Coningſby—be civil ; 


The reſt God knows ſo does the Devil. 


* This Epitaph, originally written on Picus Mi- 
randula, is applied to F. Chartres, and printed among 
the works of Swift, See Ilawkeſworth edition, 
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/ 


On BUTLER's MONUMENT. 
Perhaps by Mr. P O PE. 


R FSPECT to Dryden, Sheffield juſtly pay'd, 
And noble Villiers honour'd Cœwley's ſhade 4 

Put whence this Barber ?—that a name fo mean 

Should, join'd with Butler's, on a tomb be ſeen; 

This pyramid would better far proclaim, 

To future ages humbler Settle's name: 

Poet and patron then had been well pair'd, 

Tae city printer, and the city batd, 


́ 


Ds. JONATHAN SWIFT. 


BOOK Txz FIRST, 


ARGUMENT, 


TLZ Projefition, tle Invocation, and the Inſcrip- 
tion. Then the Original of the great Empire of 
Dulneſs, and cauſe of tac cmtinuance thereef. 
Ihe College of the Geddcſs in the City, with her 
private Academy for Pocts in particular; the Ga- 
wcrnors of it, and the four Caraira! Virtues. Then 
the Poem faſtes into the midſt of things, preſenting 
her, on the ewening of a Lord Mayor's day, re- 
wolving the ling ſucceſſion of her Sons, and the 
glories paſt and to come. She fixes her eyes, on 
Pays ts be the Inſtrument of that great Event 
wu/ick is the ſubject of the Poem. He is deſcribed 
penfivie among his Pooks, giving up the Cauſe, 
end af prehending the Period of her Empire : 
After debating whether to betake himſelf to the 
Church, or to Gaming, or to Party-woritivg, he 
raijes an Altar of proper books, and ( makirg fi ft 
ais ſolemn prayer and declaratien ) purfojes thereon 
to ſacrifice all his unſucceſsful writings. As the 
pile is kindled, the Goddeſs beholding the flame 
From her ſeat, flies ard puts it out by caſting upon 
:t the feen of Thule. She forthawith reveals her. 
telf to lim, tranſterts him to her, unfolds her Arts, 
and initiates lim into her Myſteries 3 then announcing 
de death of Eiſden the Peet Laureat, anoints 
lim, carries Am to ctcurt, and proclai ms iim Suc-- 
reffor. 


POEMS. 5 


r 


THE mighty Moaher, and her Son, who biings 
The Smithſield Muſes to the ear of Kings, 

1 ſing. Say you, her Inſtruments the Great! 

Call'd to this work by Dul2eſs, Jove, and Fate; 

You by whoſe care, in vant decry'd and curſt, 3 

Still Dunce the ſecona r*i1gns like Dunce the fit; 

Say, how the Gaddeſs bade Britannia ſicep, 

And pour'd her Spi. it o'er the land and deep. 


REMARKS. | 

The Dux crap, fic MS. It may well be diſputed 
whether this be a right reading : . Qught it not rather 
to be ſpelled Dunceiad, as the Etymology evidently 
demands? Dunce with an e, therefore Dunceiad with 
an e. That accurate and punctual Man of Letters, 
the Reſtorer of Shakſpeare, conſtantly obſerves 
the preſervation of this very Letter e, in ſpelling 
the Name of his beloved Author, and not like his 
common careleſs Editors, with the omiſſion of one, 


nay ſometimes of two «e's. (as Shakeſpear) which - 


is utterly unpardonable. Nor is the neglect of a 
„Single Letter ſo trivial as to ſome it may appear; 
the alteration whereof in a learned language is 
© an atchievement that brings honour to the 


„ Critic who advances it; and Dr. Bentley will be 


remembered to poſterity for his performances of 
„ this fort, as long as the world {hall have any eſ- 
© teem for the remains of Menander and Phi- 
cc lemon,” © | 
TnuxoßAf d. 
This is ſurely a ſlip in the learned author of the fore- 
going note; there having been ſince produced by an 
accurate Antiquary, and Autegraph of Shakeſpeare 
Limſelf, whereby it appears that he ſpelled his own 
name. without the firſt e. And upon this authority 
it was, that thoſe moſt Critical Curators of his 
Monument in Weſtminſter Abbey eraſed the former 
wrong reading, and reftored the new ſpelling on a 
new piece of old Egyptian Granite. Nor for this 
only do they deſerve our thanks, but for exhibiting on 
the ſame Monument the firſt Specimen of an Ei- 


tion of an author in Marble; where (as may be 


feen on comparing the Lomb with the Book) in the 


ſpace of five ' lines, wo Words and a whole Verſe ' 


are changed, and it is co be hoped will there ſtand, 
and outlait whatever hath been hitherto done in 
Paper; as for the future, our learned Siſter Univer- 
ſity (the other Eye of England) is taking care to 
perpetuate a Total new Shakeſpeare at the Claren- 
don preſs, 
| * BENTI. 
It is to be noted, that this great Critie alſo has 
omitted one circumſtance; which. is, that the In- 
ſeription with the Name of Shakeſpeare was in- 
tended to be placed on the Marble Scroll to which 
he points with his hand; inftead of which it is now 
placed behind his back, and that Specimen of an 
Edicion is put on the Scroll, which indeed Shakeſ- 
peate hath great reaſon to point at. Axe. 
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POF EI 


In eldeſt time, ere mortals-writ or read, | 
Pre Pallas iſſu'd from the Thunder's head, 10 
Dulneſ- o'er all poſſeis'd her ancient right, 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 
Fate in their dotage this fair Idiot gave, 
Groſs as her ſire, "and as her mather graves 
Liborious, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, RS 
She rul'd, tn native anarchy, "the mind, 

Still her old Empire to reſtore ſh: tries, 
For born a Goddeſs, Dulneſs never dies. 


IF 


Remanks. 
Though I bave as juſt a value for the letter E, 


as any Grammarian liv! ng, and the ſame affection 


for the Name of this Poem as any Cricic for that of- 
his Author; yet cannot it induce me to agree wich 
thoſe who would add yet another e to it, and call it | 


the Dunceiade; which being a French and foreign | 


termination, is no way proper to a word entively 
Engliſh, and vernacular. One e therefore in this 
caſe is right, and, two ee's wrong, Yet upon.the 
whole I ſhall follow the Manuſcript, and print it 
without any e at all; moved thereto by Authority 
(at all times, with Critics, equal, if not ſuperior to 
Reaſon.) In which me tfiod of proceeding, J can 
never enough praiſe my good friend, the ex act Mr. 
Thomas Hearne 3 who, if any word occur, which 
to him and all mankind is evidently wrong, yet 
keeps he it in the Text with due reverence, aud only 
In Ike manner 

e ſhall not amend this error in the Title itſelf, but 
only note it obiter, to evince to the learned that it 

25 hot our fault, nor any effect of our ignozance 
or inattention. SCRIBL. 

This Poem was written in the Year 1726. In 
the next year an imperfect Edition was publiſhed at 
Dublin, and reprinted at London in twelves; another 
at Dublin, and another at London in octavo: and 
three others in twelves the ſame year. But there 
was no perfect Edition before that of London in 
quarto; which was attended with Notes. We are 
willing te acquaint Poſterity, that this Poem was 
preſented to King George the Second and his Queen 
by the hands of Sir Robert Walpole, on the 12th 
of March, 1728-9. Scrol. VET 

I: was expreſsly confeſſed in the Preface to the 
firit Edition, that this Poem. was not publiſhed by 
the Author himſelf. It was printed originally in a 
foreign Country, And what foreign Country ? 
Why, one notorious for blungers ; where finding 
blanks only inftead of proper name, theſe blun- 
derers filled them up at their pleaſure. 

The very Hero of the Poem hath been mi taken 
to this hour; ſo that we are obliged to open our 
Notes with a diſcovery who he really was. We 
learn from the former Editor, that ths piece was 
preſented: by the hands of Sir Robert Walpole to 
King George II. Now the author directly tells us, 
his Hero is the Man 


ec ho brings 
6c The Swichlicle Muſes to the ear of Kings.“ 


And it is notorious who was the perſon on whom 
bis Prince conferted the honenr of che Laurel, 
Vat. . f 


j 
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Oh Thou ! whatever title pleaſe thine ear, 


Dean, Drapier, BickerRaff, or Gulliver! 


Whether thou chule Ceryantes? ſerioas air, 
Or laugh and ſhake in Rabelais' eaſy chair, 
Or praile the court, or magnify mankind, go 
Or thy giiev'd country's copper chains unbiad 3 + ,. 


From thy Betia though, her Power retires, 23 
Mourn not, my . SWIFT, at aught our Realm ace 
quires. 


Here vleas'd be hold her mighty wings n, 


1 0 hatch a new Saturn an age of Lead, 


| "Rao | 
It appears as plainly; from the WY eb to the 
Great in che third ve 'fey that T bbald 6011d not be 
the perſon, who way ncver an Author in faſhion 
or car<fled | by the Great; where 3 this fingle cha- 
racteriſtie i ſufficient t poi t cut the true Hero: 
who, above all o her Poets of his time, was the 


2] Peculiar Veli, ht and Choſen Companion of the No- 


bility of England ; and wrote, as he himſelr tells 


us, certain of his works at the carne 5 deſire of Per- 
fons of Qu uility. 


Laſtly, . ſixth verſe affords ful proof; this 
Port being the only one who was univerſally k nown 


to have had a Son fo exactly like him, in his poetical, 


theatrical, political, and moral Capacities, that it 

could juſtly be ſaid of him, 

Still Dunce the ſecond reigns Gs Dunce the 
farid,”? BEN TI. 

Ver. 1. The mighty Mother and her Son, &c, ] 

The Reader ought here to be cdutioged, that che 

Mocher, and not the Son, is the principal Agent of 


Colleague (as was anciently the cuſtom in Rome 
before , ſome great expedition,) the main action of 
the Poem being by no means the Coronation of the 
Laureate, which is performed in the very firſt book, 
but the Reftoration of the Empire of Dulneſs 
in Bfitain, which is nor en until the lat. 
Ver. 2. The Smithfield Muſes.] Smithfield is 
the place where Bartholomew Fair was kept, whoſe 
thows, machines, and dramatical entercainmentss 
formerly agreezble'only to the taſte of the Fubble, 
were by the Hero of this poem, and others of 
equal genius, biought to the Theatres of Covent- 
garden, Lincolu's-inn fields, and the H:y-market, 
to be the reigning pleaſures of the Court and Town. 


See Book iii. 

Ver. 4. By Dulneſs, Jove, and Fate :] i. e. by 
their Judgments, their Intereſts, and their Ineli- 
nations. 

Ver. 15. Laborious, heavy, buſy, bold, &c:] 
I wonder the learned Scriblerus has omitted to ade 
vertiſe the Reader, at the opening of this'Poem, 
that Dulneſs here is not to be taken contractedly for 
mere Stapidity, but in the enlarged Senfe of the 
word, for all Slowneſs of Apprehenfion, Shortneſs 
of Sight, or imperfect Senſe of things. It includes 
(as we fee by the Poet's en words) Labour, Induſ- 
try, and ſome degrees of Activity and Boldaels ; 
2 ruling principle not inert, hut turning topfy- 
turry the Underſtanding, and inducing an Anarch 
or confuſed Stats of Mind, This reluarx "ED co 


52 


this Poem; the latter of them is only choſen as her 


This happened in the teigns of K. George J. ang 1 
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15 POP Es 


_ Cloſe to thoſe walls where Folly holds her throne, 
And laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 
Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd fither's hand, 
Great Eibber's brazen, brainleſs brothers ſtand ; 

One Cell there is, conceal'd from vulgar eye, 
The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. 


Keen, hollow winds how! thro? the bleak receſs, 35 


Emblem of Muſic eaus'd by Emptineſs. 

Hence Bards, like Proteus long in wan ty'd down, 
Eſcape in Monfters, and 'amaze the town. 

Hence Miſcellanies ſpring, the weekly boaſt 


Of Curll's chafte preſs, and Lintot's rubric poſt : 40 


Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines, 
Hence Journals, Medleys, Mercuries, Magazines: 
Sepulchral Lies, our holy walls to grace, 

And New. year Odes, and all the Grub- ſtreet race. 


REMAREs. a 
de carried along with the reader throughout the 
work; and without this caution he will be apt to 
" miſtake the importance of many of the Characters, 
as well as of the Deſign of the Poet. Hence it is, 
that ſome have complained he chooſes too mean a 
ſubject, and imagined he employs himſelf like Do- 
mitian, in killing flies; whereas thoſe who have 
the true key will find he ſports with nobler 
quarry, and etnbraces a larger compaſs; or (as one 
faith, on a like occaſion,) 


4 Will ſee his Work, like Jacob's ladder riſe, 
& Its foot in dirt, its head amid the flies. 
y SI __ BenTL, 
Ver. 17. Still her old Empire to reftore.] This 
reſtoration makes the Completion of the Poem. 
Vide Book iv. : ; | 
Ver. 22.—Laugh and ſhake in Rabelais“ eaſy 
chair,] The imagery is exquiſite 3 and the equi- 
voque in the laſt words, gives a pecuhar -legance 
to the whole expreſſien. The eaſy chair -ſuits his 
age: Rabelais“ eaſy chair marks his character; 
and he filled and poſſeſſed it as the right heir and 
ſucceſſor of that original genius, 


Ver, 23. Or praiſe the Court, or magnify Man- 


kind, ] Ironice, alluding to Gulliver's repreſen- 


tations of both. The next line relates to the pa- | 


pers of the Drapier againſt the currency of Wood's 


Copper coin in Ireland, which, upon the great diſ- 


content of the people, his Majeſty was graciouſly 
Pleaſed to recal. | 
Ver. 26. Mourn not, my Swift! at aught our 


Realm acquires. ] Ironice iterum. The Politics of 


England and Ireland were at this time by ſome 
thought to be oppoſite, or interfering with each other. 
Dr. Swift of courſe was in the intereſt of the latter, 
eur Author of the former. | 


Ver. 31. By his fam'd ſather's hand,] Mr. Caius- 


Gabriel Cibber, father of the Poet - laureate. The 
two Statues of the Lunaties over the gates of Bed- 
lam-hoſpital were done by him, and (as the fon 
juſtly ſays of them) are no ill monuments of his 
fame as an Artiſt. | 

Ver. 34. Poverty and Poetry.) I cannot here 
omit a remark that will greatly endear our Author to 
exery one, who ſhall attentively ohſerve hat Hu- 
manity and Candour, which every where appears in 


POEM S. 


In clouded Majeſty here Dulneſs ſhone, 45 
Four guardian Virtues, round, ſupport her throne: 
Fierce champion Fottitude, that knows no fears 
Of hiſſes, blows, or want, or loſs of ears: 

Calm Temperance, whole bleſſings thoſe partake 
Who hunger, and whothirſt, for ſcribbling iake': 50 
| Prudence, whoſe glaſs prefents th' approaching jail: 
Poetic Juſtice, with her lifted ſcale, | 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold ſhe weighs 
And ſolid pudding againſt empty praiſe. | 

Here ſhe beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 
Where nameleſs Somethings in their cauſes ſleep, , 
Till genial Jacob, or a wartn Third day, 

Ca'l forth each maſs, a Poem, or a Play : 


How Hints, like ſpawn, ſcarce quick in embryolie, 


How new-born Nonſenſe firſt is taught to cry, 60 


RrMARKS. 
of all mankind, the bad Poets. He here imputes 
baſe Batteries, wretched elegies, ſongs, and verſes 
(even from thoſe ſung at Court, to -ballads in the 
ftreets,) not ſo much to malice or ſervility as to Dul- 
neſs * and not ſo much to Dulneſs as to Neceſſity. 
And thus, at the very commencement of his Satire, 
makes an Apology for all. that are to be fatirized. 

Ver. 40. Curll's chafte preſs, and Lintot's ru- 


]bric poſt :] Two Bookſellers, of whom ſee Book ii. 


The former was fined by the Court of King's 
Bench for publiſhing obſggne Books; the latter 


| uſually adorned-his ſhop with titles in red letters, 


Ver. 41. Hence hymning Tyburn's elegizc lines,] 
It is an ancient Engliſh cuſtom for the Malefacters 
to ſing a Pſalm at their execution at Tyburn; and 
no leſs cuſtomary to print Elegie: on their deaths, 
at the ſame time, or before. | 

Ver. 43. Sepulchral lies, ] is a juſt ſatire on the 
Flatteries and Fal ſehoods admitted to be inferibed on 
the walls of Churches, in Epitaphs; which oc- 
caſioned the following Epigram : 


«© Friend! in your Epitaphs, I'm griev'd, 
« So very much is ſaid; | 

& One half will never be believ'd, 
6 The other never read.” 


Ver. 44. New-year Odes ] Made by the Port 
Laureat'for the time being, to be ſung at Court on 
every New-year's day, the words of which are hap- 
pily drowned in the voices and inſtruments. The 
New-year Odes of the Hero of this work were of 
a caſt diſtinguiſhed from all that preceded him, 
and made a conſpicuous part of his character as 2 
writer, which doubtleſs induced our Author to men- 
tion them here ſo particularly. 

Ver. 45. Inclouded Majeſty here Dulnefs ſhone. ] 

See this Cloud removed, or rolled back, or gathered 
up to her head, Book iv. ver. 17, 18. It is worth 
while to compare this deſcription of the Majefty of 
Dulneſs in a ſtate of peace and tranquillity, with 
that more buſy ſcene where ſhe mounts the throne 
in triumph, and is not ſo much ſupported by her 
own Virtues, as by the princely conſciouſneſs of 
having dettroyed all other. 

Ver. 57. genial Jacob] Tonſon. The famous 


him towards thoſe unhappy objects of the ridicule race of Book(cllers of chat name, 


all ſcandaſous rhymes, ſcurrilous weekly papers, 
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Here one pqor word an hundred clenches makes, 


POP Es POEMS. 


And learn to crawl upon poetic fest. 


And ductile Dulneſs new meanders takes; | 
There motly Images her fancy ſtrike, 65 
figures ili-pair'd, and Similies unlike. 

She ſees a Mob of Metaphors advance, 

Pleai'd with the madneſs of the maay. dance; 

How Tragedy, and Comedy embrace; 


How Time himſelf ftands Rill at her command, 

Realms ſhift their place, and Ocean turns to land: 

Hire gay deſcription Ægypt glads with thowers, . 

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flowers; 

Clittering with ice here hoary hills are ſeen, 75 

There painted vallies of eternal green, 

In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 

And heavy harveſts nod beneath the now. 
All theſe, and more, the cloud- compelling Queen 

Beholds through fogs, that magnify. the ſcene. 80 

due, tinſel'd o' e ãmrobes f varying hues, 

With ſelf-applauſe her wild creation views; 

dees momentary monſters riſe and fall, 

And with her own fools- colours gilds them all. 
Twas on the day, when ** rich and grave, 85 

Like Cimen-triumph'd both on land and wave: 

(Pomps without guilt, of bloodleſs ſwords and maces, 

Glad chains, warm furs, broad - batzners, and broad 

faces) 1 . 

Now Night deſcending, the proud ſcene was o er, 

But liv'd, in Settle's numbers, one day more. 90 

New Mayors and Shrieves all huſh'd and ſatiate lay, 

Vet eat, in dreams, the cuſtard of the day 

While penfive Poets painful vigils keep, 

Sleepleſs themſelves, to. give their readers ſleep. 

Much to the mindful Queen the feaſt recalis 95 

What City Swans once ſung within the walls; 

Much the revolves their arts, their ancient praiſe, 

And ſure ſucecflion down from Hey wood's days. 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 85, 86. T was on the day, when“ *: * 
neh and graye—=Like Gimon triumph'd] Viz. a 
Lord Mayor's Day; his name the author had left in 
blanks, but moſt certainly could never be that which 
the Editor foiſted in formerly, and which no way 
dees with the chronology. of che poem. | 
BzNTL. 

The proceſſion of a Lord Mayor is made partly 
by land, and partly by wate —Cimon, the famous. 
Athenian General, obtained a victory by ſea, and 
ngher by land, on the ſame day, over the Perſians 
ad Barbarians. 1 

Ver. 90. But liv'd, in Setthe's numbers, one day 
more.] A. beautiful manner of ſpeaking, uſual with 
Poets in praiſe of poetry. - 

ibid But liv'd, in Settle's numbers, one day 


Tore.) Settle was poet to the City of Londcn. | 


Bis office was to compoſe yearly panegyrics upon 
the Lord Mayors, and verſes to be ſpoken in the 
Pzeants : But that part of the ſhows being at length 


kugally aboliſhed, the employment of City poet | 


"ated ;, ſo that upon Settle's deiniſe, there was no 
lucceſſor to that place | 
Ver. 98. John Heywond, whoſe Interludes were 


She ſaw, with joy, the line immortal run, 


And all the mighty Mad in Dennis rage. 
How Farce and Epic. get a jumbled race; 70 : 


8 


1 


Each ſire impreſt and glaring in his ſon: | 
So watchful Bruin foras, with plaſtic care, 
Each growing lump, and brings it to a Bear. 


| She ſaw old Pryn in teſtleſs Daniel ſhine, 


And Euſden eke out b lackmore's endleſs line; 
She ſaw ſlow Philips creep. like Tate's poor page, 10g. 


REMARES. 

Ver. 103. Old Pryn in reſtleſs Daniel.] The firſt- 
edition had it, | 

' She 1aw-in Norton all his f. ther ſhine: 


| a great Miſtake for Daniel de 1 os had parts, but 


Norton de Foe was a wretched writer, and never 

2ttempted Poetry. Much more juſtly is Daniel 
himſelf made ſucceſſor to W. Pryn, both of whom, 
wrote Verſcy as well as Policicsz as appears by the 

Poem de jure Divino, &c. of De Foe, and by 

ſome lines in Cowley's Miſcellanies on the other. 
And boeh theſe authors. had a reſemblance in their 
fates as well as. their, writings, having been alike - 
ſentenced to the Pillory. | 

Ver. 104. And Euſden eke out, &c.] Laurence 
Euſden, Poet Laureate. Mr. Jacob gives a cata- 


| logue of ſome few only. of his works, which were 


very numerous, Mr. Cook, in his Battle of Poets, 
ſaith of him, by 


£ 44. Euſden, a laurelbd Bard, by fortune nie d, : 
2 « By very few was read, by fewer prais d. 


Mr..Oldmixon, in his Arts of Lie and Rhetoric, 


p. 413, 414. affirms, That all: the Galimatia's 


+6 he ever met with, none comes up to ſome verſes + 
« of this poet, which have as-much of the Ridi- - 


“ culum and the Fuſtian in them as can well be. 
“ jumbled together, and are of that ſort ef non- 


ſenſe, which ſo perfectly confounds all ideas, 
that there is no diſtinct one left in the mind. 
Farther. he ſays of him, That he propheſied his 
„% own poetry ſhall be ſweeter than Catullus, Ovid, 
ee and Tibullus; but we have little hope of the ac- 
«« compliſhment of it, from what he hath lately 
„ publiſhed.“ Upon which Mr. Oldmixon has not 
ſpaied x reflexion, That the putting the laurel on 
„the head of one who writ ſuch verſes, will give 
{© futurity a very lively idea of the judgment and 
„ juſtice of thoſe who beſtowed it.” Ibid. p. 407. 
But the well known learning ef that noble Perſon, | 
Who was then Lord Chamberlain, might hare 
ſcreened. him from this. unmannerly reflexion. Nor 
ought Mr. Oldmixon to complain, ſo long aſter, 
that the laurel would have better become his own 
| brows, or any other's: It were 1aore decent to ac - 
quieſce in the opinion of the Duke of Buckingham 
upon this matter. 4225 


4 la ruſh'd Euſden, and cry'd, Who-ſhall- have 
it, 63 N 5 

% But I, the true Laureate, to whom the King - 
gave it ? TRIS 

„ Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted bis claim, 

c But yow'd that till then he ne'er heard of his 

| name. 


printed in the time of Henry VIII. 


RES Seſſion of Portis 


- 


Th merry Old Fneland it once was a rule, 


* 

1 
In each the werks her Image full expreoſt, 
But chief in Biys's monſter- breeding breaſt; 
Bays, form'd by natufe Stage nd Fown to bleſs, 
And act, and be, a Coxcomb with luccefs. + no 
. 1 5 REMARES. 5 2 
The ſame plea might alſo, ſerve for his Suceeſſor, 


Mr. Cibber ; and is fufther ſtrengthened in the fol- 


ewing Epigram made on that occa ion: 


The King had his Poet, and alſo his Fool; 
But now weite T6 frugal; I'd have yo know it, 


' That Clibber' ean ſerve both for Fosl and for Poet. 


Of Plackmore, .ſce Book ii. Of. Philips, Book: i: 
ver: 262,” and Book iii prope fin. 

Naum Tate was Poet Laureat, a cold writer; of 
no - invention ; but ſometimes tranſlated tolerably 
when beftiended By Mr. Dryden. In his ſecond par: 
of 'Abfalom and Achitophel are above two hunared 


*atmirable Hines togettier of that great hand, whicl: 


- 


ſtrongly ſhine through the Tofipidity of the reit. 


tho? here mentioned. 


Something parallel may be obſerved of eral” 
Ver. 106. And all the mighty Mad in Dennis 


rage] Mr. Theobald, in the Cenſor, vol- ii. N. 33. 


calls Mr. Dennis by the name of Furius. „ The 
* modern Furius is to be looked upon more as an 
<c ahject ꝙ pity, th n of that e be daily pro- 
4c vokes, laughter andi onttmpt. Did we really 
«© know how much this poor man** ¶ 1 wiſh that re- 
flection on poverty might" Be ſpared]: *5 ſuffers by 
4 being contradicted, or, Which is the ſame thing 
«© in eſtect, by Hearing another praiſed; we ſhould,” 
44 in compaſſion,” ſametites attend to him with a 
44 ſilent nod, and let him gohwẽ³ð Ü t) with the triumphs 
<< of his iH mature ter Fürius (again) When any 
«< of his cofcampotkties are pen wel hof, quit- 
dle ting the glound eff the preſent diſpute, Reps bel 
<6 a thouſand yea 40 call in che fue out of tie 
<< anticats. His very panegyric is ſpiteful, and he 
<c. uſes it for the ſame reafon as ſome Ladies do 
their commendatibns of à dead beauty; who would 
4e never have had their good word, but that a living 
c one happened to be mentioned in their company. 
«© js applauſe is not the tribute of his Heart,” bur 
4 the ſacrifice of his Revenge, c.“ indeed His 
pieces againſt our poet ars formewliat of an angt; 
character, and as tliey ate now ſcarce extent, a tate 


of his ſty le may be ThtisfaRtory d the cure. 546A 


4% young, qasb, ſnort gendeman, Whoſe outward / 
76 form, though it ſhould be that of downright”! 
% monkey, would not differ ſh much from human 
«c--thape as his unthinking Immaterial part does 
<< Hhο m human underſtanding. -&He is as ſtupid and 
* ag venomou; as a bhunch-Dck'd toad. A book 
„e through which Folly and Ignorance, thoſe 
de brethren: ſo lame gd 4#zo2tent, do ridicutontty 
«5 look big and very dull, and ſtrut and bubble, 
*© cheek by jowk, wich their arm on kimbo, being 
e led and ſupported, and bully-back*d 4by that 
4% blind Hectör, Impudence. Reflect, on the 
Efay on Criticiſm,” p. 26: 29, 0. 

It would be unjuit not to add his reaſons for this 


4 


p. O PE POE MS. 


Pulneſs with tranſ port eyes dhe lively Dunceg 


<> Remerabering ſhe'heiſelf was Pertneſs once. 


Now (ihame to Fortune !) an ill Run at Play 
Plank d bis bold viſage, and a thin Third day: 


RMA Es. 


*© gard him (ſaith he) as an Enemy, not ſo much ta 


* 
* 


* fole felicity of my fe. A vagary of Fortune, 
ho is fometimes plæaſed to be frol ckſome, and 


1 epidemic Madneſs of the times, have given 
him Keputation, and Reputation (as Hobbes ſays) 


„is lower, and that has mide him danyerous. 


„Therefore I look on it as my; duty to King 


George, wiloſe faithful ſubje t 1 am; to my 
1 Country, of which I have appeared a conſtant 
++ Lover; to the Laws, under whole protection L 
„ have ſo long lived; and to the Liberty of my 
Country; more dear to me than life, of which 
F: I have How for forty years been a conſtant aſ- 
f: ſertor, &. I look upon it as my duty, I fay, 
t to do- you ſhi ſee What ro pull the lion's ſkin 
„ from this little Als, which pepular error has 
© thrown round him; and to ſhew that this Au- 
de thor,” Who has been lately ſo much in vogue, 
{© has neither ſenſe in his thoughts, nor Englith in 
„hs expreſfions.” *Denx1s, Rem. on Hom, 
Pref. p. 2. 91, &c. „„ 

; Beſides thefe public. ſpirited reaſons, Mr, D had 
a private die; which, by his manner of expreſ- 
fing it in p. 92, appears to have been equally ſtrong. 
He was even in bodily fear of his life from the ma- 
chinatiens of the ſaid Mr. P. The ſtory (ſays he) 
6 is too long tu. be told, but who would be ac- 
% quaiat.d wich it, may hear it from Mr. Cur!}, 
% my Bookſeller, —However, whit my reaſon has 
& ſuggeſted to me, that 1 have with a juſt 
& confidence (id in defiance of his td clandeftiae 
( weapons, his Slander and his Poiſon.” Which 
laſt words of his book "plainly diſcover Mr. D.'s 
ſuſpicion was that f being poifoned, in like man- 
ner as Mr. Curll bad been before him: of which 
EG ſee A fulſ and true account of the horrid and 
bdarbarous revenge; by poiſon, on the body of Ed- 
mund Curl, printed 1716 the year antecedent to 
that. wherein «theſe * Remarks of Mr. Dennis were 
dubliſheds. But what puts it beyond all queſtion, 
is a paſſage in a very warm freatiſe, in which Mr. 
D. was alſo concerned, price two pence, called 
A true Character of Mi. Pope and his Writings, 
| printed for S. Popping,” 1716; in the tenth page 
whereof he is ſaid “ to have inſulted people on 
<< -thute calamities and difcal:s which he Nimielf 
gave them, by adminiſtering Poiſon to them: 
and is oled (p. 4.) a lurking waylaying cow :rd, 
and a ſtabber in the dark. Which (with many 
qther things moſt lively ſet forth in that piece) 
matt have renderet him a terror, not to Mr. Dennis 
anly, but to all Chritian people; - Inis charitable 
waltung only provoked our incorrig ble Poct 0 


write the following Epigram: xs 
R "oy" % , at 51 W 


** 


Should Dennis publiſh you had ſtabb'd + your 
v1.52 Brocker, 208, 7 00 | 


Fury, they are ſo ſtiong and fo coercive. ] re- 
s 4 


Lampoon'd your Monarch, or debauch'd - yout 
Mother; | 


me, dab to my King, to my Country, to my Re- 
„ Iston, and to that Liberty which has been the 
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| Vivacity. 


POPE's POEMS. e $37 


Swearing and ſupperleſs the Hera: 5 


115 
Blatphem'd his e the Aae and damn'd his 
Fates it); 
Then gnaw'd his Pen, chen daſb'd it on che ha; 
Sinking from thought to thought, a vaſt profound! 
Plung'd far his weed oy found no e 


5 „„ » LU * 


„Nu bs | 
Say; what revenge on Dennis can be had? 
Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad: | 
On one ſe poor you cant take the law; 4 
On one ſo old your ſword you ſcorn to draw: 
Uncag's then let the harmleſs monſter rages 
Secure in dulheſs, madneſs, want, and age. 


For the reſt; Mr. John Dennis was the ſon of a 
Sadler in London, born in 1657. He paid court to 
Mr. Dryden; and having obtained ſome correſ- 
pondence with Mr. Wycheérley and Mr. Congreve, 
he immediately obliged the Public with their Let- 
ters. He made himfelf known to the Government 
by many admirable ſchemes aud projects; wh eh 
the Miniſtry, for reaſons beſt known to themſelves, 
conſt ancly kept private. For his character, as a 
Wricer, it is given us as follows: „% Mr. Dennis is 
& excellent at Pindaric writings, perfectly regular | 
in al! His peziormances, and a perſon of fond 


LS 


4+ 
8 
* 8 
. 
4 


Vet wrote and flounder'd on, ia mers delt rie 


Round him much Embryo, much Abortion TG; 
Much future Ode, and abdicated Play; 
Nonſenſe precipitate, like running Lea. 
That ſlip'd through Crags and Zig -zags of the Head 7 
All chat on Folly Fhrenſy could beget, 125 
Fruits of dull Heat, and Sooterlcins of wa. 98 
Next o'er his Books his eyes began W A 
ia pleaſing memory of all he ftole,”! +1 

| How here he ſip d, how there he plunder'd orgy” 


And ſuck'd all o'er, Ike an induſtrieus Bug. 130 
Bere lay poor Fletcher's half-eat. ſcenes} ani here 
1 A 


(The a of os 6 Molieres. ner 

. a ww 1 * 
the former commentators, who moſt ay ſuppoſe ie 
to imply that the Hero of the poem wanted a ſupper. 
In truth a great abſurdity! Not that we are ignorant 
that the Here of Homer's Udyſley is frequently in 
chat circumſtance, and theretare it can no way de- 
rogate from the grandeur of Epic Poem to repreſent 
luch Hero under a calamity, te which the greateſt nat 
' niy of Critics and Poets, but of Kings and Warrior, 
have been ſubject. But much more refined, Iwill ven- 
ture to ſay, is the meaning e of our author: It was to give 


; vs obliquely a curious precepts. ar what Boſſu call 


a diſgwſcd ſentence; that „ Temperance is the life 


« Learning. I hat he is maſter of a great deal of þ** of Study The language of poeſy brings alk 
« Penetration and Judgment, his crit ciſms (par- | into action; and to reptelehta Ctitic enebmpaſſed with 


« ticularly on Prince Arthur) do ſufficiently de- 
« monſtrate From the fame account, it alſo ap- 
pears that he . vexit Plays, © more to gat Repuratioi: 
4 than Money.” Denx1s of himſelf See Giles 


books: but without a ſuppery is a p Cture which lively 
expcetleth how much the true Cxitie prefers the diet: 


r the mind to that of the body, one of which he 


always caſtigates, and often totally neglects, fotthe 


Jacob's. Lizes, of Dram. Poets, p. 68, 69+, com- euer improvement of the orher, 6 


pared, with p. 286. 

Ver. 109. Bays, form'd by nature, Ke. Iti is, 
hoped the poet here hath ; done full juſtice to hie 
Heco“ $ character, which. it were FI great miſtake to 
imagine was wholly unk! in Kupidity,: he is allowed 
to have. Aupperted ic with a wonderful mixture of 
1 his character is heightened according 
to his own "defire,. ina Letter he wrote to our author, 


Pert d dull at leaſt you might have allowed me 
« What! am 1 only to be dull, and dyll Rijly, and ö 


4% aga n, and. for Sve!“ Tie then ſolemaly ap- 
pealed- to his own conſcience, that he could not 


& think bimſelf ſo, nor believe that our Poet did; 
« but that he ſpake worle of him than he could | * 


* 
oo 


poſſibly think; and concluled it muſt h- merely | 
to ſhew his Wit, or for fome Profic or Lugre to 
himſelf,” Lite of C, C. chap. Vi. and Lette 
to. Mr. P. page 15 40. 53 And to ſhew. his 
cl:im to what the Poet was ſo unwilling to allow 
Kirn, of being pert as wel} ag dull, he declares he | 
will haye the Jak pe Which occaſioned che fol- 
lowing Epigram: | 


22.2 
A «a 


5 Quoth Obber t to Pope, Tho in verſe you bee. 
cloſe, 

I'll have the laſt ward : for, "oY — II. write | 
„ 

Poor Colly, thy reaſoning is none of the trongeſt, | 

For know, the laſt Word is the Word that laſts 
longeſt. 

Ver. 115. möbel the Hero late ] It is amaz· 

ing how the ſenſe of this Lath been autken 2 1 all 


— 
of But ſince the, diſcovery: of the true Hers, of che 
poem, may we not add, that nothing was ſo na- 
rural, after ſo great a loſs of money at dice, or of 
. Reputation' by his Play, as that the Poet ſhonld 
have no. great ſtomach to eat a jupper ? Beſides, how 
well has the Poet conſulted his Weben ene, 
in en chat be ſwore all che time ? 70 

f 6 Pg LOR 

Ve. 131. poor Fletcher's balken ſcenes, ] A 
great number of them taken ante to patch up, os 
{lays | 
1 132 The Eribperx! 6c « When 1 fitted, ** 

old play, it was as a good houſewife will, med 
«6 old linen, when ſhe has no berkerzenpfanmentef 
Lites, p 217, Octavo. 

Ver. 133. hapleſs Shakeſpere, &c | It is oe 
to de doubled but Bays was a ſubſcriber to Tib- 
bald's Shakeſpeare- He was frequently liberal in 
this: way.z and, as he tells us, ſubſcribes to 

+ Mr. Pope's Homer, out of pure Generoſity and 
„ Civility 3 but when Mr. Pope did fo to his Non- 
c juror, lie concluded it could be nodßsg but a 
* joke.“ Lettet ta Nr. P. p. 24. 

This Tibbald. or Theobald, publiſhed an 8 
of Shakeſpeates of which he, was ſo proud himſelt 
A to i2y, in one of Mitt's Journals, June 3, 
«© Thatcoexpoleany errors in it waz ĩmptactic able. 

And in another, April 27, That whatever. care 
6. might for the future be taken by any other Edie 
4 ter, he Would still give abave five hundred emeu- 


e dadieas, taut ſhall eIcape them all. T 


| 
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There hapleſs Shakeſpeare, yet of Tibbald fore, 
Wiſb'd he had blotted for himſelf before. 

The reſt on Outſide merit but preſume, 135 
Or ſerve (like other Fools) to fill a room:; 


Such with their ſhelves as due proportion hold, 


8 their fond Parents dreſt in red and gold; 
r where the pictures for the page atone, 
And Quarles is ſav'd by beauties not his own.. 140 


Here ſwells the ſhelf with Ogilby the great; 


There, ſtamp'd with arms, Newcaſtles ſhines com- 


Here all bis ſuffering brotherhood retire, | 
And ſcape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 


Well purg'd, and worthy Settle, Banks, and 


* 
yg 


Ruin KS. 


Ver. 234. Wiſh'd he had blotted] It was a Tdi 


culoas praiſe which the Players gave to Shakeſpeare, 
«© that he never blotted a line.” Ben, Jonſon ho- 
neſtly withed he had blotted a thouſand ; and Shakeſ- 


peare would certainly have wiſhed the ſame, if he 


had lived to ſee thoſe alterations in his works, 
which, not the Actors only (and eſpecially the dar- 
ling Hero of this Poem) have made on the Stage, 
but the preſumptuous Critics of our days in their 
Editions. 

Ver. 135. The reſt on Outſide merit, &c.] This 
Library is divided into three parts: The firſt con- 
ſiſts of thoſe authors from whom he ttole,- and 
whoſe works he | mangled 3 the ſecond of ſuck as 
fitted the ſhelves, or were gilded for ſhow, or 


adorned with pictures: the third claſs our author 


* 
But, high above, more ſolid Learning ſhone, 
The Claſſics of an age that heard of none; 
There Caxton flept, with Wynkyn at his fide, 150 
One claſp'd in wood, and one in ſtrong cow-hide ; 
There, ſav'd by ſpice, like Mummies, many a year, 


Dry Bodies of Divinity appear :. 1 


De Lyra there a dreadtul front extends, 


And here the groaning ſhelves Philemon bends, 155 
Of theſe twelve volumes, twelve of ampleſt fize, 
Redeem'd from tapers. and defrauded: pies, 


F Laſpir'd he ſeizes; Theſe an altar raiſe: 


An hecatomb of pure unſully'd lays 


| . . | Thataltar crowns ; A folig.Common-place 160 
A Gothic Library! of Greece and Rome 145 


Founds the whole pile, of all his works the baſe: 
Quartos, octavos, ſhape the leſſening pyre z 

' A. twiſted Birth-day Ode completes the ſpite. 
Then he: Great Tamer of all human art! 
Firſt in my care, and ever at my heart; | 
| Dulneſs! whoſe good old cauſe I yet defend, 165 
With whom my Muſe began, with whom ſhall end, 
: E'er fince Sir Fopling's Periwig was Praiſe, 

; Lo the laft honvurs of the Butt and Bays ; 


REMARKS. 


Anna Boleyn, the Queen of Scots, and Cyrus the 


Great, are dead and gone. Theſe he dreſt in a ſort 
of Beggar's Velvet, or a happy mixture of the 
thick Fuftian and thin Proſaic; exactly imitated in 
Perolla and Ifidora, Cæſar in Ægypt, and the He- 
roie Daughter. 3. Broome was a ſerving- man of 
Ben Jonſon, who once picked up a Comedy from 


his Betters, or from ſome caft ſcenes of his Maſter, 
not entirely contemptible. | 
Ver. 147. More ſolid Learning] Some have ob- 


ealls ſolid learning, old bodies of Divinity, old Com- ¶ jected, that books of this ſort ſuit not ſo well the 


mentaries, old 'Engliſh Printers, or old Engliſh 
Trarflations ; all very voluminous, and fit to erect 
altars to Dulneſs. | 

Ver. 141, Opgilby the great;z] © John Ogilby 
« as one, who from a late initiation into litera- 
< ture, made ſuch a progreſs as might well ſtyle 
«< him the prodigy of his time! His tranſlations of 
% Hemer and Virgil done to the life, and with 
« ſuch excellent ſculptures: And (what added 
te great grace to his works) he printed them all on 
4% ſpecial good paper, and in a very good letter.“ 
Wins rAx TY, Lives ot Poets. 

Ver. 142. There, ſtamp'd with arms, Newcaſtle 
ſhines cornplete:] © The Ducbeſs of Newcattle 
% was one Who buficd herſelf in the raviſhing de- 
cc lights of Poetry; leaving to Poſterity in print 
«© three ample volumes of her ſtudidus endeavours.”” 
WINS TANL v, ibid. Langbaine reckons up eight 
Folios of her Grace's; which were uſually adorned 
with gilded covers, and had her coat of arms upon, 
chem | N 

Ver. 746. Worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome.] 
The Poet has mentioned theſe three authors in par- 
ticular, as they are parallel to our Hero in his three 
capacities; 1. Settle was his Brother Laureat; only 
indeed upon half-pay, for the City inſtead of the 


Court; but equally famous for unintelligible flights 


in his poems on public occaſions, fach as ſhows, 


Birth days, &c. 2. Banks ' was his rival in Tra- 


gedy (though more ſucceſsful) in one of his Tra- 
gedics, the Earl of Eſſex, which is yet alive: 


library of our "Bays, which they imagined conſiſted 
of Novels, Plays, and obſcene books; but they 
are to conſider, that he furniſhed his ſhelves only 
for ornament, and read theſe books no more than 
'the Dry bodies of Divinity, which, no doubt, were 
(purchaſed by his Father when he defigned him for 
the-Gown. 'See the note on ver. 200. 

Ver. 149. Carton] A Printer in the time of 
Edw. IV. Rich. III. and Hen. VII. Wynkyn de Word, 
his ſucceſſor, in that of Henry VII. and VIII. 
The former tranſlated into profe Virgil's Eneis, 
as a hiſtory; of which he ſpeaks, in bis proeme, in 
a very ſingular manner, as of a book hardly known. 


Journal of March 16, 1728, concerning a ſtraunge 
and marvayllouſe beaſte called. Sagittarye, which 
he would have Shakeſpeare to mean rather than 
| Teucer, the Archer celebrated by Homer 

Ver. 153. Nich. de Lyra, or Harpsficld, a very 


folios, were printed in 1472. | 

Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, Doctor in Phyſic. 
c He tranſlated fo many books, that a man would 
„ think he had done nothing elfe 3 infomuch that 


| © age. The books alone of his turning into Eng- 
ec liſh are ſufficient to make a Country Gentleman 
%a compleat Library.” WINS FTANLY, 
Ver. 167 E*er ſince Sir Fopling's Periwig] The 
firſt viſible cauſe of the paſſion of the Town for 
our Hero, was a fair flaxen full-bottom'd Periwig, 


q 


\ Tibbald quotes a rate paſſage from, him in Miſt's 


voluminous commentator, whote works, in five vatt , 


| © he might be called Tranſlator general of his 
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POPE*s 
O thon 1 of Buſineſs the directing ſoul ! 
To this our head like biaſs to the bowl, 170 


Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view: 

0! ever gracious to perplex d mankind, 

Still ſpread a healing miſt before the mind; 

And, leſt we err by Wit's wild dancing light, 175 
Secure us kindly in our native night. | 
Or, if to Wit a Coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the ſure barrier between that and Senſe 3 

Or quite unravel all the reas' ning thread, 

And hang ſome curious cobweb in its ſtead! 130 
As, forc'd from wind-guns, lead itſelf can fly, 
And ponderous flugs cut ſwiftly through the ſky 3 
As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe, 

The wheels above urg'd by the load below: 

Me Emptineſs and Dulneſs could inſpire, 185 
And were my Elaſticity and Fire. . 
Some Pæmon ſtole my pen (forgive th' offence) 

And once betray*d me into common ſenſe : 
Elſe all my Profe and Verſe were much the ſame 
This, proſe on ſtilts; that, poetry fall'n lame. 190 
Did on the ſtage my Fops appear confin'd ? 

My Life gave ampler leſſons to mankind. 

Did the dead Letter unſucceſsful prove ? 

The briſk Example never fail'd to move. 

Yet ſure had Heaven decreed to ſave the State, 195 
Heaven had decreed theſe works a longer date. 

Could Troy be ſav'd by any fingle hand, ; 

This grey-gooſe weapon muſt have made her ſtand. 


RMA RRS. , 
which, he tells us, he wore in his firſt play ef the 
Fool in Faſhion, It attracted, in a particular man- 
ner, the Friendſhip of Col, Brett, who wanted to 
purchaſe it. 44 Whatever contempt (ſays he) Phi- 
© loſophers may have for a fine Periwig, my friend, 
© who was not to deſpiſe the world but live in it, 
knew very well that ſo material an article of dreſs 
upon the head of a man of ſenſe, if it became him, 
© could never fail of drawing to him a more partial 
© Regard and Benevolence, than could poſſibly be 
e hoped for in an ill-maJe one, This, perhaps, may 
e (often the grave cenſare, which ſo youthful a 
e purchaſe might etherwiſe have laid upon him. 
te jn a word, he made his attack upon this Peri- 
c wig, as your young fellows generally do upon a 
© lady of p'eaſure, tirft hy a tew familiar praiſes of 
* her perſon, and then & civil inquiry into the price 
« of it, and we finiſhed our bargain that night 
«& over a bottle.“ See Life, octavo, p. 303. This 
remarkable Periwig uſually made its entrance upon 
the ſtage in a ſedan, brought in by two chairmen, 
vith infinite approbation of the audience. 

Ver. 178, 179. Guard the ſure bartier—Or quite 
unravel, c.] For Wit or Reaſoning are never 
. greatly hurtful to Dulneſs, but when the firſt is 
founded in Truth, and the other in Uſefulneſs. 

Ver. 181. As, forc'd from wind guns, &c.] 
The thought of theſe four verſes is founded in a 
Poem of our Author's of a very early date (namely 
Written at fourteen years old, and ſoon after printed) 
to the Author of a poem called Succeſfſio. 

Ver. 198.—grey-gooſe weapon] Alluding to the 
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| What can I now ? my Fletcher caft aſide, 


Take up the Bible, once my better guide? 200 
Or tread the path by venturous Heroes trod, 

This Box my Thunder, this right hand my God ? 
Or chair'd at White's amidſt the Doctors fit, 

Teach Oaths to Gameſters, and to Nobles Wit? 
Or bidft thou rather Party to embrace? 205 
(A friend to Party thou, and all her race; | 
"Tis the ſame rope at different ends they twiſt 

To Dulneſs Ridpath is as dear as Miſt.) 

Shall I, like Curtius, deſperate in my zeal, 

O'er head and ears plunge for the Commonweal? 210 


RrMARKS. 


which was fletched with the feathers of the grey- 


zoole. | 
IMITATION. 


Ver. 197, 198. Could Troy be ſav'd—This 
grey.-gooſe weanon ] | | : 


cc 


SiPergama dextra | 
<« Defendi poſſent, etiam hac defenſa tuiſſent.“ 
Virg. ib. 


Ver. 199. my Fletcher] A familiar manner of 
ſpeaking, uſed by modern Critics, of a favourite 
author. Bays might as juſtly ſpeak this of Fletcher, 
as a French Wit did of Tully, ſeeing his works in a 
library, © Ah! mon cher Ciceron! je le connois 
dien; c'eſt le meme que Marc Tulle.” But he 
had a better title to call Fletcher his own, having 
made ſo free with him. 


Ver, 200. Take up the Bible, once my better 


he had deen a Clergyman, or (as he thinks himſelf) 
a Biſhop of the Church of England. Hear his own 
words: At the time that the fate of K. James, 


anvil, Providence thought fit to poſtpone mine, 
till theirs were determined: But had my father 
& carried me a month ſooner to the Univerfity, who 
knows but that purer fountain might have waſhed 
my Imperfections into a capacity of writing, in- 
«< ſtead of Plays and annual Odes, Sermons, and 
« Paſtoral Letters? Apology for his Life, chap. 
Th 


cc 


Doctors had a modeſt and upright appearance; no 
air of overbearing ;z but, like true Maſters of Arts, 
were only habited in black and white: They were 
juftly ſtyled ſubtiles and graves, but not always irre- 
fragabiles, being ſometimes examined, and by a 
nice diſtinction, divided and laid open. | 
Seit. 


This learned Critic is to be underſtood allegori- 
cally: The DocToss in this place mean no more 
than falſe Dice, a Cant phraſe uſed among Game- 
ſters. So the meaning of theſe ſonorous lines is 
only this, Shall I play fair or foul 2? 

Ver. 208. Ridpath—Miſt.] George - Ridpath, 
author of a Whig paper. called the Flying- poſt; 


eld Englith weapon, the arrow of the long bow, 


{ 


Nathaniel Miſt, of a famous Tory Journal. 


guide?] When, according to his Father's intention, - 


c the Prince of Orange, and myſelf, were an the 


Ver. 203. at White's amidſt the Doctors] Theſe 
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Or rob Rome% ancient geeſe of all their glories, 
Ant cackling fave the Monarchy of Tories? 
Ho!d—o the Miniiter I more incline ; 2 
Jo ſerve his cauſe, O Queen ! is ſerving thine. 
And ſee ! thy very Gazzetteers give o'er, 216 
Ev'n Ralph repents, and Henley writes no more. 
What then remains? Ourſelf. Still, ſtill remain 
Cibberian forchead, and Cibbei lan brain. 
INIT ATIONSG. 3 
Ver. 202. This Box my Thunder, this right hand 
r | | 

4 Deftra mihi Deus, & telum quod miſſile libro.“ 

Virgil of the Gods of Mezentius. 


: RxtMARKS. 3 
Ver. 211. Or rob Rome's ancient geeſe of all 
their glories,] Relates to the well known tory of 
the geeſe that ſv d the Capitol; of which Virgil, 
En. viii. > Is 
ec Atque hic auratis volitans argenteus anfer 
« Porticibus, Gallos in limine adeſſe canebat.“ 
A paſſage I have always ſuſpected. Who ſees not the 
antitheſis of auratis and argenteus to be unworthy the 
Virgilian -maj-fty ? And what abſurdity to ſay a 
gooſe ſings? canebats Virgil gives a contrary cha- 
raQer of the voice of this filly bird, in Ecl. ix. 


cc —argutos inter ſtrepere anſer olores.“ K 
: ERS. ERIE. : . 
Read it, therefore, adeſſe ſtrepebat. And why au- 
x7tis porticibus ? does not the very verſe preceding 
this inform us, 1 ; | 
« Romuleoque recens horrebat regiaculmo.” 


Is this thatch in one line, and gold in another, 
conſiſlent? I ſcruple not (repugnantibus omnibus 
mnuſcriptis) to correct it auritis. Horace uſes 
the ſame epithet in the ſame ſenſe, 


. —Auritas fidibus canoris 
| % Dycere quercus. 


And to ſay that walls have ears is common even to a 
proverb. | Sen. 
Were 212. And cackling fave the Monarchy of 
Tories?Þ Not out of any preference or affection to 
the Tories. For what Hobbes ſo ingenuouſly con- 
feſſes of himſelf, is true of all Minifterial writers 
whatibever: That he defends the ſupreme powers, 
66+ as the Geeſe by their cackling defended the Ro- 
<6 mans, who held the Capitol; for they favoured 
„ them ne more than the Gavls, their Enemies, 
„ but were as ready to have defended the Gauls, 
cc if they had been poſſeſſed of the Capitol.“ 
Epiſt. Dedic: to the Leviathan. 
Ver. 215. Gazetteers] A band of Miniſterial wri- 
ters; hired at the price mentioned in the note on 
book ii ver. 316. who, on the very day their pa- 
tron quitted his poſt, laid down -their paper, and 
declared they would never more meddle with Po- 
Iiticks, 3 Pp 55 
Ver. 218. Cibberian forehead] So indeed all the 
MSS. read, but I make no ſcruple to pronounce them 


POEMS. 


This brazen Brightneſs, to the Squire fo dezr ; 
This poliſn'd Hardnefs, that reflects the Peer: 224 
This arch Abſurd, that wit and fool delights; 


| This Meſs, toſs'd up of Hockley-hole and White's; 


Where Dukes and Butchers join to wreathe my 
crowns - 


| At once the Bear and Fiddle of the Town. | 


O born in fin, and forth in folly brought! 225 
Works damn'd, or to be damn'd! (your father's 
J 3 5 
Go, purify'd by flames aſcend the ſky, 

My better and more chriſtian progeny! 3h 
Unftain!d, and unteuch'd, and yet in maiden ſheets; 
While all your ſmutty ſiſters walk the ſtreets. 230 
Ve ſhall not beg, like gratis-given Bland, _ 
Sent with a Paſs, and vagrant through the land; 
Nor ſail with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey climes, 
Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhy mes: 
Not ſulphur-tipt, emblaze an Ale houſe fire; 249 
Nor wrap up Oranges, to pelt your fire ! 


Read, therefore, at my peril, Cerberian forehead, 
This is perfectly claſſical, and, what is more, Ho- 
merical; the Dog was the ancient, as the bitch is 
the modern, ſymbol of Impudence: (Ke oh, 
tx, ſays Achilles to Agamemnon) which, when in 


a ſuperlative degree, may well be deno:nunated from 


Cerberus, the Dog with three heads.-—But as to the 


latter part of this verſe, Cibberian brain, that is 


certainly the genuine reading. 
5 3 BENTI. 
Ver. 228. O born in fin, &c.] This is a tender 
and paſſionate Apoſtrophe to his own works, which 
he is going :o facrifice, agreeable to the nature of 
man in great affliction; and reflectiug like a parent 
on the many miſerable fates to which they would 
otherwiſe be ſubject. | 
Ver. 228. My better and more chriſtian pro- 


| geny !] © It may be obſervable; that my muſe and 


% my ſpouſe were equally prolific ; that the one 


; | * was ſeldom the mother of a Child, but in the 


& ſame year rhe other made me father of a'Play. 
«© } think we had a dozen of each fort between us; 
& of both which kinds ſome died in their infancy, 
e Kc“. Life of C. C. p. 217. $vo. edit. 

Ver. 231. gratis-given Bland Sent with a Paſs,] 
It. was a practice ſo to give the Daily Gazettecr and 
miniſterial Pamphlets (in which this B. was a wri- 
ter) and to ſend them Poſt-free to all Towns in tke 
kingdom el 


climes,] “ Edward, a very voluminous poet in 
& Hudibraſtic verſa, but beſt known by the London 
« Spy, in proſe. He has of late years kept a public 
© houſe in the City (but in a genteel way) and 
«© with his wit, humour, and godd liquor (ale) af- 
6 forced his gueſts a pleaſurable entertainment, el- 
te pecially thoſe of the high church party. — 
Jacus, Lives of Poets, vol. ii. p. 228. Great 
number of his works wete yearly ſold into the Plan- 
tations, Ward, in a book called Apollo's Mag- 
got, declared this account to be a great falſity, pro- 
reſting that his public houſe was not in the City; out 


ali Wrong, the ayreaty being giiewngess celebrated 


— 


in Mocr-ls . 


by out Poet for his great Modeſty—modeſt Cibber— | 
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Ver. 233 — with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey | 
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firſt Notes on the Dunciad it was ſaid, that this Au- 


do dance on this Rope, and fell moſt ſhamefully, 


POPE*S 


© 1 paſs more innocent, jn infant fate, 
To the mild Limbo of our Father Tate: 
Or peaceably forget, at once he bleſt | 
In Shadwell's boſom with eternal reſt } 240 
Soon to that maſs of Nonſenſe to return, | 
Where things dettroy'd are ſwept to things unborn. 
With that, a Tear (portentous ſign of Grace} 
Stole ſrom the maſter of the ſeven-told Face: 
And thrice he lifted high be Birth-day brand, 245 
And thrice he dropt it from his quivering hand ; 
Then lights the ſtructure, with averted eyes: 
The rolling ſmokes involve the ſacrifice. 
The opening clouds diſclofe each work by/turns, 
Now flames the Cid; and now Perolla burns; 2.59 
Great Cæſar roars, and hiſſes in the fire; 
King John in ſilence modeſtly expires: 
No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 
Moliere's old ſtubble in a moment flames. | 
Tears guſh'd again, as from pale Priam's eyev, 255 
hen the laſt blaze ſent _Jlion to the ſkies. 

Rouz*d 2 the light, old Dulneſs heav'd the 


. . 

Then ſnatch'd a ſheet of Thule from her bed; | 

Sudden ſhe flies, and whelms, it o'er the pyre 3 

Down ſunk the flames, and with a hiſs expire. 260 

Her ample preſence fills up all the place; 

A veal of fegs dilare her awful face : 

Great in Her charms! as when on Shrieves 
Mayors | 

She looks, and breaths herſelf into their airs. 


* 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 238, 240. Tate—Shadwell] Two of his 
predeceſſors in the Laurel. 
Ver. 250. Now flames the Cid, &c.] In the 


thor was particularly excellent at Tragedy. This 
« (fays he) is as unjut as to ſay I could not dance 
on a Rope But certain it is that he had ittempted 


having produced no leſs than four Tragedies (the 
names of which the Poet preſerves in theſe few 
lines) ; the three firſt of them were faithfully printed, 
ated, and damned; the fourth ſuppreſſed in fear of 
the like treatment. 

Ver. 253. the dear Nonjuror—Moliere's old 
ſtubble] A Comedy threſhed out of Moliere's Tar- 
tuſfe, and ſo much the Tranſlator*s favourite, that 


Attorney, and ſon to an Attorney (ſays Mr. Jacob) 


POEMS. 44: 


She bids him wait her to her ſacred Domes 
Well pleas'd he enter'd, and confeſs'd his home. 
So, Spirits ending their terreſtrial race, 

Aſcend, and recogniſe their Native Place. 

This the Great Mother dearer held than all _ 
The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guildhall : 


I. 


3 270 
Here ſtood her Opi here ſhe nurs'd her Owls, 
And here {be plann'd. th* Imperial ſeat of Fools. x 
| Here to her Choſen all her- works ſhe ſhows 3 15 
Proſe ſwell'd to verſe, verſe loitering into proſe: f 
How random thoughts now meaning chance to. find, wel! 
| 275 14 

Now leave all memory of ſenſe behind: | j 
How Prologues into Prefaces decay, | 1 
And theſe to Notes are fritter d quite away 3 . 
How Index-learning turns no ſtudent pale, 5 
Yet holds the eel of ſcience by the tail: | 10 
How, with leſs reading than makes felons ſcape, 11 
Leſs human genius than God gives an ape, . 
Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 170 
A paſt, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new piece, 1 
»Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakeſpeare, and Cor- 1305 

neille pf © 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 286 v3 


* 
Der * 
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Ver. 269. Great Mother] Magna mater, here 
applied to Dulneſs. The Quidnuncs, a name given 
to the ancient members of certain political clubs, 
who were conſtantly inquiring Quid nunc? What 
news ? Pl: | 

Ver. 286. Tibbald,] Lewis Tibbald (as pro- 
nounced) or Theobald (as written) was bred an 
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of Sittenburn in Kent. He was Author of ſome for- 
gotten Plays, Tranſlations, and other Pieces. He 
was concerned in a paper called the Cenſor, and a 
Ti anſlation of Ovid. ** There. is a notorious Idiot, 
& one hight Wachum, who, from an under- ſpur- 
«© leather to the law, is become an under-ſtrapper 
cc to the Play-houſe, who hath lately burleſqued the 
«© Metamorphoſes of Ovid by avile Tranſlation, &c. 
« This fellow is concerned in an impertinent paper 
© called the Cenſor.” DNN IS, Rem. on Pope's 
Hom. p. 9. 10. 

| Ibid. Ozell]<« Mr. John Ozell (if we credit Mr, 
& Jacob) did go to ſchool in Leiceſterſhire, where 
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he aſſures us all our author's diſlike to it could only 
ariſe from diſaffection tothe Government. He aſſures 
us, that „ when he had the honour to kiſs his Ma- 


«« jeſty's hand upon preſenting his dedication of it, 
he was graciouſly pleaſed, out of his Royal boun- 
« ty, to order him two hundred pounds for it. And 


c this he doubts not grieved Mr. P.“ 
Ver. 258. Thule] An unfiniſhed poem of that 


name, of which one ſheet was printed many years ago, Poets, p. 198. 2 r 
' Mr. Jacob's character of Mr. Ozell ſeems vaſtly 


dy Ambroſe Philips, a Northern Author. It is an 
uſual method of putting out a fire, to caſt wet ſheets. 
upon it, Some critics have been of opinion that this 
ſheet was of the nature of the Aſbeſtos, which cannot 
be conſumed by fire: But I rather think it an alle- 
gorical alluſion to the cv}dnels and heavineſs of the 
VSHINge. g * 
Vor. VL 


© ſomebody left him ſomething to live on, when he 
c ſhall retire from buſineſs. He was deſgned to be 
e ſent to Cambridge, in order for Prieſthood; but he By 
ce choſe rather to be placed in an office of accounts, in 8 
<« the City, being qualified for the ſame by his ſkill W's 
cc in arithmetic, and writing the neceſſary hands. N 
«© He has obliged the world with many tranſlations 
« of French Plays.“ Jaco2, Lives of Dram. 


«& I 
1 Eg 


ſhort of his merits, and he ought to have further juſ. 
tice done him, having ſince fully confuted all Sar. 
caſms on his learning and genius, by an advertiſement 
of Sept. 20, 1729, in a paper called the Weekly 
| Medley, &c. At to my learning, this envious 
* 


© wreich knew, and enery body knows, that the 
| 3 2 . 


44 | POPE'S 


Tlie Coddefs then, o'er his anvinted head, 
With myſtic words, the ſacred Opium ſhed. ; 
And lo! her bird (a monſter ofa fowl, 
Something betwixt a Heidegger and Owl) 290 

Perch d bn his crown. ** All hajl! and hail again, 
My Son! the promis'd land expects thy reign. | 
Know, Euſden thirſts no more for ſack or praiſe 3 | 
He ſleeps among the dull of ancient days; 

Safe, where no Critics damn, no duns moleſt, 295 
Where 'wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildan reſt, 
And high- born Howard, more majeſtic fire, 
With Foe! of Quality completes the quire. 
Thou Cibber ! thou, his Laurel ſhalt ſupport, 
Folly, my fon, has ſtill a Friend at Court. 
Lift up your Gates, ye Prinees, ſee him come! 
Sound, found ye Viols, be the Cat-call dumb! 
Bring, bring the madding Bay, the drunken Vine; 
The creeping, dirty, courtly lvy join. 
And thou | his Aid de camp, lead on my ſens, 205 
Light arm'd with Points, Antitheſes, and Puns. 
Let Bawdry, Billinſgate, my daughters dear, 
Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear: 4 


REMARKS. 


er whole Bench of Biſhops, not long ago, n 
<< pleaſed to give me a purſe of guineas, for diſcover- 
6 ing the erroneous tranſlations of the Common- 
<& prayer in Portugueſe, Spaniſh, French, Italian, 
« Kc. As for my genius, let Mr. Cleland ſhew 
<< better verſes in all Pope's works, than Ozell's 
Ec verſion of Boileau's Lutrin, which the late Lord 
« Halifax was fo pleaſed with, that he compli- 
et mented him with leave to dedicate it to him, &c. 
46 Let him ſhew better and truer Poetry in the Rape 


& of the Lock, than in Ozell's Rape of the Bucket | 


46 (la Secchia rapita). And Mr. Toland and Mr. 
tc Gildon publicly declared Ozell's tranſlation of 
« Homer to be, as it was prior, ſo likewiſe ſupe- 
46 rior. to Pope's. -Surely, ſurely, every man is 
ce free to e well of his country! Joun 
OZzELz: 

We cannot but ſubſcribe to ſuch reverend teſtimo- 
nies, as thoſe of the Bench of Biſhops, Mr. Toland, 
and Mr, Gildon. | "1 

Ver. 290, a Heidegger] A ftrange bird from 

Switzerland, and not (as ſome have ſuppoſed) the 
name of an eminent perſon who was a man of parts, 
and, as was ſaid of Petronins, Arbiter Elegantiarum. 

Ver. 296. Withers, ] See on ver. 146. 

Ver. 296. Gildon] Charles Gildon, a writer of 
eriticiſms and libels in the laſt age, bred at St. Omer's 
with the Jeſuits 3 but renouncing popery, he pub- 
liſhed Blount's books againſt the Divinity of Chriſt, 
the Oracles of Reaſon, &c. He fignalized himſelf 
as a critic, having written ſome very bad Plays; 
abuſed Mr, P. very ſcandalouſly in an anenymous 
pamphlet of the Life of Mr. Wycherley, printed by 
Curll; in another, called the New Rehearſal, printed 
in 1714; in a third, entitled the Complete Art of 
Engliſh Poetry, in two volumes; and others. 

Ver. 297. Howard] Hon. Edward Howard, au- 
thor of the Britiſh Princes, and a great number of 
wonderful pieces, celebrated by the late Earls of 


Dorſet and Rocheſter, Duke of Buckingham, Mr. 


POEMS. 


And under his, and under Archer's wing, 

Gaming and Grub-ſtreet ſkulk behind the King, 310 
O! When ſhall riſe a Monarch all our own, 

And I, a Nurſing- mother, rock the throne ; 

"Twixt Prince and People cloſe the Curtain draw, 

Shade him from Light, and cover him from Law : 

Fatten the Courtier, ſtarve the learned band, 315 

And ſuckle Armies, and dry-nurſe the land: 

Till Senates nod to Lullabies divine, - 

And all be ſleep, as at an Ode of thine. 
She ceas'd. Then ſwells the Chapel-royal throat: 


I Godſave king Cibber 1 mounts in every note. 320 
| Eamiliar White's, God ſave king Colley! cries; 


God fave king Colley! Irury-lane eplies: 

To Needham's quick the voice triumphant rode, 
But pious Needham dropt the name of God; 
Back to the Devil the laſt echoes roll, 

And Coll l each Butcher roars at Hockley -hole, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 309, 310. under Archer's wing. Gaming, 


[c.] When the Statute of Gaming was drawn up, 
it was repreſented, that the King, by ancient cuſ- 


tom, plays at Hazard once a year; and therefore a 
clauſe was inſerted, with.an exemption as to that 
particular. Under this pretence, the Groom-porter 
had a Room appropriated to Gaming all the ſum- 
mer the Court wa: at Kenſington, which his Ma- 
jeſty accidentally being acquainted with, with a juſt 
indignation, prohibited. It is reported the ſame 
practice is yet continued wherever the Court reſides, 
and the Hazard Table there open to all the profeſt 
Gameſters in town. | | 


& Greateſt and juſteſt SoverRz1GN: know you 
6c this? 

c Alas! no more, than Thames? calm head 

«© can know, 

© Whoſe meads his arms drown, or whoſe corn 

c o'erflow."” 


* 


Do Nx to Queen Eliz. 


ſtruments uſed in the ſervice of the Chapel - royal 
being alſo employed in the performance of the Birth» 
day, and New-year Odes. | 

Ver. 324. But pious Needham] a Matron of 
great fame, and very religious in her way; whoſe 
conſtant prayer it was, that ſhe might (c get enough 
6 by her profeſſion to leave it off in time, and make 
ce her peace with God.” But her fate was not ſo 
happy; for being convicted, and ſet in the pillory, 
ſhe was (to the laſting ſhame of all her great Friends 
and Votaries) ſo ill eſed by the populace, that it put 
an end to her days. a 

Ver: 32 5. Back to the Devil] The Devil Tavern 
in Fleet-ſtreet, where theſe Odes are uſually re- 
hearſed before they are performed at Court. Upen 
which a Wit of thoſe times made this Epigram: 


« When Laureates make Odes, do you aſk of 
| © what ſort? ; | 
Po you aſk if they're good, or are evil 

c You may judge Erom the Devil they com 
66 to the Court, f 


Waller, KG 1 


&« And go from the Court w the Devil.” 


U 


Ver. 319. Chapel-royal] The Voices and In- 


So when Jove's block deſcended frem on high, | | 
(As ſings thy great forefather Ogilby) o | 
Loud Thunder to its bottom ſhook the bog, 

And the hoarſe nation creak'd, God ſave king Log 


REMARKS- | ) 

Yer. 328—Ogilby)--God ſave king Log !] See 
Ogilby*s ZEſop's Fables, where, in the ſtory of the | 
Frogs and their King, this excellent hemiſtich is 
to be found. oy 

Our author manifeſts here, and elſewhere, a pro- 
digious tenderneſs for the bad writers. We ſee he 
ſelects the, only good paſſage, perhaps, in all that 
Ogilby writ 4 which ſhews how candid and patient a |: 
reader he muſt have been. What can be more kind | 
and affectionate than the words in the preface to his 
Poems, where he labours to call up all dur humanity, 
end forgiveneſs toward theſe unlucky men, by the 
molt moderate repreſentation of their caſe, that has 
ever been given by any author ? | 

But how much all indulgence is loſt upon theſe 
people may appear from the juſt reflection made on 
their conſtant conduct and conſtant fate, in the fol- 
lowing Epigram : | Drs 
« Verlittle Wits, that gleamd a-while, 

c When Pope vouchſaf d a ray, 
4% Alas! depriy'd of his kind ſmile 

«© How ſoon ye fade away * 
«& To compaſs Phebus? car about, 

“ Thus empty vapours riſe, 
6 Each lends his cloud to put him out, 

That rear'd him to the ſkies, 
% Alas! thoſe ſkies are not your ſphere 3 

«© There he ſball ever burn: 
« Weep, weep, and fall!] for Earth you were, 
And muſt to Earth return.“ | 


L 
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BOOK THE SECOND. | 


ARGUMENT, 


THE King being proclaimed, the ſolemnity is graced 
with fublic Games and [ports of various kinds; not 
N by tie Hero, as by Ainces in Frgil, but 

or greater honour by the G:ddeſs in f erſon (in like 
maurer as the games Pythia, Iſ/hmia, Sc. were an- 
tently ſaid to be ordained by the Gods, and as Thetis | 
herſelf appearing, accerding to Homer, Odyſſ x xru. | 
Trepeſed the prizes in len ur of her ſon A billes). 
Hirſer flack the Poets and Critics, attended, as is but 
Juft, with their Patrons and Beolſellers. The God- 
deſs is Ver, pleaſed, for her diſ part, to propoſe games 
to the Bookſellers, and jetteth up the Prantom of a 
P dec, which they contend to overtake, The reces de- 
cribed, ⁊uit h their divers aceidents. Next, the Game. 


POPE's POEMS. 


And the loud nation croak'd, God ſave King Log. 


443 


of tickling, wociferating, diving : The firſt, holds forth 
the arts and practices of Dedicators, the ſecond of Diſ= 
futantsand fuſtian Poets, the third of profound, darky 
and dirty Party-wwriters. Lafily, fer the Critics, 
the Goddeſs propejes ( with great propriety) an Ex- 
exciſe, nat of their parts but of their patiencey, in hear 
ing the works of twwa welumineus Authors, one in 
werie, and the other in proſe, deliberately read without 
ſleeping : The varicus effefts of which, with the je > 
weral degrees and manners of the operation, are here 
45 forth; till the whole: number, net of Critics only 

ut of ſpectators, acters, and all preſent, fall faſs 
aſteep; which naturaliy' and neceſſarily ends ihe 


games. 


BOOK u. 
ICH on a gorgeous ſeat that far out-ſhone 
Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Iriſh throne 


REMARKS. 


Two things there are, upon the. ſuppoſition of 
which the very baſis of all criticiſm is founded and 
ſupported : The firſt, that an author could never 
fail to uſe the beſt word on every occaſion ; the fe- 
cond, that a Critic cannot choſe but know whi 
that is. This being granted, whenever any word 
doth not fully content us, we take upon us. to con- 
clude, firſt that the author could never have uſed it; 
and, ſecondly, that he muſt have uſed that very one, 
which we conjecture, in its ſtead. 

We cannot, therefore, enough admire the learned 
Scriblerus for his alteration of the text in the twa 
laſt verſes of the preceding book, which in all the 
former editions ſtood thus: | 


Hoarſe thunder to its bottom ſhook the bog 


He has, with great judgment, tranſpoſed theſe two 
epithets ; putting hoarſe to the nation, and loud to the 
thunder ; And this being evidently the true reading, 
he vouchſafed not ſo much as to mention the former 3 
for which aſſertion of the juſt right of a Critic he me- 
rits the acknowledgment of all ſound Commentators, 
Ver. 2. Henley's gilt tub,] The pulpit of a Dif- 
ſenter is uſually called a tub; but that of Mr. 
Orator Henley was covered with velvet, and adorned 
with gold. He had allo a fair altar, and over it this 
extraordinary inſcription, The Primitive Eucha- 
rilt.” See the Hiſtory of this perſon, book iii. 

Ver. 2. or Fleckno's Iriſh Throne, ] Richard 
Fleckno was an Iriſh Prieſt, but had laid aſide (as 
himſelf expreſſed t) the mechanic part of prieſthood. 
He priuted ſome plays, poems, letters, and travels, 
1 doubt not, our author took occaſion to mention him 
in reſpect to the Poem of Mr. Dryden, to whom this 
bears ſome reſemblance, though of a character more 
different from it than that of the Æneid from the 
Iliad, or the Lutrin of Boileau from the Defeat da 
Bouts rim&es of Sarazin. 

it may be juſt worth mentioning, that the Eminence 
from which the ancient Sophiſts entertained their au- 
ditors, was called by the pompous name of a throng 


Fr a Poeteſe, Then follęꝛo the Exerciſes for the Poets, | 


Themiſtius, Orat. 4 


344 
Or that where on her Curls the Public pours, 
All bounteous, fragrant Grains and Golden ſhowers, 
Great Cibber ſate: The proud Parnaſſian ſneer, 
The conſcious ſimper, and the jealous leer, 
Mix on his look : All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crouds turn Coxcombs as they gaze. 
His Peers ſhine round him with reflected grace, 
New edge their dullneſs, and new bronze their 


face, 520 
from the Sun's broad beam, in ſhallow urns, 
Heaven's twinkling ſparks draw light, and point 

% their horns. | 
+ Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crown'd 
With ſcarlet hats wide-waving circled round, 
Rome in her Capitol faw Querno fit, 
'Thron'd on ſeven hills, the Antichriſt of Wit. 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 3. Or that where on her Curlls the Public 
pours, ] Edmund Curll ſtood inthe pillory at Charing- 
croſs, in March 1727-8. „ This (ſaith Edmund 
<< Curll) is a falſe Aſſertion I had indeed the cor- 
c poral puniſhment, of what the Gentlemen of the 
46 Jong Robe are pleaſed jocoſely to call mounting the 
4e Roſtrum for one hour: but that ſcene of action 
dc was not in the month of March, but in February.“ 
[Curlliad, 12 mo, p. 19.] And of the Hiſtory of his 
being toſt in a Blanket, he ſaith, «© Here Scriblerus! 
« thou lecſeſt in what thou aſferteſt concerning the 
e blanket: it was not a blanket, but a rug, 
4c p. 25. Much in the ſame manner Mr, Cibber 
Temonitrated, that his Brothers, at Bedlam, men- 
tioned Book i. were not Brazen, but Blocks; yet 
our author let it paſs unaltered, as a trifle that no 
way altered the relationſhip. L 

We ſhould think (gentle Reader) that we but ill 
performed our part, if we corrected not as well. our 
own errors now, as formerly thoſe of the Printer. 
Since what moved us to this Work, was ſolely the 
| * of Truth, not in the leaſt any Vain-glory, or 

eſire to contend with Great Authors. And further, 


our Miſtakes, we conceive, will the rather be pardon- 


ed, as ſcarce poſſible to be avoidediin writing of ſuch 
'Perſons and Works as do ever ſhun the Light. How- 
ever, that we may not any way ſoften or extenuate the 


Tame, we give them thee in the very Words of our 
Antagoniſts; not defending, but retracting them 


from our heart, and craving excuſe of the Parties 
offended : For ſurely in this work, it hath been above 
all things our deſire to provoke no Man. Scuisr. 

Ver. 15. Rome in her Capitol ſaw Querno fit,] 
Camillo Querno was of Apulia, who hearing the 
great Encouragement which Leo X. gave to Poets, 
' "travelled to Rome with a harp in his hand, and ſung 
to it twenty thouſand verſes of a poem called Alexias. 
He was introduced as a Buffoon to Leo, and promoted 
to the honour of the Laurel; a jeſt which the Court 
of Rome and the Pope himſelf entered into ſo far, as 
to cauſe him to ride on an elephant to the Capitol, 
and to hold a ſolemn feſtival! vn his coronation ; at 
*wiaich it is recorded the Pope himſelf was fo tranſ- 
ported as to weep for joy. He was ever after a 
- Conſtant frequenter of the Pope's table, drank abun- 


x See Life C. C. chap. vi. p. 149. 
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And now the Queen, to glad her ſons, proctiimg 
By herald Hawkers, high heroic Games. 
They ſummon all her Race: Anendlefs band 


Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 


A motley mixture | in long wigs, in bags, 

In filks, in crapes, in Garters, and in rags, 

From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 
On horſe, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots : 
All who true Dunces in her cauſe appear'd, 25 
And all who knew thoſe Dunces to reward. 

Amid that area wide they took their ſtand, 

Where the tall May-pole once o'erlook'd the Strand 


| But now (fo Ax NE and Piety ordain) 


A Church colleQs the ſaints of Drury-lane. 

With Authors, Stationers obey*'d'the call 
(The field of glory is a field for all). 
Glory and gain, th' induſtrious tribe provoke 
And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a joke. 
A Poet's form ſhe plac'd before their eyes, 33 
And bade the nimbleſt racer win the prize; | 
Na meigre, muſe-rid mope, aduſt and thin, 
In a dun night-gown of his own looſe ſkin'; 
But ſuch a Bulk as no twelve bards could raiſe, | 
Twelve ftarveling bards of theſe degenerate days, 40 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed and fair, 
She form'd this image of well-body d air; 
With pert flat eyes ſhe window'd well its head; 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead; 
And e words ſhe gave, and founding ftriin, 43 
But ſenſeleſs, lifeleſs ! idol void and vain 1 
Never was daſh'd out at one lucky hit, 
A Fool, ſo juſt a copy of a Wit; 
So like, that critics ſaid, and courtiers ſwore, 
A Wit it was, and call'd the phantom More, 50 


REMARRS, 


dantly and paured forth verſes without number. Pav- 
Luvs Jovivs, Elog, Vir. doct. cap. Ixxxiil. Some 
idea of his poetry is given by Fam. Strada, in his 
Proluſions. . 

Ver. 34. And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a joke.] 
This ſpecies of mirth called a joke, arifing from a 
Mal-entendu, may be well ſuppoſed to be the delight 
of Dulneſs. | 

Ver. 47. Never was daſh'd out, at one lucky 
hit.} Our author here ſeems willing to give ſome 
account of the poſſibility of Dulneſs making a Wit 

which could be done no other way than by chance). 
The fiction is the more reconciled to probability by 
the known ſtory of Apelles, who being at a loſs to 
expreſs the foam of Alexander's horſe, daſhed: his 
pencil in deſpair at the picture, and happened to do 
it by that fortunate ſtroke. 

Ver. 50. and call'd the Phantom More.] CVxIT, 
in his Key to the Dunciad, affirmed this to be James- 
Moore Smith, Eſq, and it is probable (confidering 
what is ſaid of him in the Teſtimonies) that ſome 
might fancy our author obliged to repreſent this gen- 
tleman as a plagiary, or 10 paſs for one himſelf. His 
caſe indeed was like that of a man I have heard of, 
who, as he was fitting in company, perceived bis 
next neighbour had ſtolen his handkerchief: . Sir; 
(faid the thief, finding himſelf detected) (“ do not 


<6 expoſe me, I did it for mere want; be io good 
40 but to take it privately out of my pocket gang 


d, 


» 


POPE*'s 


All gaze with ardoyr : Some a Poet's name, 
Others a ſword-knot and lac d ſuit infiame, 
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the other cried oat, ©* See, gentlemen, what a thief 
«© we have among us! look, he is ſtealing my hand- 
« kerchief !”? 

Some time before, he had borrowed of Dr. Ar- 


buthnot a paper called an Hiſtorico- phy fical account 
of the South Sea; and of Mr. Pope the memoirs of 
a Pariſh Clerk, which for two years he kept, and 


read to the Rev. Dr, Young; F. Billers, Eiq;z and 
many others, as his own. Being applied to for them, 
de pretended they were loſt; but there happening to 


de another copy of the letter, it came out in Swift's 
Upon this, it ſeems, he 


and Pope's Miſcellanies. 
was ſo far miſtaken as toconfeſs his proceedings by 
an endeavour to hide it: ungyardedly printing (in 
the Daily Journal of April 3, 1728.) „ That the 
„ contempt which he and others had for thoſe pieces, 
{which only himſelf had ſnewn, and handed about 
as his own) „ occaſioned their being loſt, and for 
that cauſe only not returned. A fact, of which as 
none but he could be conſcious, none but he could be 
the publiſher of it. The plagiariſms of this pexſon 
gave occaſion to the following Epigram ; 


4 Moore always ſmiles whenever he recites 3 

% He ſmiles (you think) approving what he writes. 
„ And yet in this no vanity is ſhown ; 

« A modeft man may like what's not his own.“ 


This young Gentleman's whole misfortune was too 
inordinate a paſſion to be thought a Wit. Here is a 
very ſtrong inſtance atteſted by Mr, Savage, ſon of 
the late Earl Rivers; who having ſhewn ſome ver- 
ſes of his in manuſcript to Mr. Moore, wherein Mr, 

Pope was called firſt of the tyneful train, Mr. Moore 
the next morning ſent to Mr. Savage to defire him to 
give thoſe verſes another turn, to wit, * That Pope 
„ might now be the firſt, becauſe Moore had left 

«him unrivalled, in turning his ſtyle to Comedy.“ 


This was during the rehearſal of the Riyal Modes, 


his firſt and only work; the town condemned it in 
the action, but he printed it in 1726-7, with this 
modeſt Motto: 


Hic cœſtus, artemque repono.“ 


The ſmaller pieces which we have heard attributed to 
this author are an Epigram on the Bridge at Blen- 
heim, by Dr. Evans: Caſmelia, by Mr. Pit, Mr. 
Jones, &c. The Mock-Marriage of a mad Divine, 
witn a Cl. for a Parſon, by Dr. W. The Saw-Pit, 
4 Simile, by a Friend. Certain Phyfical works on 
Sir James Baker; and ſome unowned Letters, Ad- 
vertiſements, and Epigrams againſt our author in the 
Daily Journal. | 

Notwithſtanding what is here collected of the Per- 
ſon imagined by Curll to be-meant in this place, we 
cannot be of that opinion; fince our Poet had cer- 
tainly no need of vindicating half a dozen verſes to 
himſelf, which every reader had done for him; fince 
Vic name itſelf is not ſpelled Moore, but More; and 
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But lofty Lintot in the circle roſe: 

« This prize is mine; who tempt it are my foes 5 

«© With me began this genius, and ſhall end.“ 

He ſpoke: and who with Lintot hall contend ? 
Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear, 


4 and ſay nothing.” The honeſt man did fo, but | Stood dauntleſs Curll; “ Behold that rival bere ! 
The race by vigour, not by vaunts, is won 


« 80 take the hindmoſt, Hell, (he faid) and 
run. 60 


REMARKS, 
laſtly, ſince the learned Scriblerus has ſo well proved 


the contrary. X 
Ver. 50. the phantom More.] It appears from 


hence, that this is not the name of a real perſon, but 
fititious. More fr n es; ſtultus; (wp1%, ſtultitia, 
to repreſent the folly of a plagiary. I hus Eraſmus, 
« Admonuit me Mori cognomen tibi, quod tam ad 
«© Moriz yocabulum accedit quam es ipſe a re alie- 
cc nus. Dedication of Moriæ Encomium to Sir 
Tho. More; the farewell of which may be our au- 


thot's to his plagiary, Vale, More! et moriam 
tuam gnaviter defende. Adieu! More! and be ſure 
ſtrongly to defend thy own folly. _ SCRIB. 

Ver. 53. But lofty Lintot] We enter here upon 
the epiſode of the Bookſellers; Perſons whoſe names 
being more known and famous in the learned world 
than thoſe of the authors in this poem, do therefore 
need leſs explanation. The action of Mr. Lintot 
here imitates that of Dares in Virgil, riſing juſt in 
this manner to lay hold on a Bull. This eminent 
Bookſeller printed the Rival Modes before · menti- 
oned, 


Ver. 58. Stood dauntleſs Curll ;j] We come 
now to a character of much reſpe&, that of Mr. 
Edmund Curll. As a plain repetition of great actions 
is the beſt praiſe of them, we ſhall only ſay of this 
eminent man, that he cartied the trade many lengths 


beyond what it ever before had arrived at; and that 
he was the envy and admiration of all his profeſſion. 


| He poſſeſſed himſelf of a command over all authors 


whatever; he cauſed them to write what he pleaſed ; 
they could not call their very Names their own. He 
was net only famous among theſe 3 he was taken no- 
tice of by the State, the Church, and the Law, 
and received particular marks of dittinEtion from each. 

It will be owned that he is here introduced with 
all poſſible dignity: He ſpeaks like the intrepid 
Diomede ; he runs like the ſwift-footed Achilles; 
if he falls, *tis like the beloved Niſus; and (what 
Homer makes to be the chief of all praiſes) he is 
favoured of the Gods ; he ſays but three words, and 
his prayer is heard: a Goddeſs conveys it to the 
ſeat of Jupiter: Though he loſes the prize, he 
gains the victory; the great Mother herſelf com- 
farts him, ſhe inſpires him with expedients, ihe 
honours him with an immortal preſent (ſuch as 
Achilles receives from Thetis, and Eneas from 
Venus), at once inſtructive and prophetical : After 
this he is unrivalled, and triumphant. 

The tribute our author here pays him is a grateful 
return for ſeveral unmerited obligations: Many 
weighty animadverſions on the public aftairs, and 
many excellent and diverting pieces on private per- 
ſons, has he given to his name, If ever he cen 


Then firit (if Poets aught of truth declare) 
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Swift as à Bard the Baill leaves behind, 

He left huge Lintot, and out- ſtiipt the wind. 

As when a dab- chick waddles through the copſe 

On feet and wings, and flies and wades, and hops; 

. So labouring on, with ſhoulders, hands, and head, 65 

Wide as a wind-mill all his figure ſpread, 

With arms expanded Bernard rows his Rate, » 
Ang left-legg'd Jacob ſeems to emulate. 

Full in the middle way there ſtood a lake, 

Which Curll's Corinna chanc'd that morn to make: 
© 

(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop ; 

Her evening cates before his neighbour's ſhop) - 

Here fortun'd Curll to ſlide; loud ſhout the band, 

And Bernard! Bernard] rings through all the 
Strand, 

. Obſcene with filth the Miſcreant lies bewray'd, 75 

Fall'n in the plaſh his wickedneſs had laid « © 


The caitiff Vaticide conceiv'd a prayer. 
Hear, Jove ! whoſe name my bards and J adore, 

As much at leaſt as any God's, or more; 30 

And him and his if more devotion warms, 

Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's Arms. 
A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and ſeas, 

Where, from Ambroſia, Jove retires for eaſe, 

There in his ſeat two ſpacious vents appear, 

On this he fits, to that he leans his ear, 

And hears the various vows of fond mankind ; 

Some beg an eaſtern, ſome a weſtern wind; 

All vain petitions, mounting to the ſky, 
Wich reams abundant this abode ſupply ; 


8 5 
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REMARES, 
tao verſes to any other, he owed Mr. Curll ſome 


thouſands, He was every day extending his fame, 
and enlarging his Writings : Witneſs innumerable 


inſtances 3 but it ſhall ſuffice only to mention the | 


Court Poems, which he meant to publiſh as the 
work of the true writer, a Lady of quality; but be- 
ing firſt threatened, and afterwards puniſhed for it by 
Mr. Pove, he generouſly transferred it from her to 
him, and ever ſince printed it in his name. The fin- 
gle time that ever he ſpoke to C. was on that affair, 
and to that happy incident he owed all the favour 
fince received fram him: So true is the ſaying of Dr. 
. Sydenham, that any one ſhall be, at ſome time or 
6+ other, the better or the worſe, for having but 
C ſeen or ſpoken to a good or bad man.“ 
Ver. 70. Curlli's Corinna] This name, it ſeems, 
was taken by one Mrs. Thomas, who procured ſome 
private letters of Mr. Pope, while almoſt a boy, to 
Mr. Cromwell, and fold them without the conſent 
of either of thoſe Gentlemen to Curll, who printed 
them in 12mo, 1727. He diſcovered ker to be the 
publiſher, in his Key, p. 11, We only take this 
opportunity of mentioning the manner in which hoſe 
letters got abroad, which the author was aſhamed of 
a8 very trivial things, full not only of levities, but of 
wrong judgments of men and books, and only excuſ- 
able trom the youth and inexperience of the writer. 
Ver. 82. Down with the Bible, up with the 
Pope's Arms. ]} The Bible, Cuill's hen: the Croſs- 
cy 33 Lintot's. 


POPE*s POEMS. 


Amus'd he reads, and then returns the bills 

Sign'd with that Ichor which from Gods diſtils. 
In office here fair Cloacina ſtands, 

And miniſters to Jove with pureſt hands. 

Forth from the heap ſhe pick'd her Votary's 

17 prayer, iy : V 
And plac'd it next him, a diſtinction rare! N 

Oft had the Goddeſs heard her ſervant's call, 

From her black grottos near the Temple- wall, 

Liſtening delighted to the jeſt unclean 

Of link-boys vile, and watermen obſcene ; 

| Where as he fiſh'd her nether realms for Wit, 

She oft had favour'd him, and favours yet. 

Renew'd by ordure's ſympathetic force, 

As oil'd with magic juices, for the courſe, _ 

| Vigorous he riſes; from the efluvia ſtrong, 109 
Imbibes new life, and ſcours and ftinks along; 
Re-paſſes Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown diſhonours of his face. 

And now the Victor ftretch'd his eager hand 
Where the tall Nothing ſtood, or ſeem'd to ſtand; 110 
A ſhapeleſs ſhade, it melted from his fight, 

Like forms in clouds, or viſions of the night. 

To ſeize his papers, Curll, was next thy care; 

His papers, light, fly diverſe, toſt in air; 

Songs, Sonnets, Epigrams, the winds uplift, 113 
And whiſk them back to Evans, Young, and Swift, 
Th? embroider'd ſuit at leaſt he deem'd his prey, 

That ſuit an unpay'd taylor ſnatch'd away. 

No rag, no ſcrap, of all the beau, or wit, 

That once ſo flutter'd, and that once ſo writ. 120 

Heaven rings with laughter: Of the laughter vain, 
Dulneſs, good Queen, repeats the jeſt again. 
Three wicked imps, of her own Grub-ſtreet choiry 
She deck'd like Congreve, Adaifon, and Prior 3 


100 


RKEMAREKS; 


Ver. 101. Where, as he fiſh'd, &c.] See the 
preface to Swift*s and Pope's Miſcellanies. 
Ver. 116. Evans, Young, and Swift.] Some of 


es. 4 — TIO” 
- 


had owned. See note on ver. 50. 

Ver. 118. an unpay'd Taylor] This line has 
been loudly complained of in Miſt, June 8, Dedic. 
to Sawney, and others, as a moſt inhuman ſatize on 
the poverty of Foets : But it is thought our author 
will be acquitted by a jury of Taylors. To me this 
inſtance ſeems unluckily choſen; if it be a ſatire 
on any body, it muſt be on a bad paymaſter, ſince 
the perſon to whom they have here applied it, was 
a man of fortune. Not but Poets may well be Jea- 
lous of fo great a prerogative as non- pay ment; which 
Mr. Dennis ſo far aflerts, as boldly to pronounce 
that „ if Homer himſelf was not in debt, it was 


on the Rape of the Lock, p. 15. SL 

Ver. 124. like Congreve, Addiſon, and Prior z] 
Theſe authors being ſuch whoſe names will reach 
poſterity, we ſhall not give any account of them, but 


| proceed to thoſe of whom it is neceſſary.—Beſaleel 


Morris was author of ſome ſatires on the tranſlators 
of Homer, with many other things printed in news- 
papers — “ Bond writ a fatire againſt Mr. P—, 


- 


* 


thoſe perſons, whoſe writings, epigrams, or jeſts he 


e becauſe nobody would truſt him,“ Pref to Rem. 


«6 Capt, Breval was author of The Confederates, 


Meers, V 
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Meers, Warner, Wilkins, run: delufive thought! 
125 

Breyal, Bond, Beſaleel, the varlets caught, 

Curll ſtretches after Gay, but Gay is gone, 

He graſps an empty Joſeph for a John: 

So Proteus, hunted in a nobler ſhape, 

Became, when ſeiz d, a puppy) or an ape. 

To him the Goddeſs : Son! thy grief lay down 

And turnt his whole illufion on the town: 

As the ſage dame, experienc'd in her trade, 

dy names of Toaſts retails each batter'd jade; 134 

(Whence hapleſs Monſieur much complains at Paris 

Of wrongs from Ducheſſes and Lady Maries ;) 

Be thine, my Stationer! this magic gift; 

Cook ſhall be Prior; and Concanen, Swift: 


RT MARES. 


« 2n ingenious dramatic performante to expoſe Mr. 
P. Mr. Gay, Dr. Arb. and ſome ladies of qua- 
« lity,”” ſays Cunx II, Key, p. 11. 

Ver. 125. Mears, Warner, Walkins] Bookſel- 
ers, and Printers of much anonymous ſtuff. 

Ver. 126. Breval, Bond, Beſaleel,] I foreſee 
it will be objected from this line, that we were in 
anetror in our aſſertion on ver. 50. of this book, 


So ſhall each hoſtile name become our owns 
And we too boaſt our Garth and Addiſon. I 


With that ſhe gave him (piteous of his caſe, 
Yet ſmiling at his rueful length of face) 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 140. And we too boaſt our Garth and 
Addiſon. ] Nothing is more remarkable than our 
author's love of praiſing good writers. He has in 
this very poem celebrated Mr. Locke, Sir Iſaac 
Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. Atterbury, Mr. Dry- 
den. Mr. Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addiſon; 
in a word, almoſt every man of his time that de- 
ſerved it ; even Cibber himſelf (preſuming him to 
be the author of the Careleſs Huſband). It was ve- 
ry difficult to have that pleaſure in a poem on this 
ſubject, yet he has found means to inſert their pane- 
gyric, and has made even Dulneſs out of her own 
mouth pronounce it, It muſt have been particularly 
agreeable to kim to celebrate Dr. Garth; both as his 
conſtant fi ĩend, and as he was his predeceſſor in this 
kind of ſatire. The Diſpenſary attacked the Whole 
body of Apothecaries, a much more uſeful one un- 
doubtedly than that of the bad Poets; if in truth 
this can be a body, of Which no two members ever 


that More was a fictitious name, ſince thoſe perſons agrecd. It alſo did, what Mr. Theobald ſays is un- 
xe cqually repreſented by the poet as phantoms. So pardonable, draw in parts of private character, and 
it firk fight it may be ſeen; but be not deceived, , introduced perſons independent of his ſubject. Much 


reader 3 theſe alſo are not real perſons. 
Curll declares Breval, a Captain, author of a piece 
called the Confederates 3 but the ſame Curll firſt 
ſaid it was written by Joſeph Gay : Is his ſecond 
aſſertion to be credited any more than his firſt? He 
likewiſe affirms Bond to be one who writ a ſatire on 
our poet: But where is ſuch a ſatire to be found? 
where was ſuch a writer ever head of? As for 
Beſaleel, it carries forgery in the very name; nor is 
it, as the others are, a ſurname. Thou may'|t de- 
pend upon it, no ſuch authors ever lived; all phan- 
toms, SCRIBL. 


Ver. 128, Joſeph Gay, a ſictitious name put by | 


Curll before ſeveral pamphlets, which made them 
pals with many for Mr. Gay's— The ambiguity of 
the word Joſeph, which likewiſe, ſignifies a losſe 
upper-coat, gives much: pleaſantry to the idea. 

Ver. 132. And turn this whole illuſion on the 
tewn:] It was a common practice of this bookſeller 
to publiſh vile pieces of obſcure hands under the 
names of eminent Authors. 

Ver. 138. Cook ſhall be Prior,] The man here 
ſecified writ a thing called The Battle of the Poets, 
n which Philips and Welfted were the Heroes, and 
Wift and Pope utterly routed, © He alſo publiſhed 


bene malevolent things in the Britiſh, London, and 


Daly Journals; and at the ſame time wrote letters 
t Mr. Pope, proteſting his Innocence. 
Work was a tranſlation of Heſiod, to which Theo- 
* e and half notes, Which he carefully 
wned. 

Ver, 138. and Concanen, Swiſt:] In the firſt 
eition of this poem there were only aſteriſks in this 
Face, but the names were ſince inſerted, merely to 
"day the verſe, and give caſe to the ear of the 
der. ö MS VER » 


His chief 


1 


Tis true more would Boileau have incurred his cenſure, who 


left all ſubjects whatever, on all occaſions, to fall 
upon the bad poets (which, it is to be feared, would 
have been more immediately his concern.) But cer- 
tainly next to commending good writers, the greateſt ' 
ſervice to learning is to expoſe the bad, who can on- 
ly that way be made of any uſe to it. This truth 
is very well ſet forth in theſe lines addreſſed to our 
author, 


«© The craven Rook, and pert Jackdaw, 
„(Though neither birds of moral kind) 

« Yet ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff*d with ftraw, | 
„ To ſhow us which way blows the wind. 


c Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 
© Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
cc Teach more by haif than Dennis rules, 
8 And point inſtruction every way. 


cc With /Egypt's art thy pen may ſtrive: 
© One potent drop let this but ſhed, 

c And every Rogue that ſtunk alive, 
Becomes a precious Mummy dead”? 


Ver. 142. rueful length of face] „ The decree 
pid perſon or figure of a man are no reflections 
upon his Genius: An hon-ſt mind will love 
and eſteem a man of worth, though he be deformed 
c or poor. Yet the author of the Dunciad hath 
c libelled a perſon for his rueful length of face!“ 
Miſt's Journal, June 8. This Genius and man of 
worth, whom an honeſt mind ſhould love, is Mr. 
Curll. True it is, he ſtood onthe pillory, an inci- 
dent which will lengthen the face of any man, nh 
it were ever ſo comely, therefore is no reflection 
on the natural beauty of Mr, Curll. But as to re. 


cc 
cc 
cc 
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A ſhaggy Tapeſtry, worthy te be ſpread, 

On Codrug? old, or Dunton's modern bed; 
Inſtructive work ! whoſe wry-mouth'd portraiture 
Diſplay'd the fates her confeſſors endure: 


REMARKS. . 
flections on any man's face or figure, Mr. Dennis 


ſaith excellentiy; „“ Natural deformity comes not 


« by our fault; it is often occaſioned by calamities 
<< and diſeaſes, which a man can no more help 
4% than a monſter can help his deformity. There 
£* is no one misfortune, and no one diſeaſe, but 
«© what all the reſt of mankind are ſubject to. 
% But the deformity of this Author is viſible, pre- 
«© ſent, laſting, unalterable, and peculiar to him- 
„ ſelf. It is the mark of God and Nature upon 
«© him, to give us waraing that we ſhould hold 
«6 No ſociety with him, as a creature not of our 
« Original, nor of our ſpecies: and they who have 
<< refuſed to take this warning which God and Na- 
Ec ture has given them, and have, in ſpite of it, 


4 by a ſenſeleſs preſumption, ventured to be fa- 


4c miliar with him, have ſeverely ſuffered, &c. 
« Jt is certain his original is not Adam, but 
«© from the Devil, c.“ DzNN1s, character of 
Mr. P. octavo, 1716. | 
Admirably it is obſerved by Mr. Dennis againſt 
Mr. Law, p. 33- ** That the language of Billingſ- 
4 gate can never be the language of charity, nor 
«« conſequently of Chriſtianity.” I ſhould elſe be 
tempted t6 uſe the language of a Critic ; for what is 
more provoking to a commentator than to behold his 
author thus pourtrayed ? Yet I conſider it really hurts 
not him! whereas to call ſome others dull, might 
do them prejudice with a world too apt to believe it: 
Therefore, though Mr. D. may call another a little 


- afs or a young toad, far be it from us to call him a 


toothleſs lion or an old ſerpent, Indeed, had [ 
written theſe notes (as was once my intent) in the 
learned language, I might have given him the ap- 
pellations of balatro, calceatum caput, ſcurra in 
zriviis, being phraſes in good eſteem and frequent 


uſage among the beſt learned: But in our mother- 


tongue, were J to tax any gentleman of the Dun- 
ciad, ſurely it ſhould be in words not to the vulgar 
intelligible ; whereby chriſtian charity, decency, 
and good accord among authors might be preſerved. 
. SCRIBL, 
The good Scriblerus here, as on all occaſions, 
eminently ſhews his humanity. But it was far other- 
wiſe with the gentlemen of the Dunciad, whoſe 
ſcurrilities were always perſonal, and of that nature 
which provoked every honeſt man but Mr, Pope ; 
yet never to be lamented, fince they occaſioned the 
following amiable Verſes ; 


«© While Malice, Pope, denies thy page 
c Its own celeſtial fire; N 
„ While Critics, and while Bards in rage, 
% Admiring, won't admire: 


& While wayward pens thy worth aflail, 

And envious tongues decry ; 

& Theſe times though many a Friend bewail, 
« Thelc times bewail not I, 


POEMS. 


Earleſs on high, ſtood unabaſh'd De Foe, 

And Tutchin flagrant from the ſcourge below, 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgel'd might ye view, 
The very worſted till look'd black and blue. 159 
Himſelf among the ſtory'd chiefs he ſpies, 

As, from the blanket, high in air he flies, 

And oh! (he cry'd) what ſtreet, what lane, but 


knows | 
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows | 
In every loom our labours ſhall be ſeen, 155 


And the freſh vomit run for ever green | 


See in the circle next, Eliza plac'd, | 
Two babes of love cloſe clinging to her waiſt ; 


- REMARES. 
c But when the World's loud praiſe is thing, 
% And ſpleen no more ſhall blame, 
«© When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 
6 In one eſtabliſh'd fame: 


© When none ſhall rail, and every lay 
Devote a wreathe to thee ; 

«© That day (for come it will) that day 
« Shall I lament to ſee.” 


Ver. 143. A ſhaggy Tapeſtry, ] A ſorty kind of 
Tapeſtry frequent in old Inns, made of worked or 
ſome coarſer tuff; like that which is ſpoken of by 
Donne Faces as frightful as theirs who whipt Chrift 
in old hangings. This imagery woven in it alludes 
to the mantle »f Cloanthus, in En. v. 

Ver. 144. John Dunton was a broken bookſeller, 

and abuſive ſcribbler; he writ Neck or Nothing, 2 
violent ſatire on ſome miniſters of ſtate; a libel on 
the Duke of Devonſhire and the Biſhop of Peter- 
borough, &c. 
Ver. 148. And Tutchin flagrant from the ſcourge] 
John Tutchin, author of ſome vile verſes, and of 
a weekly paper called the Obſervator : He was ſen- 
tenced to be whipped through ſeveral towns in the 
weſt of England, upon which he petitioned King 
James IT. to be hanged. When that prince died in 
exile, he wrote an invective againſt his memory, oc- 
caſioned by ſome humane elegies on his death. He 
lived to the time of Queen Anne. 

Ver. 149. There Nidpath, Roper, Authors of 
the Flying-poſt and Poſt-boy, two ſcandalous pa- 
pers on different ſides, for which they equally and 
alternately deſerved to be cudgelled, and were fo. 

Ver. 151. Himſelf among the ftory'd chiefs he 
ſpies,] The hiſtory of Curll's being toſſed in a 
blanket, and whipped by the ſcholars of Wet- 
minſter, is well known. Of his purging and 10 
miting, ſee A full and tiue account of a horrid Re- 
venge on the body of Edm. Curll, &c. in Switt 
and Pope's Miſcellanies. - ; 

Ver. 157. See in the circle next Eliza plac'd,} 
In this game is expoſed, in the moſt contemptueus 
manner, . the profligate licentiousneſs of thoſe ſhame- 
leſs ſcribblers (for the moſt part of that ſex which 
ought leaſt to be capable of ſuch malice or impudence) 
who, in libellous Memoirs and Novels, reveal the 
faults or misfortunes of both ſexes, to the ruin © 
public fame, or diſturbance of private happineſs 


bas good poet (by the whole caſt of his work dc 


Switt 


lac'd,] 
ptuou? 
hame- 
which 
dence) 
al the 
ruin Of 
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being 


Fair as before her works ſhe ſtands confeſs'd, 160 

In flowers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dreſs'd. 

The Goddeſs then: Who beſt can ſend on high 

© The ſalient ſpout, far ſtreaming to the ſky ; 

© His be yon Juno of myſtic ſize, 

* With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 

„This China Jordan let the chief o'ercome 165 

© Repleniſh, not ingloriouſly, at hom e.“ 
Oſborne and Curll accept the glorious ftrife, 

(Though this his ſon difſuades, and that his Wife. 

One on his manly confidence relies, 

One on his vigour and ſuperior ſize. 


1 


170 
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dbliged not to take off the Irony) where he could not 
ſhew his indignation, hath ſhewn his contempt, as 
much as poſſible; having here drawn as vile a pictur 


das could be repreſented in the colours of Epic poeſy. 


SCRIBL. 
Ibid. Eliza Haywood; this woman was authoreſs 


of thoſe moſt ſcandalous books called the Court of 


Caramania, and the New Utopia. For the two babes 
of love, ſee Cux LI, Key, p. 22. But whatever 
reflection he is pleaſed to throw upon this Lady, ſurely 
it was what from him ſhe little deſerved, who had cele- 
brated Curll's undertakings for Reformation of man- 
ners, and declared herſelf ©* to be ſo perfectly ac- 
&© quainted with the ſweetneſs of his diſpoſition, and 
© that tenderneſs with which he conſidered the er- 
& rors-of his fellow-creatures ;* that, though ſhe 
& ſhould find the little inadvertencies of her own life 
& recoyged in his papers, ſhe was certain it would 
& be done in ſuch a manner as ſhe could not but 
c approve.” rs. Haywood, Hiit, of Clar. 
printed in the Female Dunciad, p. 18. 

Ver, 160. Kirkall,] the name of an Engraver, 
Some of this Lady's works were printed in four vo- 
lumes in 12mo, with her picture thus dreſſed up 
before them. 

Ver. 167. Oſborne, Thomas] A bookſeller in 
Gray's-Inn, very well qualified by his impudence 
to act this part; therefore placed here inſtead of a 
leſs deſerving predeceſſor. [Chapman, the pub- 
liſher of Mrs: Hay wood's New Utopia, &c. This 
man publiſhed - advertiſements for a year together, 
pretending to ſell Mr, Pope's Subſcription books of 
Hemer's Iliad at half the price: Of which book 
he had none, but cut to the ſize of them (which 
was Quarto) the common books in folio, without 
Copp er- plates, on a worſe p2per, and never above 
half the value. 1 

Upon this advertiſement the Gazetteer harangued 
thus, July 6, 1739, ©* How melancholy muſt it 
« be to a Writer to be ſs unhappy as to ſee his 
© works hawked for ſale in a manner ſo fatal to his 
% fame! How, with honour to yourſelf, and juſ- 
© tice to your Subſcribers, can this be done! 
© What an Ingratitude to be charged on the Only 
„ honeſt Poet that lived in 17381 and than whom 
© Virtue has not had a ſhriller Trumpeter for many 
© ages! That you were once generally admired 
and edcemed, can be denied by none; but that 
*« you and your works are now deſpiſed, is verified 
© by this fadt:“ which being utterly falſe, did 
de not indeed much humble the Author, but drew this 
& juſt chaſtiſement on the Bookſeller. . 

Vor. VI. | £ f 


Orr 


19 


Firſt Oſborne lean'd againſt his letter'd poſt: 
It roſe, and labour'd to a curve at moſt. 
So Jove's bright bow diſplays its watery round 
(Sure fign that no ſpectator ſhall be dre vnd). 
A ſecond effort brought but new diſgrace, 
The wild Meander waſh'd the Artiſt's face : 
Thus the ſmall j-t, which haſty hands unlock, 
Spirts in the gardener's eyes who turns the cock. 
Not fo from ſh:melefs Curl; impetuous ſprea 
The ftream, and ſmoking flourich'd wer his head. 180 
So (fan. d like thee for turbulence and horns) 
Eridanus his humble fountain ſcorns ; J 
Through half the heavens he pours th' exalted urn; 
His rapid waters in their paſſage burn 

Swift es it mounts, all follow with their eyes: 185 
Still happy \mpudence obrains the prize. 
Thou triumph'ſt, Victor of the high-wrought day, 
And the pleas'd dame, ſ>f: ſmiling, lead'ſt away. 
Oiborne, through perfect modeſty o'ercome, 
Crovyn'd with the Jordan, walks contented home. 190 
ut now for Authors nobler palms remain; 


175 


Room for my Lord | three Jockeys in his train; 


Six huntſmen with a ſhout precede his chair: 
He grins, and looks broad nonſenſe with a tare. 
His Honour's meaning Dulneis thus expreſt, 195 
6 He wins this Patron who can tickle beſt.“ 

He chinks his purſe, and takes his feat of ſtate: 
With ready quills the Dedicators wait; 
Now at his head the dex'rous taſk commence, 
And, inſt int, fancy feels th* imputed ſenſe ; 
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, 

He ſtruts Adonis, and affects grimace : 


200 
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Ver. 137. Through half the heavens he pours 
th* exalted urn ;] In a manuſcript Dunciad (where 
are ſome marginal corrections of ſome gentlemen 
ſome time deceaſed) I have found another reading 
of theſe lines: thus, | 


« And lifts his urn, through half the heavens 
to flow; | 
« His rapid waters in their paſſ:ge glow.” 


This I cannot but think the right: For, firſt, 
the difference between burn and glow may ſeem not 
very material to others, to me I confeſs the latter 
has anelegance a je ne ſcay quuy, which is much eaſier 
to be conceived than explained. Secondly, every 
reader of our poet mutt have obſerved how fre- 
quenily he uſes this word glow in other parts of his 
works: To inſtance only in his Homer: 


(I.) Iliad ix. ver, 726—-With one reſentment 
glows. 
(2) Iliad xi. ver, 626 -—There the battle glows. 
(3.) Ibid. ver. 985.—The cloſing geſh thr in- 
Fant cea.'d to gl: w. 
(4.) Iliad xii. ver. 45.-—Encompais'd Hecor 
glows. 

(5.) Ibid, ver. 475.—His beating breaſt with ge- 
| nerous ardour glows. 
(6.) Iliad xvili. ver. 591. — Another art glw'd 

withgrefulgent arms. 
(7.) Ibid, ver, 634. — And curl'd on ver props 


in order glow. 
3 55 
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Rolli the feather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taſte dire&s our Operas 2 

Bentley his mouth with claſhc flattery opes, 205 

And the puff'd orator burſts out in tropes. | 

But Welſted moſt the Poet's healing balm 

Strives to extract from his ſoft, giving palm; 

Unlucky Welfted! thy unfeeling maſter, 

The more thou tickleſt, gripes his fiſt the faſter. 210 
While thus each hand promotes the pleaſing pain, 

And quick ſenſations ſkip from vein to vein ; . 

A youth unknown to Pheebus, in deſpair, 

Puts his laſt refuge all in heaven and prayer. 

What force have pious vows! The Queen of Love 

Her ſiſter ſends, her votareſs, from above, 215 

As, taughe by Venus, Paris learnt the art 

To touch Achilles? only tender part; 

Secure, through her, the noble prize to carry, 

e marches off, his Grace's Secretary. 220 
Now turn to different ſports (the Goddeſs cries) 
And learn, my ſons, the wondrous power of Noiſe. 

To move, to raiſe, to raviſh every heart, 
With Shakeſpeare's nature, or with J onſon's art, 


RYMARKS. 


I am afraid of growing too Iuxurĩant in examples, 
dr J could ſtretch this catalogue to a great extent; 
but theſe are enough to prove his fondneſs for this 
beautiful word, which, therefore, let all future 
editions replace here. 

Jam aware, after all, that burn is the proper 
word to convey an idea of what was faid to be Mr. 
Curll's condition at this time: But from that very 
reaſon I infer the direct contrary. For ſurely every 
Jover. of our author will conclude he had more hu- 


manity than to inſult a man on ſuch a misfortune or | 


calamity, which could never befal him purely by 
his own fault, but from an unhappy communication 
with another. 'This notcis half Mr. Theobald, half 
SCRIBL. 

Ver. 203. Paolo Antonio Rolli,] an Italian Poet, 
and writer of many Operas in that Language, 
which, partly by the help of his genius, prevailed 
in England near twenty years, He taught Italian to 
ſome fine Gentlemen, who affected to direct the 

)peras. 

Ver. 205. Bentley his mouth, &c.] Not ſpoken 
of the famous Dr. Richard Bentley, but of one 
Thomas Bentley, a ſmall critic, who aped his uncle 
In a little Horace. The great one was intended to 
dedicated to Lord Halifax, but (on a change of the 
Miniſtry) was given to the Earl of Oxford ; for 
Which reaſon the little one was dedicated to his fon 
the Lord Harley. 1 

Ver. 207. Welfted.] Leonard Welſted, author 
of the Triumvirate, or a Letter in verſe from Pa- 
læmon to Celia at Bath, which was meant for a ſa- 
tire on Mr. P. and ſome of his friends about the 
year 1718. [He writ other things which we can- 
not remember. Smedley, in his Metamorphoſis of 
Scrivlerus, mentions one, the Hymn of a Gentle- 
man to Lis Creator : And there was another in praiſe 
either of a Cellar or a Garret, L. W. characterized 
in the IIe Bafss, or the Art of Sinking, as a Di- 
dapper and after as an Eel, is ſald to be this perſon, 
by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 11, 1728, He 


was alſo characteriſed under another animal, a Mole, | ver, 126, 


POPE's POEM S. 


Let others aim: *Tis yours to ſhake the foul 225 
With thunder rumbling from the muſtard-bowl, 
With horns and tru:-pers now to madneſs ſwell, 
Now fink in ſorrows with a tolling bell! 

Such happy arts attention can command, 

When fancy flags, and ſenſe is at a ſtand. 230 
Improve we theſe. Three Cat-calis be the bribe 
Of him, whoſe chattering ſhames the Monkey tribe ; 
And his this Drum, whoſe hoarſe heroic baſs 


1 Drowns the loud clarion of the braying Aſs 


Now thouſand tongues are heard in one loud din: 


The Monkey-mimics ruſh diſcordant in; 23 


5 
"Twas chattering, grinning, mouthing, jabbering all, 
And Noiſe and Norton, Brangling and Breyal, 
Dennis and Diſſonance, and captious Art, 


And Snip-ſnap ſhort, and Interruption ſmart, 240 


And Demonſtratioa thin, and Theſes thick, 

And Major, Minor, and Conclufion quick. 

Hold (cry'd the Queen): A Cat-call each fhall win: 

Equal your merits! equal is your din! 

But that this well diſputed game may end, 245 

Sound forth, my Brayers, and the welkin rend. 
As when the long-car'd milky mothers wait 

At ſome fick miſer's triple-bolted gate, 

For their defrauded, abſent foals they make 

A moan ſo loud, that all the Guild awake; 250 

Sore ſighs Sir Gilbert, ſtarting at the bray, 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay: 

So ſwells each wind-pipe : Aſs intones to Aſs, 

Harmonic twang! of leather, horn, and braſs; 

Such as from iabouring lungs th' Enthuſiaſt blows, 

High ſounds, attemper'd to the vocal noſe; 233 

Or fuch as bellow from the deep Divine; 

There Webſter! peal'd thy voice, and Whitefield ! 

thine. 
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by the author of the enſuing Simile, which was 
handed about at the ſame time: 


© Dear Welſted, mark, in dirty hole, 
© That painful animal, a Mole: 

« Above ground never born to grow 
«© What mighty ſtir it keeps below | 
& To make a Mole-hill all his ftrife { 
„It digs, pokes, undermines for life. 
«© How proud a little dirt to ſpread; 

*© Conſcious of nothing o'er its head! 
& Till, labouring on for want-of eyes, 
ce It blunders into Light and dies.“ 


| You have him again in book iii. ver. 169. 


Ver. 226. With Thunder rumbling from the 
muſtard bowl,] The old way of making Thunder 
and Muftard were the ſame ; but ſince, it is more 
advantagenuſly performed by troughs of wood with 
ops in them. Whether Mr. Dennis was the in- 
ventor of that improvement, I know not; but it is 
certain, that being once at a Tragedy of a new au- 
thor, he fell into a great paſſion at hearing ſome, 
and cried, „ Sdeath ! that is my Thunder.” 

Ver. 238. Norton,] See ver. 417.—}J. Durant 
Breval, Author of a very extraordinary Book of 
Travels, and ſome Poems, See before, Note on 
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But far o'er all ſonorous Blackmore*s ſtrain; | This labour paſt, by Bridewell all deſcend, 
Walls, fteeples, ſkies, bray back to him again. 269 | (As morning-prayers and flagellation end) 270 
In Tottenham fields, the Brethren, with amaze, 
Price all their ears up, and forget to graze } * 
Long Chancery-lane retentive rolls the ſound, 


And courts to courts return it round and round; < (ſays he) have their Hints without thoſe motions 
I hames wafts it thence to Rufus roaring hall, 265 | « of fury and pride of ſoul, becauſe they want fire 
And Hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl, cc enough to agitate their ſpirits z and theſe we call 
All hail him victor in both gifts of ſong, © cold writers. Others who have a great deal of 
Who ſings ſo loudly, and who ſings ſo long. © fire, but have not excellent organs, feel the fore- 
s c mentioned motions, without the extraordinary 
4 hints; and theſe we call fuſtian writers. But he 
| «<< declaes that Sir Richard had neither the Hints 
Ver. 258. Webſter—and Whitefield }] [The „“ nor the Motions.“ Remarks on Prince Arthur, 
one the writer of a News- paper called the Weekly octevo, 1696, Preface. 
Miſcellany, the other a Field-preacher. This This gentleman in his firſt works abuſed the cha- 
thought the only means of advancing Religion wae , rater of Mr. Dryden; and in his laſt, of Mr. 
by the New-birth of ſpiritual madneſs: That by Pope, accuſing him in very high and ſober terms of 
the old death of fire and faggot: and therefore they profaneneſs and immorality (Eday on Polite Writ- 
agteed in thi-, though in no other earthly thing, to ing, vol. ii. p. 270.) on a mere report from Edm. 
abuſe all the ſober Clergy. From the ſmall ſucceſs | Cur}l, that he was author of a Traveſtie on the 
of theſe two extraordinary perſons, we may learn firſt Pſalm. Mr. Dennis took up the ſame report, but 
how ?ittle hurtful Bigotry and Enthuſiaſm are, while | with the addition of what Sir Richard had neglected, 


REMARKS. 


REMARKS. 


the Civil Magiſtrate prudently forbears to lend his an Argument to prove it; which being very curious, 


power to the one, in order to the employing it againſt | we ſhall here tranſcribe. It was he who bur- 


0 


the other.] 6 Jeſqued the Pſalms of David. It is apparent 


Ver. 263. Long Chancery-lane] The place where 
the offices of Chancery are kept. The long detention 
of Clients in that Court, and the difficulty of get - 
ting out, is humourouſly allegorized in theſe lines. 

Ver. 268. Who ſings ſo loudly, and who ſings 
fo long.] A juſt character of Sir Richard Black- 
more, knight, who (as Mr. Dryden expreſſeth it) 


« Writ to the rumbling of his coach's wheels; 


and whoſe indefatigable Muſe produced no leſs than 
fix Epic-poems : Prince and King Arthur, twenty 
books; Eliza, ten; Alfred, twelve; the Redeemer, 
ſix; beſides Job, in folio; the whole Book of 
Pſalms; the Creation, ſeven books; Nature of 
Man, three books; and many more. It is in this 
ſenſe he is Ryled afterwards the everlaſting Black 
more. Notwithſtanding all which, Mr. Gildon ſeems 
aſſured, © that this admirable author did not think 
*« himſelf upon the ſame foot with Homer.“ 
Comp. Art. of Poetry, vol. i. p. 108. 

But how different is the judgment of the author 
of Characters of the Times? p. 25. who ſays, 
« Sir Richard Blackmore is unfortunate in happen- 
ing to miſtake his proper talents; and that he has 
© not for many years been fo much as named, or cven 
de thought of among writers.” Even Mr. Dennis 
differs greatly from his friend Mr. Gildon + 
Blackmore's Action (faith he) has neither unity, 
nor integrity, nor morality, nor univerſality ; 
« ana conſequently. he can have no Fable, and no 
Reroic Poem : His Narration is neither probable, 
delightful, nor wonderful; his characters have 
none of the neceſſary qualifications; the things 
contained in his narration are neither in their own 
nature delightful, nor numerous enough, nor 
rightly diſpoſed, nor ſurpriſing, nor pathetic.— 
Nay he proceeds ſo far as to ſay Sir Richard has no 
Genius, firſt laying down, that „ Genius is cauſed 
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« by a furious joy ard pride of foul, on the con- 


% to me that Pſalm was burlefqued by a Popith 
« rhymeſter. Let rhyming perſons who have been 
& brought up Proteſtants' be otherwiſe what they 


e will, let them be rakes, let them be ſcoundrels, 
cc Jet them be Atheiſts, yet education has made an 


c invincible impreſſion. on them in behalf of the 
« ſacred writings But a Popiſh rhymeſter has been 
cc brought up with a contempt tor thoſe ſacred 
« writings; nov ſhew me another Popiſh rhymefter 
« but he.” This manner of argumentation is uſual 
with Mr, Dennis; he has employed the ſame againſt 
Sir Richard himſelf, in a like charge of Impiety 
and Irreligion. “ All Mr. Blackmore's celeſtial 
«© Mackines, as they cannot be defended fo much 
c as by common received opinion, ſo are they di- 
« rectly contrary to the doctrine of the church of 
« England; for the viſible deſcent of an Angel 
c muſt be a miracle. Now it is the doctrine of the 
ce Church of England that miracles had ceaſed a 
« long time before Prince Arthur came into the 
cc world. Now if the do&rine of the Church of 
« England be true, as we are obliged. to believe, 


cc then are all the celeſtial machines in Prince Ar- 


ce thur unſufferable, as wanting not only human, 
« but diving probability. But if the machines are 
« ſufferable, that is, if they have ſo much as di- 
4 vine probability, then it follows of neceſſity that 
« the doctrine of the Church is falſe, So I leave 
cc it toevery impartial Clergyman, to conſider, &c. 
Preface to the Remarks on Prince Arthur. 

Ver. 270. (As morning prayer and flagellation 
end)] It is between eleven and twelve in the morn- 
ing, after church ſervice, that the criminals are 


whipt in Bridewell.— This is to. mark punQually 


the time of the day: Homer does it by the circum- 
ſtance of the Judges riſing from eourt, or of the 
labourers dinner: our author by one very proper 
both to the Perſons and the Scene of his poem, which 


we may remember commenced on the evening of 


the Lors-mayor's day: The firſt book paſſed in that 


% <«piign of an extraordinary Bint. Many wen pight; the next moraing the games begin in ths. 
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4 A peck of coals a- piece ſhall glad the reſt.” 
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To where Fleet-ditch with diſemboguing ſtreams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 
The King of dykes! than whom no ſluice of mud 
With deeper ſable blots the filver flood. 275 


< Here ſtrip, my children! here at once leap in, 


«© Here prove who beſt can daſh through thick and 


16 thin, 
« And who the moſt in love of dirt excel, 
«© Or dark dexterity of gropirg well. 


& Who flings molt filth, and wide pollutes around 


„The ſtrezm, be his the Weekly Journals bound; 
4 A pig ef lead to him who dives the belt ; 


In nake| majeſt; Oldmizon ſtands, 


And, Milo-lixe, ſurveys his arms and hands; 


REMARKS. 


Strand, thence along Fleet- ſtreet (places inhabited by 


Bookſellers) then they proceed by Dridewell toward 
Fleet-ditch, and laſtly through Ludzate to the City 
and the Temple of the Goddeſs. * 

Ver. 280, the Weekly Journals] Papers of news 
and ſcandal intermixed, on different ſides and parties, 
and frequently ſhiſting from one fide to the other, 
called the London Journal, Britiſh Journal, Daily 


Journal, &c. the concealed writers of which for 
- Jome time were Oldmixon, Roome, Arnall, Con- 


canen, and others; perſons never ſeen by our au- 
thor. 
Ver. 283. In naked majeſty Oldmixon ſtands, ] 
Mr. Joun OL. Dixon, next to Mr. Dennis, the 
moſt ancient Critic of our Nation; an unjuſt cen- 
ſurer of Mr. Addiſon in his proſe Eflay on Criticiſm, 
whom alſo in his imitation of Bouhours (called the 
Arts of Logic and Rhetoric) he miſrepreſents in 
plain matter of fact; for in p. 45. he cites the 
Spectator as abuſing Dr. Swift by name, where there ĩs 
mot the leaſt hint of it; and in p. 304. is ſo injurious as 
to ſuggeſt that Mr. Addiſon himſelf writ that Tatler, 
No. 43. which ſays of his own Sinile, that “It is 
Ec as great as ever entered into the mind of man.“ 
6 In Poetry he was not ſo happy #5 laborious, and 
ec therefore characteriſed by. the Tatler, No. 62. 
c by the name of Omicron the Unborn Poet.“ 
Curll, Key, p. 13. He writ Dramatic works, 
4e and a volume of Poctry conſiſting of heroic 
<< Epiſtles, &c. ſome whereot were very well done, 
Jaid that great Judge, Mr. Jacob, in his Lives of 
Poets, vol. ii. p. 303. | 
In his Eſſay on Criticiſm, and the Aits of Logic 
and Rhetoric, he frequently reflects on our Author 
But the top of his character was a Perverter of 
Hiſtory, in that ſcandalous one of the Stuarts in 
folio, and his Critical Biftory of England, two vo- 
jumes octavo. Being employed by Biſhop Kennet 


An publiſhing the hiſtorians in his collection, he fal fi- 


Sed Daniel's Chronicle in numberleſs places. Vet 
this very man, in the preface to the firſt of theie 


books, advanced a particular fact to charge three 


eminent perſons of falſifying the Lord Clarendon's 
Hiſtory; which fect has been diſproved by Dr. At- 
tei bury, late Biſhop ot Rocheſter, then the only 
ſurvivor of them; and the particular part he pre- 
tended to be falſified, produced fince, after almoſt 
ninety years, in that noble author's original manu- 


ciipt. He was all his lie a virulent Party» weiter / 


\ 


| 


Then fighing thus, “And am I no three. ſcore? 


„ four?" 285 
He faid, and cli-nb'd a ſtranded lighter's height, 
Shot to the black abyſs, and plurg'd downright. 
The Senior's judgment all the crowd admire, 


Next Smedley div'd ; fiow circles dinipled o'er 
The quaking mud, that clos'd and op'd no more. 
All look, all ſigh, and call on Smedley luſt; 
Smedley in.vain reſounds through all the coaſt. 

Then * * effay'd ; ſcarce vaniſh'd out of fight, 


He bavys up inſtant, and returns to light: 


He bears no tokens of the ſabler ſtreams, | 

Aed mounts far off among the Swans of Thames, 
True to the bottom, ſee Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-winded, native of the deep: 309 

If perſeverance gain the Diver's prize, 

Not everlaſting Blackmore this denies ; 


RrMARKS. 


for hire, and received his reward in a. ſmall place, 
which he enjoyed to his death. 

Ver. 291 Next Smedley div'd;] In the ſurrep- 
titious editions, this whole Epiſode was applied to 
an initial letter E—, by whom if they meant the 
Laureate, nothing was more abſurd, no part agree- 
ing with his character. The allegory evidently de- 
| mands a perſon dipped in ſcandal, and deeply im- 
merſ:d in dirty work; whereas Mr. Euſden's writ- 
ings rarely offended but by their length and mulii- 
tude, and accordingly ate taxed of nothing elſe in 
book i. ver. 102. But the perſon - here mentioned, 
an Iriſhman, was author and publither of many ſcur- 
rilous Pieces, a weekly Whitevall Journal, in the 
year 1722, in the name of Sir James Baker; and 
particularly whole volumes of Pillingſgate againſt 
Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana and 
Alexandriana, printed in octavo, 1728. 

Ver. 295. Then * * effay'd;] A gentleman of 
genius and ſpirit, who was ſecretly dipt in ſome 


panegytic inſtead of a ſatire, as deſerving to be bet- 
ter employed than in party-quarrels, and perſonal 
invectives. 

Ver. 299. Concaren] MAT TUHIWCoNcAN Ex, 
an Iriſhm in, bred to the law. Smedley (one of his 
brethren in enmity to Swift) in his Metamorphoſis of 
Scriblerus, p. 7. accuſes him of © having boaſted of 
© what he had not written, but others had reviſed 
© and done for him.“ He was author of - ſeveral 
dull and dead ſcurrilities in the Britiſh and London 
Journals, and in a paper called the Speculatiſt. 
In a pamphlet, called a Supplement ts the Profound, 


whien he might indeed ſeem in ſome degree account- 
able, having corrected what that gentleman did) 
but thoſe of the Duke of Buckingham, and others: 
To this rare piece ſomebody humourouſly cauſed kim 
to take for his motto, De profundis clamavi.” 
He was fince a hired Scribblcr in the Daily Courant, 
where he poured forth much Billingſgate againſt 
the Lord Bolingbreke, and others; aſter which this 


man was ſurpriſingly promoted to adminiſter Jultice 
and Law im. Jamaica, 


© Ah, why, ye Gods! ſhould two and two make 


Who, but to fink the deeper, roſe the higher, 290 


| papers of this kind, on whom our poet beftows a - 


he dealt very unfairly with our Poet, not only fre- 
quenily imputing to him Mr. Broome's verſes (for 


POPE's POEMS. 


No noiſe, no ſtir, no motion canſt thou make, 

rh' unconſcious ſtream ſleeps o'er thee like a lake. 
Next plung'd a feeble, but a deſperate pack, 305 

With each a fickly brother at his hack: 

Sons of a Day ! juſt buoyant on the flood, 

Then number'd wich the puppies. in the mud. 

Aſk ye their names? I could as ſoon diſcloſe 

The names of theſe blind puppies as of thoſe. 3 10 

Faſt by, like Niobe (her children gone) 

Sit Mother Oſborne, ſtupify d to ſtone ! 

And Monumental Braſs this record bears, 

« Theſe are—ah no! theſe were the Gazetteers!“ 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 306, 307. With each a fickly brother at his 
back: — Sons of a day, &c.] Theſe were daily 
Papers, a number of which, to leſſen the expence, 
were printed one on the back of another. 

Ver. 312. Ofborne] A name aſſumed by the 
eldeſt and graveſt of theſe writers, who, at laſt, 
being aſhamed of his Pupils, gave his paper over, 
and in age remained ſilent. : 

Ver. 314. Gazetteers] We ought not to ſuppoſe 
that a modern Critic here taxeth che Poet with an 
Anachroniſm, affirming theſe Gazetteers not to have 
lived within the time of his pvem, and challenging 
us to produce any ſuch paper of that date. But we 
may with equal aſſurance aſſert theſe Gazetteers not 
to have lived ſince, and challenge all the learned world 
to produce one ſuch paper at this day. Surely there- 
fore, where point is ſo obſcure, our author ought 
not to be cenſured too raſhly. 

SCRIBL. 

Notwithſtanding this affected ignorance of the 
good Scriblerus, the Daily Gazetteer was a title 
given very properly to certain papers, each of which 
laſted but a day. Into this, as a common fink, 


was received all the traſh, which had been before 


diſperſed in ſeveral Journals, and circulated at the 
puvlic expence of the nation. The authors were 
the ſame obſcure ment though ſometimes relieved 
by occaſjonal eſſays from Stateſmen, Courtiers, Bi- 
ihops, Deans, and Doctors. The meaner ſort were 
rewarded with Money; others with Places or Be- 
nefices, from an hundred to a thouſand a-year. It 
appears from the Report ot the Szeret Committee 
for inquiring into the Conduct of R. Earl of O. 
That no leſs than fifty thouſand ſeventy- ſeven 
pounds eighteen ſhillings, were paid to Authors 
« and Printers of Newſpapers, ſuch as Free Bri- 
tons, Daily Courants, Corn Cutter's Journals, 
« Gazetteers, ani other political papers, between 
Feb. 10, 1731, and Feb. 10, 1741.“ Which 
ſhews the Benevolence of one Miniſter, to have 
ex-ended, for the current dullneſs of ten years in 
Brirain, double the ſum which gained Louis XIV. 
lo much honour, in annual Penſions to Learned men 
ail over Europe. In which, and in a much longer 
time, not a Penſion at a Court, nor Preferment in 
the Church or Univerſities, of any Conſideration, 
was beſtowed on any man diſtinguiſhed for his Learn- 
ing ſeparately from Party-<mecit, or Pampilct- 
writing. 

It_is worth a reflection, that of all the Pane- 
gyrics beſtowed by theſe writers on this great Miniſ- 
der, not one is at this day extaut or remembered, 


a 43 


Not fo bold Arnall; with a weight of ſkull, 31 5 
Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 
Whirlpools and ſtorms his circling arm inveſt, 
With all the might of gravitation bleſt. 
No crab more active in the dirty dance, 
Dewnwatrd to climb, and backward to advance, 320 
He brings up half the bottom on his head, 
And loudly claims the Jeurnals and the Lead. 
The plunging Prelate, and his ponderous Grace, 
With holy envy gave one Layman place. 
When lo! a burſt of thunder ſhook the flood, 32 5 
Slow roſe x form, in majeſty of Mud; 
Shaking the horrors of his ſable brows, 
And each ferocious feature grim with ooze, 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal ſtares; 
Then thus the wonders of the deep declares: 330 
Firſt he relates, how ſinking to the chin, 
Smit with his mien, the Mud-nymphs ſuck'd him 
in; 


RrMaAnKs, 


not even ſo much credit done to his Per ſonal cha- 
rafter by all they have written, ae by one ſhort oc- 
caſional compliment of our Author: 


cc Seen him I have; but in his happier hour 

© Of ſocial Pleaſure, ill exchang'd for Power ? 
«© Seen him, uncumber'd by the Venal Tribe, 
«© Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe."? 


+. 

Ver. 315. Arnall.] WiLLIaM ARNALL, bred 
an Attorney, was a perfect genius in this ſort of 
work. He began under twenty with furious Party- 
papers; then ſucceeded Concanen in the Britiſh 
Journal. At the firſt publication of the Dunciad, 
he prevailed on the author not ro give him his due 
place in it, by a letter profeſſing his deteſtation of 
ſuch practices as his Predeceſſor's. But ſince, by 
the moſt unexampled infolence, and perſonal abuſe 
of ſeveral great nen, the Poet's particular friends, 
he moſt amply deſerved a niche in the Temple of 
Infamy : Witneſs a paper, called the Free Briton, 
a Dedication intituled, To the Genuine Blunderer, 
1732, and many others, He, writ for hire, and 
valued himſelf upon it; not indeed without cauie, 
it appearing by the aforeſaid REPORT, that he re- 
ceived „ for Free Britons, and other writings, in 
&« the ſpace of four years, no leſs than ten thouſand 
c nine hundred and ninety-ſeven pounds fix ſhil- 
e lings and eight pence, out of the Treaſuiy.“— 
But frequently, through his fury or folly, he ex- 
cecded all the buunds of his commiſſion, and cvl:g :4 
his honourable Patron to dilaveow his feurrtt- 
lities, | 

Ver. 32 3. The plunging Prelate, &c.] It hav- 
ing been invidiouſly infinuared that by tais Title was 
meant a truly great Prelate, as reſpeCable for his 
defence of the preſent balance of power in the ctvi} 
conititution, as for his eppoſition to the Scheme of 
no power at all, in the religious; 1 owe ſo much to 
the memory of my deceatee friend as 70 dectate, 
that when, a little before his death, J infor med ia 
of this infinuation, he ealled it vile and malicicus, 
as any candid Man, he ſeid, might underſtand, by 
his having paid a willing compliment i %s ity 


* * ” * * * 
- - * + „ 412 
prelue in another part o: u oem. 
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peng. 


454 | POPE*'s 


How young Lutetia, ſofter than the down, 
Wigrina black, and Merdamante brown, 
Vy'd for his love in jetty bowers below, 3235 
As Hylas fair was raviſh'd long ago. | 
Then ſung, how, ſhown him by the Nut-brown 
maids, 
A branch of Styx here riſes from the Shades 
That, tinctur'd as it runs with Lethe's ſtreams, 
And wafting Vapours from the land of dreams 340 
(As under ſeas Alpheus' ſecret ſluice 
Bears Piſa's offering to his Arethuſe) 
Pours into Thames: and hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave: 
Here briſker vapours o'er the TEM Y I x creep, 345 
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and ſleep. 
Thence to the banks where reverend bards repoſe, 
They led him ſoft ; each reverend bard aroſe ; 
And Milbourne chief, deputed by the reſt, 
Gave him the caſſock, ſurcingle, and veſt. 350 
& Receive (he ſaid) theſe robes which once were 
mines 
& Dulneſs is ſacred in à ſound Divine.” 
He 3 and ſpread the robe; the crowd con- 
feſs N 
The reverend Flamen in his lengthen'd dreſs. 
Around him wide a ſabie Army ſtand, 355 
A low-born cell-bred, ſelfiſh, ſervile band, 
Prompt or to guard or ſtab, to ſaint or damn, 
Heaven's Swiſs, who fight for any God, or Man. 
Thro' Lud's fa:n'd gates, along the well-known 
F leet, , > 
Rolls the black troop, and overſhades the ſtreet, 360 
Till ſhowers of Sermons, Characters, Eflays, 
In circling fleeces whiten all the ways! | 
So clouds, repleniſh'd from ſome bog below, 
Mount in dark volumes, and deſcena in ſnow. 


RrxMARKXs. 


Ver. 349. And Milbourn] Luke Milbeurne, a 


Clergyman, the faireſt of Critics ; who, when he 
wrote againſt Mr. Dryden's Virgil, did him juſtice 
in printing at the ſame time his own tranſlations of 
him, which were intolerable. His manner of writ- 
ing has a great reſemblance with that of the Gentle- 
men of the Dunciad againſt our author, as will 
be ſeen in the Parallel of Mr. Dryden and him. Ap- 

Ver. 355. Around him wide, &c ] It is to be 
hoped that the ſatire in theſe lines will be underſtood 


in the confined ſenſe in which the Author meant it, 


of ſuch only of the Clergy, who, though ſolemnly 
engaged in the ſervice of Religion, dedicate them- 
1. ives tor venal and corrupt ends to that of Miniſters 
or Factions; and though educated under an entire 
Ignorance of the world, aſpire to interfere in the 
government of it, and conſequently to diſturb and 
diforder it; in which they fall ſhort of their Pre- 
deceſſors only by being inveſted with much leſs of 
that power and authority, which they employed in- 
differently (as is hinted in the lines above) either in 
ſupporting arbitrary power, or in exciting rebellion ; 
in canonizing the vices of Tyrants, or in blackcn- 
ing the virtues of Patriots; in corrupting reli gion 
by ſuperſtition, or betrayipg it by libertiniſm, as ei- 


ther was thought beſt to ſerve the ends of policy, 


or Hatter the foliies of the Great. 


POEMS, 


Here ſtopt the Goddeſs ; and in pomp proctaims 353 
| A gentler exerciſe to cloſe the games. 
© Ye Critics! in whoſe heads, as equa! ſcales, 
6 ] weigh what author's heavineſs prevails : 
«© Which moſt conduce to ſooth the ſoul in ſlumbers, 
« My Henley's periods, or my Blackmore's num- 
bere, | 
C Attend the trial we propoſe to make: 371 
© If there be man, who o'er ſuch works can wake, 
© Sleep's all-ſubduing charms who dares defy, 
& And boaſts Ulyſſes? ear with Argus” eye; 
To him we grant our ampleſt powers, to fit 375 
& judge of all preſent, paſt, and future wit; 
4 To cavil, cenſure, diate, right or wrong, 
4e Full and eternal privilege of tongue.” 
Three College Sophs and three pert Templars 
Came, 
The ſame their talents, and their taſtes the ſame; 389 
Each prompt to query, anſwer, and debate, 
And ſmit with love of Poeſy and Prate. 
The ponderous books two gentle readers bring ! 
The heroes fit, the vulgar form a ring. 
The clamorous crowd is huſh'd with mugs of Mum, 
Till all, tun'd equal, ſend a general hum. 385 
Then mount the Clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long heavy, painful page drawl on; 
Soft creeping, words on words, the ſenſe compoſe, 
At every line they ſtretch, they yawn, they done. 
As to ſoft gales top-heavy pines bow low 390 
Their heads, and lift them as they ceaſe to blow; 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline, 
As breathe, or pauſe, by fits, the airs divine. 


And now to this ſide, now to that they nod, 395 


As verſe, or-proſe, infuſe the drowſy God. 


Thrice Budgel aim'd to ſpeak, but, thrice ſuppreſt 


By potent Arthur, knock'd his chin and breaſt, x 
Toland and Tindal, prompt at prieſts to jeers 
| Yet filentbow'd to . Chriſt's No kingdom here. 409 


, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 397. Thrice Budgel aim'd to ſpeak,] Fa- 
mous for his ſpeeches on many occaſions about the 
South Sea ſcheme, &c. © He is a very ingenious 
de gentleman, and hath written ſome excellent 
c« Epilogues to plays, and one ſmall piece on Love, 
© which is very pretty.“ Jacob, Lives of Poets, vol. ü. 
p. 289. But this gentleman ſince made himſelf 
much more eminent, and perſonally well known to 
the greateſt Stateſmen of all parties, as well as to 
all the Courts of Law in this nation. 

Ver. 399. Toland and Tindal, ] Two perſons not 
ſo happy as to be obſcure, who writ againſt the Re- 
ligion of their Country. Toland, the author of the 
Atheiſt's liturgy, called Pantheifticon, was 3 175 
in pay of Lord Oxford. Tindal was the author of 
the Rights of the Chriſtian Church, and Chriſ- 
tianity as old as the Creation. He alſo wrote an 
abuſive pamphlet againſt Earl 8——, which was 
ſuppreſſed white yet in MS. by an eminent perfor, 
then out of the miniftry, to whom he ſhewed ty 
expecting his approbation : This Doctor ee 
publiſhed the ſame piece, mutatis mutandis, again 
that very perſon, # hp 

Ver. ro Chriſt's No kingdom, &c.] This 13 
ſaid by Curll, Key to Nunc. to allude to a ſermon 
of a reverend Biſhop. 


POPE's POEMS. | 1 


Who ſate the neareſt, by the words o'ercome, 

Slept firſt, the diſtant nodded td the hum. 

Then down are roll'd the books; ſtretch'd a'erthem 
8 lies 

Fach gentle clerk, and muttering ſeals his eyes, 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 405 

One circle firſt, and then a ſecond makes; 

What Dulneſs dropt among her ſons impreſt 

Like motion from one circle to the reſt: 

So from the mid-moſt the nutation ſpreads 

Round and more round, o'er all the fea of heads. 410 

At laſt Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himſelf unfiniſh'd left his tale, 

Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o'er, 

Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more; 

Norton from Daniel and Oſtrœa ſprung, 415 

Bleſs'd with his father's front, and mother's tongue 

Hung filent down his never-bluſhing head 

And all was huih'd, as Folly's felf lay dead. 

Thus the ſoft gifts of Sleep conclude the day, 
And ſtretch'd on bulks, as uſual, Poets lay, 420 
Why mould I fing, what Bards the nightly Muſe 
Did lumbering viſit, and convey. to ſtews z 


REMARKS» 


Ver. 411. Centlivre] Mrs. Sufanna Centlivre, 
wife to Mr Centlivre, Yeoman of the Mouth to 
his Majeſty. She writ many Plays, and a ſong, 
(ſays Mr. Jacob, vol. i. p. 32) before ſhe was 
ſeven years old. She alſo writ a Ballad againſt Mr. 
Pcpe's Homer, before he began it. | 

Ver. 413. Boyer the State, and Law the Stage 
gave o'er, A. Boyer, a voluminous compiler of 
Annals, Political Collections, &c.— William Law, 
A M. wrote with great zeal againſt the Stage; 
Mr. Dennis anſwered him with as great: Their 
books were printed in 1726. The ſame Mr. Law 
is author of a book intituled. An Appeal to all that 
doubt of or diſbelieve the truth of the Goſpel; in 
which he has detailed a Syſtem of the rankeſt Spi- 
noziſm, for the moſt exalted Theology; and amonſt 
other things as rare, has informed us of this, that 
Sir [ſaac Newton ſtole the principles of his philo- 
ſophy from one Jacob Behmen, a German Cobler. 


Ver. 414. Morgan] A writer againſt Religion, 


diſtinguiſhed no otherwiſe from the rabble of his 


tribe, than by the pompouſneſs of his title; for 


having ſtolen his morality from Tindal, and his 
Philoſophy from Spinoſa, he calls himſelf, by the 
courteſy of England, a Moral Philoſopher. : 

Ibid Mandevil] This writer, who prided him- 
ſelf in the reputation of an Immoral Philoſopher, 
was author of a famous book called the Fable of the 
Bees; written to prove, that Moral Virtue is the 
Invention of knaves, ana Chriftian Virtue the Im- 
poſition of fools 3 and that Vice is neceſſary, and 
alone ſufficient to reader Society flouriſhiag and 
happy. IS : 

Ver. 415. Norton,] Norton De Foe, off pring of 
the famous Daniel, Fortes creantur fortibus. One 
of the authors of the Flying Poſt, in which well 
bred work Mr. P. had ſome time the honour to be 
abuſed with his betters; and of many hired ſcur- 
rilines and daily papers, to which he never ſet his 
name. EE 


Who prouder march'd with magiſtrates in tate, 

To ſome fam'd round-houſe, ever-open gate! 

How Henley lay infpir'd beſide a fink, 425 
And to mere mortals ſeem'd a Prieſt in drink 
While others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 

( Haunt of the Muſes) made their ſafe retreat. 


D U f ameb 
BOOK Taiz THIRD. 


ARGUMENT. 


AFTER the other perſons are diſpoſed in their pro- 
Per places of reft, the Goddeis tranſports the King 
to her Temple, and there lays him to ſlumber with 
his head en her lap; a poſttion of marvellous vir- 
tue, which cauſeth all the I ſions of wild en- 
thufiaſts, projectors, politicians, inamoratos, caſtle- 
builders, chemiſts, and poets. He is i mmediately 
carried on the wvings of Fancy, and led by a mad 
Peerical Sibyl, to the Elyfian ſhade ; where, on 
the bank; of Lethe, the ſouls of the dul are dip- 
fed by Bawvius, before their entrance into this 
world, There he is met by the ghoſt of Settle, and 
by him made acquainted with the wonders of the 
Place, and with theſe which he himjelf is deflined 
to perform, He takes him to a Mount of Vifiony 


the Empire of Dulneſs, then the preſent, ard 
laſtly the future: haw ſmall a fart of the world 
was ever conquered by Science, how ſoon theſe 
conqueſts ene ſtopped, and thoſe very nations 
again reduced to her dominion. Then diſtin- 
gui/hing the Iſland of Great Britain, ie us by 
what aids, by what perſons, and by what degrees, 


Þerſons he cauſes to paſs in 1eview before his eyes, 
deſcribing each by tis proper figure, character, 
and qualfications, On a judden the Scene fhifts, 
and a wafi number of miracles and prodigies ap- 
Pear, utterly ſurpriſing and unknown to the K. ing 
41 mſelf, till they are explained to be the wonders 
of kis own reign now commencing. On this ſub- 
Jeet Settle breaks into a congratulatiou, yer not 
unmixed with concern, that his own times were 
but the types of theſes He prophefies how firſt 
the nation /hall be over-run with Farces, Operas, 
and Shows; how the Throne of Dulneſs ſhall be 
adwanced over the Theatres, and ſet up even at 
Curt: then how her ſons ſhall frejide in the ſeats 
of Arts and Sciences: giving a glimpſe, or Piſgak 
fight, of the future Fulneſs of her Glory, the ac- 
compliſkment wheres is the ſubje& of the fourth and 
laſt Baok. | 


REMAREKS. 


Ver. 427. Fleet] A priſon for inſol vent Debtors 


on the bank of the Ditch. 


from whence he ſhews him the faft triumphs of 


it Mall be brought to her Empire. Some of the 
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BUT in her Temple's laſt receſs inclos'd, 

On Dulneſs? lap th* Anvinted head repos'd. 
Him cloſe ſhe curtains round with Vapours blue, 
And ſoft beſprinkles with Cimmerian dew, 

Then raptures high the ſeat of Senſe o'erflow, 5 
Which only heads refin'd from Reaſon know. 
Hence, from the firaw where Bedlam's Prophet 
nods, ; 

He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods: 
Hence the Fool's Paradiſe, the Stateſman's Scheme, 
"The air-built Caſtle, and the golden Dream, 10 
The maid's romantic wiſh, the Chemiſt's flame, 
And Poet*s viſion of eternal Fame. 

And nov, on Fancy's eaſy wing convey*d, 
The King deſcending, views th* Elyſian Shade. 
A lip-ſhod Sibyl led his ſteps along, 
In lofty madneſs medit»ting ſong ; 
Her treſſes ſtaring from Poetic dreams, 
And never waſh'd, but in Caſtalia's ſtreams, 


REMARKS, 


Ver. &, 6, &c.] Hereby is intimated that the 
following Vifion is no more than the chimera of the 
dreamer's brain, and not a real or intended ſatire on 
the preſent Age, doubtleſs more learned, more en- 
lightened, and more abounding with great Ge- 
niuſes in Divinity, Politics, and whatever arts and 
ſciences, than all the preceding. For fear of any 
ſuch miſtake of our Poet's honeſt meaning, be hath 
again, at the end of the Viſion, repeated this mo- 
nition, ſaying that it all paſſed through the Ivory 
gate, which (accoading to the Ancients) denoteth 
Falſity. i 

SCRIBL. 

How much the good Scriblerus was miſtaken, 
may be ſeen from the fourth Book, which, it is 
plain from hence, he had never ſeen. 

BexTL. 

Ver. 15. A flip-ſhod Sibyl] This allegory is ex- 
tremely juſt, no conformation of the mir.d ſo much 
ſubjecting it to real Madneſs, as that which pro- 
duces real Dulneſs. Hence we find the religicus 
(as well as the poetical) Enthuſiaſts of all ages were 
ever, in their natural ſtate, moſt heavy and lumpiſi; 
but on the leaſt application of heat, they ran like 
lead, which of all metals falls quickeſt into fuſion. 
Whereas fire in a Genius is truly Promethean, it 


does well-tempered ſteel) for the neceſſary impreſ- 
ſions of art. But the common people have been 
taught (1 do not know on what foundation) to re- 
gard Lunacy as a mark of Wit, juſt as the Turks 
and our modern Methodiſts do of Holineſs. But 
if the cauſe of Madneſs aſſigned by a great Philo- 
pher be true, it will unavoidably fall upon the 


dunces. He ſuppoſes it to be the dwelling over leng 
on one object or idea: New as this attention is oc- 


caſioned either by Grief or Study, it will be fixed 
by Dulneſs; which hath not quickneſs = gh to 
comprehend what it ſe“ OE EN gour 


enough to divert the im ak | 


anents, 


the whole courſe of this Poem. 
burts not its conſtituent parts, but only fits it (as it 


POEMS. 


Taylor, their better Chron, lends an car 

(Once ſwan of Thames, though now he Tings no 
| more.) 

Benlowes, propitious ſtill to Blockheads, bows; 21 

And Shadwell nods the Poppy on his brows. 

Here, in a duſky vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavius fits, to dip poetic ſouls, a 

And blunt the ſenſe, and fit it for a ſkull 25 

Of ſolid proof, impenetrably dull: 

Inſtant, when dipt, away they wing their flight, 


Where Brown and Meers unbar the gates of Light, 
| Demand new bodies, and in Calf's array, 


Ruſh to the world, impatient for the day, 30 
Millions and millions on theſe bauks he views, 
Thick as the ſtars of night, or morning dews, 


RE MARES. 


Ver. 19. Taylor, ] John Taylor the Water- poet, 


an honeſt man, who owns he learned not ſo much 
as the Accidence: A rare example of modeſty in a 


Poet! 


# 
© I muſt confeſs I do want eloquence, 
6% And never ſcarce did learn my Accidence! 
«© For having got from poſſum to poſſet, 
« I there was gravel'd, could no farther get.“ 


He wrote fourſcore books in the Reign of James l. 
and Charles I. and afterwards (like Edward Ward) 
_ an Ale-houſe in Long-Are, He died in 
hd «OS 1 

Ver. 21. Benlowes,] A country gentleman fa- 
mous for his own bad Poetry, and for patronizing 
bad Poets, as may be ſeen from the many Dedi- 


cations of Quarles and others to him. Some of 


theſe anagramed his name Benlowes into Benevolus: 


to verify which, he ſpent his whole eſtate upon. 


em. 

Ver. 22. And Shadwell nods the Poppy, &c.] 
Shadwell tcok Opium for many. years; and died of 
too large a doſe, in the year 1692, 

Ver, 24. Old Bavius fits,] Bavius was an ancient 
Poet, celebrated by Virgil for the like cauſes a3 
Bays by our author, though not in ſo Chriſtian- 
like a manner: For heatheniſhly it is declared by 
Virgil of Bavius, that he ought to be hated and de- 
teſted for his evil works; Qui Bavium non odit ; 
whereas we have often had occaſion to obſer ve our 
Poet's great Good-nature and Mercifulneſs'through 


SCRIBL, 
IMITATION, 


Ver. 28. unbar the gates of Light,] An Hemi« 
ſtich of Milton. 


RTEMAR ES. 


Ver. 28. Brown and Meers] Bookſellers, Prin- 


ters for any body —The allegory of the ſouls of 
the dull coming forth in the form of books, dreſſed 
in calf's leather, and being let abroad in vaſt num : 
bers by Beokſcllers, is ſufficiently intelligible. 


mi- 


POPE's POEMS. 


As thick as bees o'er vernal bloſſoms fly, 
As thick as eggs at Ward and Pillory. 
Wondering he gaz'd: When lo! a Sage ap- 
pears, 
By his broad ſhoulders known, and length of ears, 
Known by the band and ſuit which Settle wore 
(His oaly ſuit) for twice three years before: 


RrMARXKS. 


Ver. 34. Ward in Pillory-] John Ward of 
Hackney, Eſq. Member of Parliament, being con- 
victed of forgery, was firſt expelled the Houſe, 
and then ſentenced to the Pillory on the 17th of 
February 1727, Mr. Curll (having likewife ſtood 
there) looks upon the mention of ſuch a Gentleman 
in a ſatire, as a great act of barbarity, Key to the 
Dunc. 3d Edit p. 16. Ard another author rea- 
lons thus upon it. Durgen, $8yo. p. 11, 12. 
„ How unworthy is it of Chriſtian Charity to ani- 
mate the rabble to abuſe a worthy man in ſuch a 
« ſituation? What could move the Poet thus to 
mention a brave ſufferer, a gallant priſoner, ex- 
c poſed to the view of all mankind ! It was lying 
aſide his Senſes, it was committing a Crime fo- 
«© which the Law is deficient not to puniſh him ! 
« nay, a Crime which man can ſcarce forgive, 
«© or Time efface! nothing ſurely could have in. | 
„ duced him to it but being bribed by a great 
% Lady, &c."” (to whom this brave, honeſt, wor 
thy Gentleman was guilty of no offence. but For- 
gery, proved in open Court.) But it is evident, 


this verſe could not be meant of him; it being no- 


torious, that no "Eggs were thrown at that Gentle- 
man. Perhaps therefore, it might be intended 
of Mr. Edward Ward the Poet, when he ſtood 
there. 

Ver. 36. and length of ears, ] This is a ſophiſti- 
cated reading. I think I may venture to affirm all 
the Copyiſts are miſtaken here: I believe I may 
ſay the ſame of the Critics; Dennis, Oldmixon, 
Welſted, have paſſed it in filence. I have alſo 
ſtumbled at it, and wondered how an error ſo mani- 
feft could eſcape ſuch accurate perſons. I dare aſ- 
ſert, it proceeded originally from the inadvertency 
of ſome Tranſcriber, whoſe head ran on the Pil- 
lory, mentioned two lines before; it is therefore 
amazing that Mr. Curll himſelf ſhould overlook 
it! Yet that Scholiaſt takes not the leaſt notice 
hereof, That the learned Miſt - alſo read it thus, 
is plain from his ranging this paſlage among thoſe 
in which our author was blamed for perſonal Satire 
on a Man's face (whereof doubtleſs he might take 
the ear to be a part ;) ſo likewiſe Concanen, Ralph, 
the Flying Poſt, and all the herd of Commen- 
tators. — Tota armenta ſequuntur. 

A very little ſagacity (which all theſe gentlemen 


therefore wanted) will reſtore to us the true ſenſe of 
the Poet thus ; 


By his broad ſhoulders known, and length of years. 


See how eaſy a change; of one fingle letter! That 
Mr. Settle was old, is moſt certain; but he was 
(happily) a firanger to the Pillory. This note 


partly Mr. TRTOBAL Ds, partly SGRIBL, 
Vert. VI. os Of. 


| 


All as the veſt, appear'd the wearer's frame, 
Old in new ſtate, another yet the ſame. 40 
Bland and familiar as in life, begun / 


35 | Thus the great Father to the geeater Son: 


Oh born to ſee what none can ſee awake! 
Behold the wonders of th' Oblivious Lake, 
Thou. yet unborn, haſt touch'd this ſacred ſhore 


| The hand of Bayius drench'd thee o'er and o'er. 45 


But blind to former, as to .uture fate, 

What mortal knows his pre-exiſtent ftate ? 

Who knows how long thy tranſmigrating ſoul 
Might from Bœotian to Bœotian roll! 

How many Dutchmen ſhe vouchſaf d to thrid ? 
How many ſtages through old Monks the rid? 

And all who fince, in wild bevighted d:ys, 

Mix'd the Owl's ivy with the Poet's bays. 

As man's meanders to the vital fpring | 5 
Roll eli their tides, then back their circles bring; 
Or whirlig'gs, twirPd round y {kilful ſwain, 

Suck the thread in, then y'eld it out again: 

All nonſenſe thus, of old or modern date, 

5h Il, in the centre, from thee circulate. 60 
for this, our Queen unfolds o viſion true 

Thy mental eye, for thou haſt much to view: 

Old ſcenes of glory, time long caſt behind, 

Shall, ficſt recall'd, ruſh forward ro thy mind: 
Then ſtretch thy fight o'er Il her rifing reign, 65 
And let the paſt and fucure fire thy brain, 


REMARES. 


Ver. 37. Settle] Elkanah Settle was once a 
Writer in vogue as well as Cibber, both for Dra- 
matic Poetry and Politic:. Mr. Dennis tells us, 
that ““ he was a formidable rival to Mr. Dryden, 
& and that in the Univerfity of Cambridge there 
« were thoſe who gave him the preference.”” 
Mr, Welſted goes yet farther in his behalf: „Poor 
„ Settle was formerly the Mighty rival of Dryden 
© nay, for many years, bore his reputation above 
„ him.” Pref, to his Poems, 8vo. p. 31. And 
« Mr. Milbourne cried out, How litcle was Dryden 
& able, even when his blood run high, to defend 
« himſelf againſt Mr. SettleJ'* Notes on Dryd. 
Virg. p. 175. Theſe are comfortable opinions 3 
and no wonder ſome authors indulge them. 

He was author and publ':hker of many noted 
pamphlets in the time of King Charles II. Hg 
anſwered all Dryden's political poems! and being 
cried up on one fide, ſucceeded not a little in his 
Tragedy of the Empreſs of Morocco [the firſt that 
was ever printed with cuts, ] Upon this he grew 
© infolent, the Wits writ 2gainſt his Play, he 
cc replied, and the Town judged he had the bet= 
© ter. In thort, Settle was then thought a very 
«« formidable rival to Mr. Dryden; and not only 
«© the Town but the Univerſity of Cambridge was 
% divided which to prefer; and in both places the 
c younger ſort inclined to Elkanah.“ Dennis, Pref. 
to Rem. on Hom. * 

Ver. 5: Might from Bœotian, &c.] Bœotia lay 
under the ridicule of the Wits formerly, as Ireland 
does now; though it produced one of the greateſt 
Poets and one of the greateſt Generals of Greece: 


Horaty 


«© Bœotum craſto jurares acre natum,”? 


3 M 


POPE;s 


Aſcend this hill, whoſe cloudy-point eommands 
Her boundleſs empire over ſeas and lands. 

See, round the Pcles where keener ſpangles ſhine, 
Where ſpices ſmoke beneath the burning Line, 70 
(Earth's wide extremes) her ſable flag diſplay*d, 
And all the nations cover'd in her ſhade} ' 

Far eaſtward caſt thine eye, from whence the Sun 
Sas orient Science their bright courſe begun: 

ne god- like Monarch all that pride confounds, 75 
He, whoſe long Wall the wandering Tartar bounds; 
Heavens ! what a pile 1 whole ages periſh there, 
And one bright blaze turns Learning into air, 

Thence to the ſouth extend thy gladden'd eyes; 
There rival flames with equal glory riſe, 80 
From ſhelves to ſhelves ſee greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their Phytic of the Soul. 

How little, mark ! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at beſt, the beams of Science fall: 
Soon as they dawn, from Hyperborean ikies 8 5 
Embody'd dark, what clouds of Vandals riſe! 

Lo! where Meœotis ſleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais through a waſte of ſnows, 

The North by myriads pours her mighty ſons, 
Great nurſe of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns! go 
See Alaric's ſtern port! the martial frame 

Of Genſeric; and Attila's dread name 

See, the bold Oſtrogoths on Latium fall; 

See, the ſierce Viſigoths on Spain and Gaul! 


458 


See, where the morning gilds the palmy ſhore 95 


(The ſoil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conquering tribes th' Arabian prophet draws, 

And ſaving Ignorance enthrones by: Laws. 

See Chriſtians, Jews, one heavy Sabbath keep, 

And all the Weſtern world believe and ſleep. 
Lol Rome herſelf, proud miſtreſs now no more 

Of arts, but thundering againſt heathen lore 


>  RrxMARKS. 
Ver. 75. Chi Ho- am ti Emperor of China, the 
Tame who built the great wall between China and 


Tartary, deſtroyed all the books and learned men of 


that empire, : 
Ver. 81, 82. The Caliph, Omar I. having con- 


quered Egypt, cauſed his General to burn the Ptolo- 
mzan Library, on the gates of which was this In- 
ſcription, FTXHY IATPEION, the Phys of the 


Soul. 


Ver. 96. (The ſoil that arts and infant letters 
bore)] Phœnicia, Syria, &c. where Letters are ſaid 
In theſe countries Mahomet 


to have been invented. 
began his conqueſts. 
Ver. 102. thundering againſt heathen lore;] A 
ſtrong inſtance of this pious rage is placed to Pope 
Gregory's account John of Saliſbury gives a very 
odd encomium of this Pope, at the ſame time that he 


mentions one of the ſtrongeſt eflects of this exceſs of 
zeal in him : „ Doctor ſanctiſſimus ille Gregorius, | 


cc qui melleo prædicationĩs imbre totam rigavit et in- 
cc ebriavit eccleſiam; non modo Matheſin juſſit ab 
66 aula, fed, ut traditur a majoribus, incendio dedit 
<< probatæ lectionis ſcripta, Palatinus quæcunque 
6 tenebat Apollo.” And in another place: „ Fer- 


a a 


ce tur beatus Gregorius bibliothecam combufliſſe 
gentilem 3 quo divine paginæ gratior eſſet locus, 
c et major authoritas, et diligentia ſtudioſior. De- 


Kderius, Archbiſhop of Vienna, was ſharply reproved 
a” : 


4 


A 


100 


r 


| 


{ 
| 
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Her grey-hair'd Synods damning books unread, 

And Bacon trembling for his brazen head, 

Padua, with fighs, beholds her Livy burn, 105 

And even th' Antipodes Virgilius mourn. 

See, the Cirque falls, th' unpillar'd Temple nods, 

Streets pav'd with Heroes, Tyber choak' d with Gods; 

Till Peter's keys ſome chriften'd ſove adorn, 

And Pan to Moſes lends his pagan horn; 110 

See graceleſs Venus to a Virgin turn'd, 

Or Phidias broken, and Apelles burn'd. | 
Behold yon'-Iſſe, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod, 

Men bearded, bald, cowl'd, uncowl'd, ſhed, unſhed, 

Peel'd, patch'd, and pyebald, linſey-wolfey brothers, 

Grave Mummers! ſleeveleſs ſome, and ſhirtleſs others. 

That one was Britain—Happy ! had ſhe ſeen 

No fiercer ſons, had Eaſter never been. 

In peace, great Goddeſs, ever be ador'd; 


Thus viſit not thy own! on this bleſt age 

Oh ſpread thy Influence, but reſtrain thy Rage. 
And ſee, my ſon! the hour is on its way, 

That lifts our Goddeſs to imperial ſway ; 

This favourite Iſle, long ſever'd from her reign, 123 

Dove-like ſhe gathers to her wings again. 


What aids, what armies, to aſſert her cauſe ! 
RxMARKS, 


by him for teaching Grammar and Literature, and 
explaining the Poets; becauſe (ſays this Pope) ©* In 
c“ uno ſe ore cum Jovis laudibus Chrifti laudes non 
*« capiunt : Ft quam grave nefandumque fit Epiſco- 
cc pis canere quod nec Laico religioſo conveniat, ipſe 
ce confidera.”* He is ſaid, among the reſt, to have 
burned Livy; “ Quia in ſuperſtitionibus et ſacris 
©*© Romanorum perpetuo verſatur. The ſame Pope 
is accuſed by Voſſius, and others, of having cauſed 
the noble monuments of the old Roman magnificence 
to be deſtroyed, leſt thoſe who come to Rome ſhould 
give more attention to Triumphal Arches, &c. than 
to holy things. Bayle, Dict. 

Ver. 109. Till Peter's keys ſome chriſten'd ſove 
adorn, ] After the government of Rome devolved ta 
the Popes, their zeal was for ſome time exerted in 
demoliſhing the heathen Temples and Statues, ſo 
that the Goths ſcarce deſtroyed more monuments of 
Antiquity-out of rage, than theſe out of devotion. 
At length they ſpared ſome of the Temples, by con- 
verting them to Churches; and ſome of the Statues, 
by modifying them into images of Saints. In much 
later times, it was thought neeeſſary to change the 
ſtatues of Apollo and Pallas, on the tomb of Sanna- 
zarius, into David ard Judith; the Lyre eaſily be- 
came a Harp, and the Gorgon's head turned to that 
ot Holofernes. 

Ver. 117, 118. Happy! had Eafter never been!] 
Wars in England anciently, about the right time ot 
celebrating Eaſter. 4 

Ver. 126. Dove like, the gathers] This is fulfill 
ed in the fourth book. | 


cauſe 1] i. e. Of Poets, Antiquaries, Critics, Di- 
vines, Frecthinkers. But as this Revolution 1s only 
here ſet on foot by the firſt of theſe Claſſes, the Poets, 


1 
% 


they only are here particularly celebrated, and the} 


How keen the war, if Dulneſs draw the ſword! 120 


Now look through Fate! behold the ſcene ſhe draws! | 


Ver. 128. What aids, what armies to aſſert her 


gre 
Al 


Another D*Urfev, Ward! ſhall ſing in thee. 


a great many Law books, The Accomplithed 


POPE*'s 
See all her progeny, illuſtrious - ſight! 
Behold, and count them, as they riſe to light. 130 
As Berecynthia, while her offspring vye 
In homage to the Mother of the ſky, 
Surveys around her, in the bleſt abode, 
An hundred ſons, and every ſon a God: 
Not with leſs glory mighty Dulneſs crown'd 135 
Shall teke through Grubſtreet her triumphant round; 
And, her Parnaſſus glancing o'er at once, 
Behold an hundred ſons, and each a Dunce. 

Mark firſt that youth who takes the foremoſt place, 
And thruſts his perſon full into your face. 140 
With all thy Father's virtues bleſt, be born ! 

And a new Cibber ſhall the ftage adorn, 
A ſecond ſee, by meeker manners known, 
And modeſt as the maid that fips alone; 
From the ſtrong fate of drams if thou get free, 145 


Thee ſhall each Alehouſe, thee each Gillhouſe mourn, 
And anſwering Gin-ſhops ſourer ſighs return. 

Jacob, the ſcourge of Grammar, mark with awe z 
Nor leſs revere him, blunderbuſs of Law, © 150 


REMARKS. 


only properly fall under the Care and Review of 
this Collegue of Dulneſs, the laureat, The others, 
who finiſh the great work, are reſerved for the 
fourth book, where the Goddeſs herſelf appears in 
full glory. 

Ver. 149. Jacob, the ſcourge of Grammar, mark 
with awe;] “ This Gentleman is ſon of a conſide- 
« rable Maſter of Romſey in Southamptonſhire, 
© and bred to the Law under a very eminent At- 
ce torney: Who, between his more laborious ſtudies, 
© has diverted himſelf with Poetry. He is a great 
« admirer of Poets and their works, which has oc- 
& caſioned hirn to try his genius that way—He has 
« writ in proſe the Lives of the Poets, Eſſays, and 


* 


«© Conveyancer, Modern Juftice, &c. GIL ES Ja- 
coB of himſelf, Lives of the Poets, vol. i. He very 
groſsly, and unprovoked, abuſed in that book the 
Author's Friend, Mr, Gay. 


Ver. 149, 150. SD 
Jacob, the ſcourge of Grammar, nArk with awe 3 
Nor leſs revere him, blunderbuſs of Law.] 


There may ſeem ſome error in theſe verſes, Mr. 
Jacob having proved our Author to have « Reſpect 
tor him, by this undeniable argument. He had 
once a Regard fer my Judgment, otherwiſe he 
« never would have ſubſcribed two Guineas to me, 
for one ſmall book in octavo. Jacob's Letter to 


per ca led the Prompter. | 
Ver. x53, Goode, ] an ill-natured Critic, who 


POEMS. | 459 


Lo, P—p-—le's brow, tremendous to the town, 
Horneck's fierce eye, and Roome's funereal Frownh 
Lo ſneering Goode, half malice and half whitn, 

A Friend in glee, ridiculouſly grim. 

Each Cygnet ſweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race, 155 
Whoſe tuneful whiſtling makes the waters paſs 
Each Songiter, Riddler, every namelefs name, 

All crowd, who foremoſt ſhall be damn'd to Fame. 
Some ftrain in rhyme 3 the Muſes, on their racks, 
Scream like the winding of ten thouſand jacks ; 160 
Some, free from rhyme or reaſon, rule or check, 
Break Priſcian's head, and Pegaſus's neck; 

Down, down the larum, with impetuous whirl, . 
The Pindars and the Miltons of a Curll. 164 
Silence, ye Wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia howls, 
And makes Night hideous—Anſwer him, ye Owls ? 


ReMARKXY 


hence, gentle reader! thou may'ſt beware, when 
thou giveſt thy money to ſuch Authors, not to flat- 
ter thyſelf that thy motives are Good- nature, or 
Charity. | 

Ver. 152. Horneck and Roome J. Theſe two 
were virulent Party- writers, worthily coupled toge- 
ther, and one would think prophetically, ſince, after 
the publiſhing of this piece, the former dying, the 
latter ſucceeded him in Honour and Employment. 
The firſt was Philip Horneck, Author of a Billingſ- 
gate Paper called The High German Doctor. Ed- 
ward Roome was ſon of an Undertaker for Funerals 
in Fleetſtreet, and writ ſame of the papers called 
Paſquin, where by malicious Inuendoes, he endea- 
voured to repreſent, our Author guilty of malevolent 
practices with a great man then under proſecution of 
Parliament. Of this man was made the following 
Epigram : | 


C Youaſk'why Roome diverts you with his jokes. 
« Yet if he writes, as dull as other folks! 

& You wonder at it—This, Sir, is the caſe, 

« The jeſt is loſt unleſs he prints his face. 


phlets. He publiſhed abuſes on our author in a Pa- 


writ a ſatire on our Author, called The mock /Eſop, 
and many anonymous. Libels in News- papers for 
hire. | 

Ver. 156. Whoſe tuneful whiſtling makes the 


waters paſs:] There were ſeveral ſucceſſions of 


theſe ſorts of minor poets at Tunbridge, Bath, &c. 
finging the praiſe of the Annuals flouriſhing for that 
ſeaſon ; whoſe names indeed would be nameleſs, and 


Dennis, printed in Dennis's Remarks on the Dun- 
ciad, p. 49. Therefore 1 ſhould tiunk the appella- 


tion of Blunderbuſs to Mr. Jacob, like that of 


Thunderbolt to Scipio, was meant in his honour. 
Mr. Dennis argues the ſame way. My writ- 
« ings having made great impreſſion on the minds of 
« all ſenſible men, Mr. P. repented, and to give 
% proof of his Repentance, ſubſcribed to my two 


« Volumes of Letters.” Ibid. p. 80. We ihould gyrics in the Journals, and once in particular praiſed 


hence believe, the Name of Mr. Dennis hath alſo 


crept into this poem by ſome miſtake. But from marks upon that Author's Account of Eaglitk Poets 
j 


therefore the Poet ſlurs them over with others in 
general. 


Ver. 165. Ralph] James Ralph, a name inſerted 


after the firt editions, not known ta our author till 


he writ a ſwearing piece called Sawney, very abuſive 
of Dr. Swift, Mr. Gay, and himfelf. Theſe lines 


| allude to a thing of his, intitled Night, a Poem.. 


| This low writer attended his own works with pane- 


' himſelf highly above Mr. Addiſon, in wretched. re- 


z M 2 


P—-le was the author of ſome vile Plays and Pam 
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POEMS. 


Senſe, ſprech, and meaſure, living tongues and dead, | Blockheads with reaſon wieked vits abhor, 275 


Let all give way, —2nd Morris may be read. 
Mow, Welſted, flow ? like thine inſpirer, Beer 


Though tale, not 1ipe; though thin, yet never clear; 
So ſweetly mawkiſh, and ſo ſmoothly dull 171 


Heady, not ſtrong; o'erflowing, though not full. 
Ah Dennis! Gildon ah! what ill- tarr'd rage 
Divides a friendihip long confirm'd by age? 


REMAR TVS. 


printed in a London Journal, Sept, 1728. He was 
wholly illiterate, and knew no language, not ever 
French, Being adviſed to read the rules of dram4- 


tic pcetry before he begin a play, he ſmiled 2nd re 


lied, Shakeſpe re writ without rules.” He end- 
ed at laſt in the common fink of all ſuch writers, 


political News-paper, to which he was recommende. 


by his friend Arnal, and received a ſmall pittance fo; 


ay. 
Ver. 168. Morris,] Peſ:lec]l. See'Book ii. 


Ver. 169. Flow, Welſted, &c.] Of this author 
fee the Remark on Book ii. v. 209. But (to be 
ir-1-tial) add to it the following different character 


of him: 


Mr. Welſted had, in his youth, raiſed ſo great 
expectations of his future genius, that there was a 


kind of ſtruggle between the moſt eminent of the 


two Univerſities, which ſhould have the honour of 


his education. To compound this he (civilly) be- 
came a member of both, and after having peſſed ſome 
time at the one, he removed to the other. From 
thence he returned to town, where he became the 
darling Expectation of all the polite Writers, whoſe 
encouragement he acknowledg.d in his occaſional 


peems, in a manner that will make no ſmall part of 


the Fame of his protectors. It alſo appears from his 
Works, that he was happy in the patronzge of the 
moſt illuftrious characters of the preſent age—En- 
eouraged by ſuch a Combination in his favour, he— 
publiſhed a book of poems, ſame in the Ovidian, 
ſome in the Horatian manner; in both which the 
moſt Exquiſite Judges pronounce he even rivalled 
his maſters—His love-verſes have reſcued that way 
of writing from contempt—In his tranflations, he 
has given us the very foul ard ſpirit of his author. 
His Od:z—his Epiftle—his Verſes—his Love-tale— 
all, are the moſt perfect things in all poetry. WEL 
STED of himſelf, Char. of the Times, 8vo, 1728, 
page 23, 24. It ſhquld not be forgot for his ho- 
nour, that he received at one time the ſum of five 
hundred pounds for ſecret ſervice, among the other 
excellent authors hired to write anonymouſly for the 
miniftry, See Report of the Secret Committee, &c. 
In 1742. 

Ver. 173. Ah Dennis! Gildon ah !} Theſe men 
became the public ſcorn by a mere miſtake of their 
talents, They would needs turn critics of their own 
country writers (juſt as Ariſtotle and Longinus did of 
theirs), and diſcourſe upon the beauties and defects of 
ompolition : f ; TA 


How parts relate to parts, and they to whole J 
1 he Body's harmony, the beaming Soul. 


But fool with fool is barbarous civil war. 
Embrace, embrace, my ſons | be foes no more! 
Nor glaa vile Poets with true Critics gore. 
Beh-1d yon Pair, in ſtrit embraces join'd ; 
How like in manners, and how like in mind; 186 
Equal in wit, and equally polite, | 
Shall this a Paſquin, that a Grumbler write; 


REMARKS. 


Whereas had they followed the Example of thoſe 
m'croſcepes of wit, Kuſter, Burman, and their fol- 
owers, in verbal criticiſm on the learned Languages, 
eir acuteneſs and induſtry might have raiſed them a 
nme equal to the moſt famous of the Scheliaſts. 
We cainnut therefore but lament the late Apoſtaſy of 
the Prebendary of Rocheſter, who beginnirg in ſo 
good a train, has now turned ſhort to write com- 
ments on the Fir E-S1D E, and DREAms upon Shake- 
ſpeate; where we find the ſpirit of Oldmixon, Gil- 
don, and Dennis, all revived in his belaboured ob- 
ſervations. | | a SCRIBL, 
Here Scriblerus, in this affair of the FIR E-sIDE, 
want thy uſual candour. It is true Mr. Upton did 
write notes upon it, but wsth all the honour and 
good faith in the world. He took it to be a Pane- 
gyric on his Patron, This it is to have to do with 
wits 3 a commerce unworthy a Scholiaſt of ſo ſolid 
learning. Wy AR18T, 
Ver. 173. Ah, Dennis, &c.] The reader, wha 
has ſeen, through the courſe of theſe notes, what a 
conſtant attendance Mr. Dennis paid to our Author 
and all his works, may perhaps wonder he ſhould bs 
mentioned but twice, and fo ſlightly touched, in this 
poem. Bur in truth he looked upon him with ſome 
eſteem, for having (more generouſly than all the reſt) 
ſet his name to ſuch writings. He was alfo a very 
old man at this time, By his own account of him- 
ſelf in Mr. Jacob's Lives, he muſt have been above 
threeſcore, and happily lived many years after. So 
that he was ſenior to Mr, D'Urfey, who hitherto of 
all our Poets enjoyed the longeſt bodily life. 
Ver. 179. Behold yon pair, &c.] One of theſe 
was Author of a weekly paper called The Grumbler, 


in which Mr. Pope was abuſed with the Duke of 
Buckingham, and Biſhop of Rocheſter. They alſo 
joined in a piece again his firft undertaking to tran- 
ſlate the IIiad, intituled, Homerides, by Sir Iliad 
Doggrel, printed 1718. 

Of the other works of theſe Gentlemen the world 
has heard no more, than it would of Mr. Pope's, 
had their united laudable endeavours diſcouraged 
him from purſuing his ſtudies. How few good 


are alway> the leaft preſuming) had there been al- 
ways ſuch champions to ſtifle them in their concep- 
tion? And were it not better for the public, that a 
million of monſters ſhould come into the world, 
which are ſure to die as ſoon as born, than that 
the ſerpents ſhould ſtrangle one Hercules in his 
Cradle ? | | 

The union of theſe two authors gave occaſion to 


this Epigram ; | 


as the other was concerned in another called Paſquin, 


works had ever appeared ( fince men of true merit 


POPE” s 


Like all their merits, like rewards they ſhare, 
That ſhines a Conſul, this Commiſſioner. 

«« But whois he, in cloſet cloſe y-pent, 185 
4 Of ſober face, with learned duſt beſprent?“ 
Right well mine eyes arede the myſter wight, 

On parchment ſcraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 
To future ages may thy dulneſs laſt, 
As thou preſerv'ſt the dulneſs of the paſt ! 190 

There, dim in clouds, the poring Scholiaſts mark, 
Wits, who, like owls, ſce only in the dark, 

A Lumberhouſe of bpoks in every head, 
For ever reading, never to be read ! 

But, whereeach Science lifts its modern type, 195 
Hiſtory her Pot, Divinity her Pipe, | 
While proud Philoſophy repines to ſhow, 

Li noneſt 17gh:! his breeches rent below; 


Imbrown'a with native bronze, lo! Henley ſtands, 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 200 


REMARKS. 


«& Burnet and Ducket, friends in ſpite, 
Came hiſſing out in verſe ; 

«© Both were ſo forward, each would write, 
6 So dall, each hang an A=———/ 


« Thus Amphiſbena (I have read) 
« At either end aſſuils; 

«© None knows which leads or which is led, 
« For both heads are but 'Tails.” 


After many Editions of this poem, the author 
thought fit to omit the names of thefe two perfons, 
whole injury to him was of ſo old a date. | 
Ver. 184. That ſhines a Conſul. this Commilſ- ' 
ſioner.] Such places were given at this time to ſuch 
fort of Writers. 
Ver. 187. myſter wight,] Uncouth mortal. 


Ver. 188. Wormius hight.] Let not this name, '! 


purely fictitious, be conceited to mean the learned 
Olaus Wor mius; much leſs (as it was unwarrant- 
ably foiſted into the ſurreptitious editions) our owa 
Antiquary Mr. Thomas Hearne, who had no way 
aggrieved our Poet, but on the contrary publiſhed 
many curious tracts which he hath to his great con- 
tentment peruſed. 

Ver. 192. Wits, who, like owls, &c.] Theſe 


| few lines exactly deſcribe the right verbal crilic : the 


darker his author is, the better he is pleaſed; like 
the fam us Quack Doctor, who put up in his bills, 
he delighted in matters of difficulty. Somebody ſaid 
well of theſe men, that their heads were libraries out 
of order. RT: 

Ver. 199. lo! Henley ſtands, &c.] J. Henley 
the Orator; he preached on the Sundays upon 
Theological matters, and on the Wedneſdays upon 
all other ſciences. Each auditor paid one ſhilling. 
He declairr.ed ſome years againſt the gieateſt perſons, 
and occaſionally did our author that honour. WzrL- 
STED, in Oratory Tianſactions, N. 1. publiſhed by 
Henley himſelf, gives the following account of him : 
„ He was born at Melton Mowbray in Leiceſter- 
« ſhire. From his own Pariſh fchool he went to 
«© St. John's College in Cambridge. He began 
there to be aneaſy ; for it ſhocked him to find he 
© was commanded to believe againſt his own judg- 


ment in points of Religion, Philoſophy, &c. for | 
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How fluent nonſenſe trickles from his tongue ! 

How ſweet the periods, neither ſaid, nor ſung ! 

Still break the benches, Heniey ! with thy ſtrain, 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibſon, preach in vain, 
Oh great Reftorer of the good old Stage, 205 
Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age 

Oh worthy thou of Ægypt's wiſe abodes, 

A decent prieſt, where monkeys were the gods! 
But Fate with Butchers plac'd thy prieſtly ftall, 
Meek modern faith to murder, hack, and mawl ; 21@ 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia's praiſe, 

In Toland's, Tindal's, and iu Woolſton's days. 


REMARKS. 


& his genius leading him freely to diſpute all propo- 


i ons, and call all points to account, he was impa- 


© tient under thoſe fetters of the free - born mind. 
Being admitted to Prieſt's orders, he found the 
c examination very ſhort and ſuperficial, and that it 
© was not neceſſary to conform to the Chriſtian reli- 
* gion, in order either to Deaconſhip or Prieſthood.” 
He came to town, and, after having for ſome years 
been a writer for Beokſellers, he had an ambition ta 
be ſo for Miniſters of State. The only reaſon he 
did not riſe in the Church, we are told, „ was the 


* 


* envy of others, and a diſreliſh entertained of him, 


© becauſe he was not qualified to be a complete 
«© Spaniel.” However, he offered the ſervice of 
his pen to two great men, of opinions and intereſty 
directly oppoſite; by both of whom being rejected, 
he ſet up a new Project, and ſty led himſelf the Re- 
ſtorer of ancient Eloquence. He thought © it as 
c lawful to talc a licence from the King and Par- 
© liament in one place as another; at Hickes's Hall, 
as at Doctor's Commons; ſo ſet up his Oratory in 
% Newport-market, Butcher-row. There (ſays his 


<« friend) he had the aſſurance to form a plan, which 


6 no mortal ever thought of; he had ſueceſs againſt 
«© all oppofition; challenged his adverſaries to fair 


c diſputations, and none would diſpute with him; 


ce writ, read, and ſtudied twelve hours a day; com- 


„ poſed three diſſertations a week on all ſubjects; 
; C 


undertook. to teach in one year what ſchools and 
«© univerſities teach in five; was not terrified by 
6 menaces, inſults, or ſatires, but ſtill proceeded, 
«© matured his bold ſcheme, and put the Church, 
« and all that in danger.” WELSTED, Narra- 


La) 


NN 6 


tive in Orat. Tranſact. N. 1. 


Atter having ſtood ſome Proſecutions, he turned 
his rhetoric to buffoonery upon all public and pri- 
vate occurrerices. All this paſſed in the ſame room; 
where ſometimes he broke jeſts, and ſometimes that 
bread which he called the Primitive Euchariſt — 
This wonderful perſon ftruck Medals, which he 
diſperſed as Tickets to his ſubſcribers : the device a 
ſtar riſing to the meridian, with this motto, ap 
SVMMA 3 and below, INVENIAM VIAM AVT FA- 
claM This man had an hundred pounds a year 
given him for the ſecret ſervice of a weekly paper of 
unintelligible nonſenſe, called the Hvp-Doctor. 

Ver. 204. Sherlock, Hare, Gibſon, ] Biſhops of 
Saliſbury, Chicheſter, and London; whoſe Sermons 


and Paſtoral Letters did honour to their country as 
woll as ſtations, 


Ver. 212. Of Toland, and Tiadal, ſce Book ii. 
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Yet oh, my ſens, a father's words attend : 

(So may the fates preſerve the years you lend) 
Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 215 
A Newton's genius, or a Milton's flame: 

But oh ! with One, immortal One, diſpenſe, 

The Source of Newton's Light, of Bacon's Senſe. 
Content each Emanation of his fires 

That beams on earth, each Virtue he inſpires, 220 
Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 

W hate'er he gives, are given for you to hate. 
Perſiſt, by all divine in Man unaw'd, 

But, Learn, ye Dux cEs H not to ſcorn your God.“ 


REMARES. 


Tho. Wooſſton was an impious madman, who wrote 


in a moſt inſolent ſtyle againſt the Miracles of the 


Goſpel, in the year 1726, &c. 

Ver. 213. Vet oh, my ſons, &c.] The caution 
again Blaſphemy here given by a departed Son of 
Pulneſs to his yet exiſting brethren, is, as the Poet 
rightly intimates, not out of tenderneſs to the ears of 
ethers, but their own. And ſo we ſee that when 
that danger is removed, on the open eſtabliſhment of 
the Goddeſs in the fourth book, ſhe encourages her 
fons, and they j g aſſiſtance to pollute the Source of 
Light itſelf, with the ſame virulence they had before 
done the pureſt emanations from it. 

Ver. 215. Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 

| A NzwrToN's genius, or a Milton's flame; 
Thankfully received, and freely uſed, is this graci- 
ous licence by the beloved diſciple of that Prince of 
Cabaliftic dunces, the tremendous Hutchinſon. Hear 
with what honeſt plainneſs he treateth our great 
Geometer. As to mathematical demonſtration 
4 (ſaith he) founded upon the proportions of lines 
cc and circles to each other, and the ringing of 
«© changes upon figures, theſe have no more to do 
« with the greateſt part of philoſophy, than they 
<< have with the Man in the Moon. Indeed the 
4 Zeal for this ſort of Gibberiſh [mathematical 
«c Principles] is greatly abated of late: and though 
« it is now upwards of twenty years that the Dagon 
4 of modern Philoſophers, Six Isaac NtewrTon, 
40 has lain with his face upon the ground before the 
« Ark of God, Scripture philoſophy ; for ſo long 
& Mosxs's PRINCIPIA have been publiſhed ; and 
c the Treatiſe of Power Eſſential and Mechanical, 
c in whith Sir Iſaac Newton's Philoſophy is treated 
« with the UTMOST CONTEMPT, has been pub- 
6 liſhed a dozen years; yet there is not one of the 
* whole ſociety who hath had the Co ux AE to at- 
«« tempt to raiſe him up. And fo let him lie.” — 
The philoſophical principles of Moſes aſſerted, &c. 
p. 2. by JuLivs BATE, A. M. Chaplain to the 
Right Honourable the Earl of Harrington, London, 
1744, octavo. ScaiBL. 

Ver. 224. But, Learn ye Dunces! not to 
ſcorn your God." ] The hardelt leſſon a Dunce can 


* 


A n 


learn. For being bred to ſcorn what he does not un- 


derſtand, that which he underſtands leaſt he will be 
apt to ſcorn moſt. Of which, to the diſgrace of all 
Government, and (1n the Peet's opinion) even of that 
ef DuLNzss herſelf, we have had a late example in 
a book intitled Philoſophical Eflays concerning hu- 
man Underſtanding. 


POEMS. 


Thus he, for then a ray of Reaſon ftole 225 
Half through the ſolid darkneſs of his ſoul; 
But ſoon the cloud return'd—and thus the Sire: 
See now, what Dulneſs and her. Sons admire } 
See what the charms, that ſmite the ſimple heart 
Not touch'd by Nature, and net reach'd by Art. 230 
Mis never-blufhing head he turn'd aſide 
(Not half ſo pleas'd when Goedman propheſy d); 
And look'd, and ſaw a ſable Sorcerer riſe, 
Swift to whoſe hand a winged volume flies: 
All ſudden, Gorgons hiſs, and Dragons glare, 235 
And ten-horn'd fignds and Giants ruſh to war. 
Hell riſes, Heaven deſcends, and dance on Earth: 
Gods, imps, and monſters, muſic, rage, and mirth, 
A fire, u jigy à battle, and a ball, 
Till one wide conflagration ſwallows all. 240 
Thence a new world, to Nature's laws unknown, 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven its own; 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 
And other planets cirele other ſuns. : 
The foreſts dance, the rivers upward riſe, 245 
Whales ſport in woods, and dolphins in the ſkies; 
And laſt, to give the whole creation grace, 
Lo! one vaſt egg produces human race. 
oy fills his ſoul, joy innocent of thought; 
What power, he cries, what pewer theſe wonders 
wrought ? 250 
Son; what thou ſeek'ſt is in thee ! Look and find 
Each Monſter meets his likeneſs in thy mind. 
Yet would'ſt thou more! In yonder cloud behold, 
Whoſe ſarſenet ſkirts are edg d with flamy gold, 
A matchleſs Youth! his nod theſe worlds cen- 
trouls, | 2 
Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. 
Angel of Dulneſs, ſent to ſcatter round 
Her magic charms o'er all unclaſſic ground: 


REMARKS, 


Ver. 224.—not to ſcorn your God.] See this 
ſubje& purſued in Book iv. 

Ver. 232. (Not half ſo pleas'd, when Goodman 
propheſy'd.)] Mr. Cibber tells us, in his Life, p. 
149. that Goodman being at the rehearſal of a play, 
in which he had a part, clapped him on the ſhoul- 
der, and cried, „If he does not make a good actor, 
© ll be d==d.—Ard (foys Mr. Cibber) I make it 
« aqueſtion, whether Alexander himſelf, or Charles 
ce the twelfth of Sweden, when at the head of their 
« firſt victorious armies, could feel a greater tran- 
« ſport in their boſoms than I did in mine. 

Ver. 233. a ſable Sorcerer.} Dr. Fauſtus, the 
ſubject of a ſet of Farces, which laſted in vogue two 
or three ſeaſons, in which beth Playhouſes ſtrove to 
outdo each other for ſome years. All the extrava- 
gancies in the ſixteen lines fellowing were introduced 
on the Stage, and frequented by perſons of the firſt 
quality in England, to the twentieth and thirtieth 
time, ; 

Ver. 237. Hell riſes, Heaven deſcends, and dance 
on Earth:] This monſtrous abſurdity was actually 
repreſented in Tibbald's Rape of Proſerpine. 

Ver. 248. Lo} one vaſt Egg] In another of theſe 
Farces Harlequin is hatched upon the Rage, out of a 

of 


; large egg. 
j 


Yon 
Hur 


hs 
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Yon ſtars, yon ſuns, he rears at pleaſure higher, ' 
Illumes their*light, and ſets their flames on fire. 260 
Immortal Rich! how calm he ſits at eaſe 
Midſt ſnows'of paper, and fierce hail of peaſe; 
And, proud his Miſtreſs' orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and dire&s the ſtorm. 

But lo! to dark encounter in mid air, 265 
New wizards riſe ; I ſee my Cibber there ! 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle ſhrin'd 
On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount the wind. 
Dire is the conflict, diſmal is the din, 
Here ſhouts all Drury, there all Lincoln's-inn; 270 
Contenuing Theatres our empire raiſe, 
Alike their labours, and alike their praiſe. 

And are theſe wonders, Son, to thee unknown? 
Unknown to thee ? Theſe wonders are thy own. 
Theſe Fate reſerv'd to grace thy reign divine, 275 


x 


Foreſeen by me, but ah! withheld from mine. 


In Lud's old walls though long I rul'd, renown'd 
Far as loud Bow's ſtupendous bells reſound; 
Though my own Aldermen conferr'd the bays, 

To me committing their eternal Praiſe, 280 
Their full-fed Heroes, their pacific Mayors, 

Their annual trophies, ana their monthly wars: 
Though long my Party built on me their hopes, 

For writing Pamphlets, and for roaſting Popes ; 
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Ver. 261. Immortal Richi] Mr. John Rich, 
Maſter of the Theatre Royal in Covent-Garden, was 
the firſt that excelled this way. 

Ver. 266. I ſee my Cibber there!] The hiſtory 
of the foregoing abſuraities is verified by himſelf, in 
theſe words, (Life, chap. xv.) * Then ſprung forth 
c that ſucceſſion of monſtrous medleys that have fo 
long infeſted the ſtage, which aroſe upon one 
© another alternately at both houſe, out vying each 
© other in expence.” He then proceeds to excuſe 
his own part in them, as follows: „ If I am aſked 
© why I afferited ? I have no better excuſe for my: 
ce error than to confeſs Idid it againſt my conſcience, 
ce and had not virtue enough to ſtarve. Had Henry 
„IV. of France a better for changing his Religion? 


„I was till in my heart, as much as he could be, 


& on the fide of Truth and Senſe ; but with this 
6 difference, that I had their leave to quit them 


-& when they could not ſupport me. But let the 


© queſtion go which way it will, Harry IVth has 
« always been allewed a great man.” This muſt 
be confeſſed a full anſwer; only the queſtion till 
ſeems to be, 1. Hew the doing a thing againſt one'r 
conſcience is an excuſe for it? and 2dly, It will be 
hard to prove how he got the leave of Truth and 


Senſe to quit their ſervice, unleis he can produce a 


certificate that he ever was in it. 

Ver. 266, 267. Booth and Cibber were joint ma- 
nagers of the Theatre in Drury-lane. 

Ver. 268. On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount 
the wind.] In his Letter to Mr. P. Mr. C. ſolemnly 
declares this not to be literally true. We hope 
therefore the reader will underſtand it allegorically 
only. 5 

Ver. 282. Annual trophies on the Lord Mayor's 
day: and monthly wars in the Artillery ground. 

Ver. 283. Though long my party] Settle, like 
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Yet lo: in me what authors have to brag on] 295 
Redue'd at laſt to hiſs in my own dragon. 

Avert it, heaven; that thou my Cibber, e'er 
Should'{ wag a ſerpent- tail in Smithfield fair! 
Like the vile ftraw that's blown about the ſtreets, 
The needy Poet ſticks to all he meets, 2 
Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now looſe, now faſt, 
And carried off in ſome Dog's tail at laft. 

Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling ſtone, 

Thy giddy dulneſs ftitl ſhall lumber on, 

Safe in its heavineſs, ſhall never ſtray, 295 
But lick up every block head in the way. 

Thee ſhall the Patriot, thee the Courtier taſte, 

And every year be duller than the laſt, 

Till rais'd from booths, to Theatre, to Court, 

Her ſeat imperial Dulneſs ſhall tranſport. 302 
Already Opera prepares the way, 

The ſure fore-runner of her gentle ſway ; 

Let her thy heart, next Drabs and Dice, engage, 
The third mad paſſion of thy doting age. 

Teach thou the warbling Polypheme to roar, 305 
And ſcream thyſelf as none c' er ſcream'd before! 
To aid our cauſe, if Heav'n thou can't not bend, 
Hell thou ſhatt move; for Fauſtus is our friend: 
Pluto with Cato thou for this ſhalt join, 

And link the Mourning Bilde to Proferpine. 310 


REMARKS, 


moſt Party-writers, was very uncertain in. his poli- 
tical principles. He was employed to hold the pen 
in the character of a popiſh ſucceſſor, but afterwards 
printed his Narrative on the other ſide. He had ma- 
naged the ceremony of a famous Pope-burning on 
Nov. 17, 1680; then became a trooper in King 
James's army, at Hounflow-heath. After the Re- 
volution he kept a booth at Bartholomew-fair, where, 
in the droll called St. George for England, he ated 
in his old age in a dragon of green leather of his own 
invention: he was at lat taken into the Charter- 
houſe, and there died, aged ſixty years. 

Ver. 297. Thee ſhall the patriot, thee the Cour- 
tier taſte,] It ſtood in the firit edition with the 
blankes, * and * *. Concannen was ſure they 
«© muſt needs mean no body but King GEORGE 
© and Queen CAROLINE ; and ſaid he would in- 

* fiſt it was fo, till the poet cleared himſelf by fill- 
& ing up the blanks otherwiſe, agreeably to the 
© context, and confifcent with his allegiance.” 
Pref. to a Collection of verſes, eſſays, letters, &c. 
againſt Mr. P. printed for A. Moor, p. 6. 

Ver. 305. Pelypheme) He tranilated the Italian 
Opera of Polifemoz but unfortunately loſt the whole 
jeſt of the ſtory- The Cyclops. aiks Ulyſſes his 
name, who tells him his name is Noman: After his 
eye is put out, he roars and calls the Brother Cyclops 
to his aid: They enquire who has hurt him? he 
anſwers Noman: whereupon they all go away again. 
Our ingenious Tranſlator made Ullyſſes anſwer, I 
take no name ; whereby al! that fullowed became un» 
intelligible. Hence it appears that Mr. Cibber {wha 
values himſelf on ſubſcribingo the Engliſh Tranta» 
tion of Homer's Iliad) had not that merit wich re- 
ſpect to the Odyſſey, or he might have been better 
inſtructed in the Greek Punnology, _ 

Ver. 398, 309. Fayſtus, Pluts, &c,] Names of 


464 


Grubſtreet! thy fall ſhould men and Gods conſpire, 
Thy ſtage ſhall ſtand, enſure it but from Fire. 
Another /Eſchylus appears! prepare 

For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 

In fiames, like Semele's, be brought to bed, 4315 
While opening Hell ſpouts wild-fire at your head, 
Noa, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here I here, all ye Heroes, bow! 
This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes : 
Th* Auguſtus born to bring Saturnian times. 
Signs following ſigns lead on the mighty year, 
See! the dull ſtars ro'l round and re- appear. 
See, ſee, our own true Phœbus wears thy bays! 
Our Midas fits Lord Chancellor of Plays | 
On Poets? Tombs ſee Benſon's titles writ ! 325 
Lo! Ambroſe Philips is preferr'd for Wit ! 


320 


REMARKS. 


miſerable Farces, which it was the cuſtom to act at 
the end of the beſt Tragedies, to ſpoil the digeſtion 
of the audicnce. 

Ver. 212. enſure it but from Fire. ] In Tibbald's 
farce of Proſerpine, a corn tield was ſet on fire: 
whereupon the other playhouſe had a barn burnt down 
for the recreation of the ſpectators. They alſo ri- 

'valled each other in ſhewing the burnings of hell- fire, 
in Dr. Fauſtus. : 

Ver. 313. Another Æſchylus appears!] It is re- 
ported of Æſchylus, that when his tragedy of the 
Furies was acted, the audience were ſo terrified that 
the chileren {ell inte fits, and the big-bellied women 
miſcarried. * | | 


Ver. 325. On Poets Tombs fee Benſon's titles 
writ!] W—m Benſon (Surveyor of the Buildings to 
his Majeſty K. George 1.) gave in a report to the | 


Lords, that their houſe and the Painted chamber ad- 
joining wers in immediate danger of falling. Where- 
upon the Lords met in a committee to appoint ſome 
other place to ſit in, while the houſe ſhould be taken 
down. But it being propoſed to cauſe ſome other 
builders firſt to inſpe& it, they found it in very 
good ccndition. The Lords, upon this, were going 
upon an addreſs to the King againft Benſon, for ſuch 
2 miſrepreſentation ; but the earl of Sunderland, then 
ſectetary, gave them an aſſurance that his Majeſty 
would remove him, which was done accordingly. 
In favour of this man, the famous Sir Chriſtopher 


Wren, who had been Architect to the Crown for 
/ above fifty years, who built moſt of the Churches in 


London, laid the firſt ſtone of St. Paul's, and lived 
to finiſh it, had been diſplaced from his employment 
at the age of near ninety years. 

Ver. 326. Ambroſe Philips] “ He was (faith 
« Mr, JA cox) one of the wits at Button's, and a 
4 juſtice of the peacez”” But he hath fince met 
with higber preferment in Ireland: and a much 
greater character we have of him in Mr, Gildon's 
Complete Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. 157. Indeed 
< he confeſſes, he dares not ſet him quite on thę ſame 
«« foot with Virgil, left it ſhould ſeen, flattery, but 
cc he is much miſtaken if poſterity does not afford 
« him a greater eftcem than he at preſent enjoys.“ 
He endeayoured to create ſome miſunderſtanding be- 


teen our Author and Mr. Addiſon, whem alſo ſoon 


after he abuſed as much. His conſtant cry was, thas 


4 


4 


POPE's POEMS. 


See under Ripley riſe a new Whitehg!, 

While Jones? and Boyle's united labours fall: 
While Wren with ſorrow to the grave defcends, | 
Gay dies unpenſion'd with a hundred friends; 339 


RT MARES. 


Mr. P. was an enemy to the government; and in 
particular he was the avowed author of a report very 
induftriouſly ſpread, that he had a hand in a party 
paper called the Examiner: A falſehood well known 
to thoſe yet living, who had the direction and publi- 
cation of it. 

Ver. 328. While Jones and Boyle's united la- 
bours fall:] At the time when this poem was writ« 
ten, the banquetting-houſe of Whitehall, the church 
and piaaza of Covent-garden, and the palace and 
chapel of Somerſet houſe, the works of the famous 
Inigo Jones, had been for many years ſo neglected, 
as to be in danger of ruin. The portico of Covent. 
garden church had been juſt then reſtored and beau- 
tified at the expence of the Earl of Burlington: who, 
at the ſame time, by his publication of the deſigns 
of that great Maſter and Palladio, as well as by many 
noble buildings of his own, revived the true taſte of 
Architecture in this Kingdom. 

Ver. 330. Gay dies unpenfion'd, &c.] See Mr. 
Gay's fable of the Hare ard many Friends, This 
gentleman was early in the friendſhip of our author, 
which continued to his death. He wrote ſeveral 
works of humour with great ſucceſs, the Shepherd's 
Week, Trivia, the What d'ye call it, Fables; and 
laſtly, the celebrated Beggar's Opera; a piece of ſag 
tire which hit all taſtes and, degrees of men, from 
thoſe of the higheſt quality to the very rabble: That 
verſe of Horace: 


6 Pyle: populi arripuit, populumque tributim,” 


could never be fo juſtly applied as to this. The 
yaſt ſucceſs of it was unprecedented, and almoſt in- 
edible: what is related of the wonderful effects of 


Sophocles and Eutipides were leſs followed and fa- 
mous. It was acted in London fixty-three days, un- 
interrupted z and renewed the next ſeaſon with equal 
| applauſes. It ſpread into all the great towns of 
England, was played in mavy places to the thirtieth 
and fortieth time, and at Bath and Briſtol fifty, &c. 
It made its progreſs into Wales, Scotland, and Ire- 
land, where it was performed twenty four days toge- 
ther; it was laſt ated in Minorca. The fame of it 
was not confined to the author only; the ladies car- 
ried about with them the favourite ſongs of it in fans; 
and houſes were furniſhed with it in ſcreens. The 
perfon who acted Polly, till then obſcure, became all 
at once the favourite of the town; her pictures were 
engraved, and ſold in great numbers, her life written, 
books of letters and verſes to her, publiſhed ; and 
pamphlets made even of heryſayings and jeſts. 
Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that ſea- 
ſon, the Italian Opera, which had carried all befors 
itffor ten years. That idol of the Nobility and peo- 
ple, which the great Critic Mr. Dennis by the labours 
and outcries of a whole life.could not overthrow, was 


demeliſhed by a fingle iroky of this gentlemap's fen; 


the ancient muſic or tragedy hardly came up to it: 


0 
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POPE*s 


Hibernian Politics, O Swift! thy fate; 

And Pope's, ten years to comment and tranſlate. 
Proceed, great days! till learning fly the ſhore, 
Till Birch ſhall bluſh with noble blood no more, 
Till Thames ſee Eaton's ſons for ever play, 335 

Till Weſtminſter's whole year be holiday, 
Till His? Elders reel, their pupils ſport, 
And Alma mater lie diſſolv'd in Port? 
Enough! enough! the raptur'd Monarch cries ; 
And thro” the Ivory Gate the Viſion flies. 


REMARES. 


This happened in the year 1728. Yet ſo great was 


his modeſty, that he conſtantly prefixed to all the 
editions of it this motto, Nos bæc novimus eſſe 
nihil. „ 

Ver. 332. And Pope's, ten years to comment and 
tranſlate.] The author here plainly laments that he 
was ſo long employed in tranſlating and commenting. 
He began the Iliad in 1713, and finiſhed it in 1719. 


The edition of Shakeſpeare (which he undertook |. 
mertly becauſe nobody elſe would) took up near two | 


years more in the drudgery of comparing impreffions, 
rectifying the Scenery, &c. and the Franflation of 
half the Odyſſey employed him from that time to 

1725, | | 

* 333. Proceed, gfeat days! &c.] It mey 

perhaps ſeem incredible, that ſo great a Revolution 

in Learning as is here prophefied, ſhould be brought 
about by ſuch weak inſtruments as have been [ hither- 

to] deſcribed in our poem : But do not thou, gentle 

reader, reſt too ſecure in thy contempt of theſe in- 

firuments. Remember wha the Dutch ſtories 

ſomewhere relate, that a great Part of their Provinces 

was once overflowed, by a ſmall opening made in one 


of their dykes by a fingle Water-Rat. 


However, that ſuch is not ſeriouſly the judgment 


of our Poet, but that he conceiveth better hopes 


from the Diligence of our Schools, from the regula- 
larity of our Univerſities, the Diſeernment of our 
Great men, the Accempliſhments of our Nobility, 
the Encouragement of our Patrons, and the Genius 
of our Writers of all kinds (notwithſtanding ſome 
few exceptions in eack), may plainly be ſean from 
his concluſion 3 where, cauſing all this vifion to paſs 
through the Ivory gate, he expreſsly, in the language 
of Poeſy, declares all ſuch imaginations to be wild, 
ung rounded, and fictitious. SCRIBL, 


pling THE . 
DU DNN 
e THE FOURTH, 


ARGUMENT. 


EHE Peet being, in ehis Book, ta declare the 


Completion of the Prophecies mentioned at the 


end of the formgy makes 4 grow dpowatien 4, as | 


Ver. VI, 


POE M 8. | abs 


the greater Poets are wont, oben ſome ligh and 
worthy matter is to be ſurig. He hews the G- 
dejs coming in her Maj:fly, te deffroy Order and 
Science, and to ſubſtitute tue Kingdom of the Dull 
upon earth, How fhe leads captive the Sciences, 
ard filences the Muſes; and what they be 4s 
ſuccetd in their flead. All her Children, by 2 
wonderful attratton, are drawn about her; and 
bear along w th them d vers others, awho promote 
her Empire by connivance, wveak reſiſtance, of 
diſcouragement of Arts; ſach as Half wits, taſtes 
leſs Jamirers, wain Pretenders, the Flatterers of 
Dunces, or the Patrons of them, All thej» crowd 
round her, one of "them, offering to affroack 
her, is driven back by a Rival, but ſie commends 
and enccurages both, © The firſt who ſpeak in 
form are the Geniujes of the Scheals, vi aſſure 
her f their care to advance her Cauſe by confin- 
ing Youth to Words, and keeping them out of 
the way of real Knowledge. Their Addreſs, and 
her gracious Aniwver; with her Charge to them 
and the Univerſities. The Univerſities appear by 
their proper Deputies, and ajjure her that the 
ſame method is obſerved in the progreſs of Edu- 
cation. The jpcech of Ariſtarchus on this ſub- 
Jett. They are driven off by a band of young 
gentlemen returned from Travel with their Tutors ; 
one of <uhom delwers to the Goddeſs, in a polite 
oration, an account of the whole Conduct and 
Fruits of their Travels : preſenting to her at the 
fame time a young Nobleman jerfeily accohne 
pliſled. She receives him graciouſly, and endues 


him with the happy quality of Want of Shame. © 


She fees loitering about her a number of Indolent 
Perjons abandering all bufreſs and duty, and dy- 
ing with lazineſs : to theſe approaches the Anti- 

ry Arnius, entreating her to make them Vir- 
tuoſvs, and aſſign ti em aver to fim: but Mum- 


mius, another Antiquary, comflaining of * his 


Fraudulent proceeding, (he finds a metiied to re- 
eoncile their difference. Tien enter 4 Trop of 
feople fantaſtically aderned, offering her flrange 
ard exotic preſents: amongſt them, one ſtands 
forth and demands juſtice en another, ⁊ulo had 
deprived him of one of the preateſt Curioſities in 
nature : but he juſtifies himſe:f jo wel, that tis 
Geddeſs gives them bath her approbation. She 
recommends to them to find freten employment 


for the Indolents before mentioned, in the fludy 


of Butterflies, Shells, Birds- nes, Moſs, Sc. but 
with particular caution, net to preceed beyond 
Trifles, to any uſeful or extcrſive wiews of Na- 
ture, or of the Author of Nature. Agairſft| the 
laſt of 4 apprelenſions, jhe is fecurea by @ 
hearty Addreſs from the Minute Philoſophers and 
Free-thinkers, one of whom ſjeaks in the name 
of the reſt, The Yeuth, thus inſtruffed and 
principled, are delivered to her in a bedy, by the 
hands of Silenus; and then admitted to taſte the 
Cup of the Magus her High Prieſt, wiich cauſes 


4 total oblivion of all Obligations, divine, civil, 


moral, or ratlonal, To theſe her Adepts fhe 


ſends Prigfts, Attendants, and Cemferters, ef wa= . 


rious kinds; confers en them Orders and Degrees; 

and then Aiſnaſſing them” with a ſpeech, confirm 
ing te eceſ His Privileges, and filling wohat /he 

3N | expedly 
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466 POPE?'s 


exfet7s from each, toncludes with a Wawn of ex- | 
traordinary virtue: the Progreſs and Effects where- 


\ 


POEMS. 


She mounts the Throne; her head a Cloud con- 
ceal'd, 


of on all Orders of men, and the Conſummation f | In broad Effulgence all below reveal'd, 


all, in the Reſfloration of Night and Chaos, con- 


tlude the Poem. 


BOOK 1v. 


YET, yet a moment, one dim Ray of Light 
Indulgey dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 

Of darkneſs vifible ſo much be lent, 

As half to ſhew, half veil the deep Intent. | 

e Powers | whoſe Myiteries reſtor'd | fing, 5 
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
Suſpend a while your Force inertly ſtrong, 

Then take at once the Poet and the Sorg. 

No flam'd the Dog-ſtar's unpropitious ray, 
Smote every Brain, and wither'd ever Bay; 10 
Sick was the Sun, the Owl forſook his bower 
The moon-ftruck Prophet felt the madding hour: 
Then roſe the Seed of Chaos, and of Night, 

To blot out Order, and extinguiſh Light, 
Of dull and venal a new World to mold, 15 
And bring Saturnian days of Lead and Gold. 


REMARKS. 


1 | 
The Dunc1ad, Book IV.] This book may 
properly be diſtinguiſhed from the former by the 
Name of the GxEATER Duxciap, not ſo indeed 
in Size, but in ſubject; and fo far contrary to the 
diſtinction anciently made of the Greater and Leſſer 
Wiad. But much are they miſtaken who imagine this 
Work in any-wiſe inferior to. the former, or of any 
other hand than of our Poet; of which I am much 
more certain than that the Iliad itſelf was the Work 
of Solomon,” or the Batrachomuomachia of Homer, 
as Barnes hath affirmed. . 
5 | BENT. 
Ver. 1, Ke. ] This is an Invocation of much 
Piety. The Poct, willing to approve himſelf a 
genuine Son, beginneth by ſhewing (what is ever 
agreeable to Dulneſs) his high reſpect for Antiquity 
and a Great Family, how dead or dark ſoever: 


Next declareth his patſion for explaining Myſteries ;- 


and laſtly his Impatience to be reunited to her. 
:  SCRIBL. 
Ver. a. dread Chaos, and eternat Night!] In- 
voked, as the Reſtoration of their Empire is the 
Action of the Poem. I 
Ver. 14. To, blot out Order, and extinguith 
Light,] The two great Ends of her Miſſion ; the 
one in quality of Daughter of Chaos, the other as 
Daughter of Night. Order here is to be underſtood 
extenfively, both as Civil and Moral; the diſtinc- 
tion between high and low in Society, and true and 
falſe in Individuals: Light as Intellectual only, Wit, 
Science, Arts. F 
Ver. 15. Of dull and venal} The Allegory con- 
tinued ; dull referring to the extinction of Light or 
Science; venal to the deſtruction of Order, and 
the Truth of Things. „ 
Ibid. a new World] In alluſion the Epicurea 
opinion, that from the Diſſolution of the natural 
world into Night and Chaos, a ne w one ſhould ariſe; 


(Tis thus aſpiring Dulneſs ever ſhines) 

| Soft on her lap her Laureate ſon reclines. 20 
Beneath her foot - ſtool, Science groans in Chains, 

And Wit dreads Exile, Penaltics, and Pains. 


£ 


REMARKS, 


this the Poet alluding to, in the Production of 2 
new moral World, makes it partake of its eriginal 
Principles. 

Ver. 16. Lead and Gold.] i.e, dull and venal. 


judgment it is imagined by the Poet, that ſuch a 
Colleague as Dulneſs had elected, ſhould fleep on 
the Throne, and have very little ſhare in the Action 


nothing from the day of his Anointing 3 having 
paſt through the ſecond book without taking part in 
any thing that was tranſacted about him; and 
through the third in profound Sleep. Nor ought 
this, well conſidered, to ſeem ſtrange in our days, 
when ſo many King conſorts have done the like. 
SCRIBL. 

This verſe our excellent Laureate took fo to heart, 
that he appealed to all mankind, „ if he was not 
© as ſeldom aſleep as any fool!“ But it is hoped 
the Poet hath not injured him, but rather verified 
his Prophecy (p. 243. of his own Life, 8vo. ch. ix.) 
where he ſays, „ the reader will be as much pleaſed 
* to find me a Dunce in my old Age, as he, was to 
« prove me a briſk blockbead in my Youth.''— 


Alacrity of any ſort, even in ſinking, he hath had 


him to do but to take his natural reſt, he mult per- 
mit his Hiſtorian to be filent. It is from their ac- 
tions only that Princes have their character, and 
Poets from their works: And if in thoſe he be as 
much aſleep as any fool, the Poet muſt leave him 
and them to ſleep to all eternity. 3 
| | 8 BUAxNTr. 
Ibid. her Laureate] When 1 find my name in 
ic the ſatirical works of this Poet, I never look 
© upon it as any malice, meant te me, but PRoFIT 
© to himſelf, For he conſiders that my Face is 
*© more known than moſt in the nation; and there- 
“ fore a Lick at the Laureate will be a ſure bait 
© ad captandum vulgus, to catch little readers. 
Life of Colley Cibber, ch. it, 
Now if it be certain, that the works of our 
Poet have owed their ſucceſs to this ingenious ex- 
pedient, we hence derive an unanſwerable Argu- 
ment, that this Fourth DN TIA, as well as the 
former three, hath had the Author's laſt Hand, and 
was by him intended for the Preſs : Or elſe to what 
purpoſe hath he erowned it, as we fee by this finiſh- 
ing ſtroke, the profitable Lick at the . 80 
ENTL. 


are next preſented with the pictures of thoſe whom 
the Goddeſs leads in Captivity. Science is only de- 
preſſed and confined .ſo as to be rendered uſeleſs ; 
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of the Poem, Accordingly he hath done little or 


ver. 21, 22. Beneath her foot lool, &c. ] We 


Ver. 20. her Laureate ſon reclines.] With great 


Wherever there was any room for Briſkneſs, or 


it allowed; but here, where there is nothing. for 
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There foam'd rebellious Logic, gagg'd and bound; 

There, ſtript, fair Rhetoric languih'd on the 
| ground; | 

His blunted Arms by Sophiſtry are borne, 25 

Ant ſhameleſs Billingſgate her Robes adorn. 

Morality, by her falſe Guardians drawn, 

Chicane-in Furs, and Caſuiſtry in Lawn, 

Gaſps, as they ſtraiten at each end the cord, 

And dies, when Dulneſs gives her Page the word. 30 


Mad Matheſis alone was unconfin'd, 


Too mad for mere material chains to bind, 

Now to pure Space lifts her extatic ſtare, 

Now running round the Circle, finds it ſquare. 

But held in tenfold bonds the Muſes lie, 35 
Watch'd both by Envy*s and by Flattery's eye; 


| There to her heart ſad Tragedy addreſt 


The dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant's breaſt; 
But ſober Hiſtory reſtrain'd her rage, 
And promiz*d vengeance on a barbarqus age. 40 


REMARKS. - i 
' * : . FP 
tive enemy, puniſhed,,'or driven away: Dulneſs be- 
ing often reconciled in ſome degree with Learning, 
but never upon any terms with Wit. And accord- 
ingly it will be ſeen that ſhe admits ſomething like 
each Science, as Caſuittry, Sophiſtry, &c. but no- 
nothing like Wit, Opera alone fupplying its place. 
Ver. 30. gives her Page the word.] There was a 
Judge of this name, always ready to hang an 
man that came before him, of which, he was ſuf. 
fered to give a hundred miſerable examples, during 
a long life, even to his dotage.—Though the can- 
gid Scriblerus imagined Page here to mean no more 
than a Page or Mute, and to allude to the cuſtom 
of ſtrangling State Criminals in Turkey by Mutes 
or Pages. A practice more decent than that of our 
Page, who, before he hanged any one, loaded him 
with reproachful language, | | 
| | | SCRIBL, 
Ver. 39. But ſober Hiſtory] Hiſtory attends on 


Tragedy, Satire on Comedy, as their ſubſtitutes in | 


the diſcharge of their diſtin © functions; the one 
in high life, recording the erimes and puniſhments 
of the great; the other in low, expoſing the vices 
or follies of the common people. But it may be 
aſked, How came Hiftory. and Satire to be admitted 
with impunity to miniſter comfort to the Muſes, 
even in the preſence of the Goddeſs, and in the 
midſt of all her triumphs ? A queſtion, ſays Scrib- 
lerus, which we thus reſolve; Hiſtory was brought 


up in her infancy by Dulneſs herſelf; but being af- |. 
terwards eſpouſed into a noble houſe, ſhe forgot (as | 


iz uſual) the humility of her birth, and the cares 
of her early friends. This occafioned a long eſ- 
trangement between her and Dulneſs, At length, 
in proceſs of time, they met together in a Monk's 
Cell, were reconcited, and became better friends 
than ever. After this they had a ſecond quarrel, 
but it held not long, and are now again on rea- 
ſonable terms, and ſo ate likely to continue, Fhis 


accounts for the connivance ſhewn to Hiſtory on this 
occaſion. But the boldneſs of Sa TIx ſprings from 


a very different cauſe z for the reader ought to know, 


. That ſhe alone of all the ſiſters is unconq uerable, 


beyer to be filenced, when truly inſpired and ani- 


There funk Thalia, neiveleſs, cold, and dead, 
Had not ber Siſter Satire held her head: 
Nor could'ſt thou, Ca Rs TIRTIEID ! a tear re- 
e e 5 HA 
Thou wept'ſt, and with thee wept each gentle Muſe, 
When lo] a Harlot form ſoft ſliding by, 45 
With mincing ſtep, ſmall voige, and languid eye: 


| Foreign her air, her robe's diſcordant pride 


In patch- work fluttering, and her head afide 
By ſinging Peers upheld on either hand, 4 
S he trip*d and laugh'd, too pretty much toftand 3. 50 
Caft on the proftrate Nine a ſcornful look, 
Then thus in quaint Recitativo ſpoke. 

O Cara! Cara! filence all that train 
Joy to great Chaos ! let Diviſion reign : | 
Chromatic tortures ſoon ſhall drive them hence, 5g 
Break all their nerves, and fritter all theit ſenſe : 
One 'Frill ſhall harmonize joy, grief, and rage, 
Wake the dull Church, and lull the ranting Stage 


| : ; ans, | 


mated (as ſhould ſeem) from above, for this very 
purpoſe, to oppoſe the Kingdom of Dulneſs to her 
laſt breath, DELL, | yu 
Ver. 43. Nor could'tt thou, &c.)] This Noble 
Perſon in the year 1737, when the Act aforeſaid 
was brought into the Houſe of Lords, oppoſed it in 
an excellent ſpeech (ſays Mr. Cibber) ““ with a 
«© lively ſpirit, and uncommon eloquence.” This 
ſpeech had the honour to be anſwered by the ſaid 
Mr. Cibber, with a lively fpirit alſo, and in a man- 
ner very uncommon, in the Sth Chapter of his 
Life and Manners. And here, gentle Reader, would 
I gladly inſert the other ſpeech, whereby thou 

mighteſt judge between them; bur 1 muſt defer it 
on account of ſome differences not yet adjuſted be- 
tween the noble Author, and myſelf, concerning 

the True Reading of certain Paſſages. 


| BZN TT. 
Ver. 45. When lo! a Harlet form} The At- 
titude given to this Phantom repreſents the nature 
and genius of the Italian Opera; its affected airs, 
its effeminate ſounds, and the practice of patehing 
up theſe Operas with favourite Songs, incoherently 
put together. Theſe. things were ſupported-by the 
| ſubſcriptions of the "Nobility. This circumſtance, - 
that Or ERA ſhould prepare for the opening of the 
grand Seſſions, was propheſied of in Book iii. ver. 394s 


« Already Opera prepares the way, 
£ The ſure forerunner of her gentle ſway.“ 


Ver. 54. Let Diviſion reign:] Alluding to the 
falſe taſte of playing tricks in Muſic with number- 


leſs diviſions, to the neglect of that harmony Which 


conforms to the Senſe, and applies to the Paſſions. 
Mr. Handel had introduced a great number of 


Hands, and more varie:y of Inftruments into the 


Occheftra, and employed even Drums and Cannon 


too manly for the fine Gentlemen of his age, that 
he was obliged to remove his Muſic into Ireland. 
After which they were reduced, for want of Com- 
poſars, to practiſe the patch-work above - mentioned. 
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To the ſame notes thy ſons ſhall hum, or ſnore, | 


Arreſt him, Empreſs, or you fleep no more 


Who rhym'd for hire, and patroniz'd for pride. 


are three claſſes in this aſſembly. The firſt of men 


| Here to the Goddeſs, and are imaged in the ſimile 


468  POPE': 


And all thy yawaing daughters cry, Encore. 60 
Another Phœbus, thy own Phebus, reigns, . 

ys in my Jiggs, and dances in my chains. 

ut ſoon, ah foon, Rebellion wil commence, 
If Muſic meanly borrows aid from Senſe: | 
Strong in new Arms, lo! Giant HAN RDT ſtands, 
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands; 65 
To ſtir, to rouze, to ſhake the ſoul he comes, 
And Jove's own Thunders follow Mars's Drums. 


| 


She heard, and drove him to th' Hibernian ſhore. 70 

And now had Fame's poſtcrior Trumpet blown, 

And all the nations ſunimon'd to the Throne, 

The young, the old, who feel her inward ſway, . 

One inſtinct ſeizes, and tranſports away. | 

None need a guide, by ſure Attraction led, 75 

And ftrong impulſive gravity of Head: 

None want a place, for all their Centre found, 

Hung to the Goddeſs, and coher'd around. 
ot cloſer orb in orb, conglob*d are ſeen 

The buzzing Bees about their duſky Queen. 80 
The gathering number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vaſt involuntary throng, 

Who, (gently drawn, and ſtruggling leſs and leſs, . 

Roll in her vortex, and her power confeſs, 

Not thoſe alone who paſſive own her laws, 85 

But who, weak rebels, more advance her cauſe. 

Whate'er of dunce in College or in Town 

Soeers at another, in tonpee or gon; 

Whate'er of mungril no one claſs admits, | 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 90 
Nor abſeat they, no members of her ſtate, 

Who pay her homage in her ſons, the Great; 

Who falſe to Phæbus, bow the knee to Baal; 

Or impious, preach his Word without a call, 

Patrons, who ſneak from living worth to dead, 95 

With-hold the Penſion, and ſet up the heads 

Or veſt dull Flattery in the ſacred Gon; 

Or give from fool to fool the Laurel crown. 

And (laſt and worſe) with all the cant of wit, 


Without the ſoul, the Muſes Hypocrit. 100 
There march'd the bard and blockhead fide by 
ſide, | 


Narciſſus, prais'd with all a Parſon's power, 
Look'd a white lily ſunk beneath a ſhower, 

There mov'd Montalto with ſuperier air; 105 
His ſtretch'd · out arm diſplay d a volume fair; | 


— 


% 


REMARKS, 
Ver, 76 to 101. It ought to be obſerved that here 
abſolutely and avowedly dull, who naturally ad- 


of the Bees about their Queen, The ſecond invo- 
Juntarily drawn to ber, though not caring. to own 
ber influence; from ver, 8 1 to 90. The third of 
ſuch as, though not member, of her ſtate, yet ad- 
vance her ſervice by flattering Dulneſs, cultivating 
miſtaken talents, patronizing vile ſeriblers, diſ- 
eouraging living merit, or ſetting up for wits, and 


POEMS. 
Couttiers and Patriots in two ranks divide, 
ſide: 


But as in grace ful act, with awful eye, 
Compos'd he ſtood, bold Benſon thruſt him by: 110 


| On two unequal crutches propt he came, 
{| Milton's on this, on that one Johnſton's name. 


The decent Knight retir'd with ſober rage, 
Withdrew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page. 
But (happy for him as the times went then 115 
Appear'd Apollo's Mayor and Aldermen, | 
On whom three hundred gold-capt youths await, 
To lug the ponderous volume off in ſtate. 

When Dulneſs ſmiling—* Thus revive the Wits } 
But murder firit, and mince them all to bits; 120 
As crit Medea (cruel, ſo to ſave !) i 
A new edition of old Æſon gave; | 
| Let ſtandard- Authors, thus, like trophics borne, 
Appear more glorious, as more hack'd and torn, - 
And you, my Critics} in the chequer's ſhade, 125 
Admire new light through holes yourſclves have 

made, 

«© Leave not a foot of verſe, a foot of ſtone, 

A Page, a Grave, that they can call their own ; 
Zut ſpread, my ſons, your glory thin or thick, 


On paſſive paper, or on ſolid. brick. 130 


 EEMARKS, 


Ver. 103—bow'd from ſide to fide:] As bein 
of no ene party. FEW 12 
Ver. 110. bold Benſon] This man endeavoured 
to raiſe himſelf to Fame by erecting monuments, 
ſtriking coins, ſetting up heads, and procuring 
tranſlations, of Milton; and afterwards by as great 
a paſſion for Arthur Johnſton, a Scotch Phyſician's 
Verſion of the Pſalms, of which he printed many 
fine editions. See more of him, Book ili. ver. 
325. OED 1 
Ver. 113. The decent Knight] An eminent per- 
ſon who was about to publiſh a very pompous Edi- 
tion of a great Author at his own expence. 5 
Ver. 115, &c.] Theſe four lines were printed in 
a ſeparate leaf by Mr. Pope in the laſt Edition, 
which he himſelf gave, of the Dunciad, with di- 
rections to the printer, to put this leaf into its place 
eg as Sir T. H.'s Shakeſpeare ſhould be pub» 
liſhed. | 
Ver. 119. Thus revive, &c.] The Goddeſs ap- 
plauds the practice of tacking the obſcure names of 
Perſons not eminent in any branch of Learning, to 
thoſe of the moſt diſtinguiſhed Writers ; either by 
printing Editions of their works with impertinent 
alterations of their Text, as in the former initances 3 
or by ſetting up Monuments diſgraced with their 
own vile names and inſcriptions, as in the latter. 
Ver. 228. A Page, a Grave,] For what leſs 
than a Grave can be granted to à dead author? or 
wht leſs than a Page can be allowed a living 
one!; | 

Ver. 128. A Page, ] Pagina, not Pediſſequus. 
A Page of a Boek, not a Servant, Follower, or 
Attendant: no Poet having had a Page fince the 


death of Mr. Tboemas Durtey, 


Men of tafte in arts they underſtand net; from | 


SCRIBL, 


Through both he paſs'd, and bow'd from fide ts 
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So by each Bard, an Alderman ſhall fit, 
A heavy Lord hall hang at every Wit, 
And while on Fame's'triumphal Car they ride, 
Some flave of mine be pinion'd to their fide.” 

Now crowes on crowds around the Goddeſs 

preſs, \ 

Each eager to preſent the firſt Addreſs. 136 
Dunce ſcorning Dunce behelds the next advance, 
But Fop ſhews Fop ſuperior oomplaiſance. 
When lo! a ſpectre roſe, whoſe index-hand 
Held forth by Virtue of the dreadful wand; 140 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 131. $6 by each Bard an Alderman, &c.] 
Vide the Tombs of the Poets, Editio Weſtmonaſ- 
terienſis. e 

Ibid.—an Alderman ſhall ſit,] Alluding to the 
Monument erected for Butler by Alderman Barber. 

Ver 132. A heavy Lord ſhall hang at every 
Wit, ] How unnatural an Image, and how ill ſup- 
ported | faith' Ariſtarchus, Had it been, ED 


A heavy Wit ſhall hang at every Lord, 


ſomething might have been ſaid, in an Age ſo dif- 
tinguiſhed for well-judging Patrons. For Lon p, 
then, read Lo AD; that is, of Debts here, and of 
Commentaries hereafter. To this purpoſe, con- 
ſpicuous is the caſe of the poor Author of Hudibras, 
whoſe body, long fince weighed down to the Grave, 
by a load of Debts, has lately had a more un- 
merciful load of Commentaries laid upon his Spirit; 
wherein the Editor has atchieved more than Virgil 
himſelf, when he turned Critic, could boaſt of, 
which was only, that he had picked gold out of ano- 
ther man's dung; whereas the Editor has picked it 
out of his own. ja . 
| SCRIBL. 


Ariſtarehus thinks the common reading right: | 


and that the author himſelf had been firuggling,' 
and but juſt ſhaken off his Load when he wrote 
the following Epigram 3 | OS 


«© My Lord complains, that Pope, ſtark mad with 

6c gardens, MENG! 

Has lopt three trees the value of three farthings: 
© But he's my neighbour, cries the Peer polite, 
« And if he'l} vifit'me, I'Il wave my right. 

« What? on compulſion ? and againſt my Will, 


«© A Lord's acquaintance ?' Let him file his Bill.“ 


Ver. 137, 138. 
Dunce ſcorning Dunce beholds the next advance, 
But Fop ſhews Fop ſuperior complaiſance.] 


This is not to be aſcribed ſo much to the different 
manners of a Court and College, as to the different 
effects which a pretence to Learning, and a pre- 
tence to Wit, have on Blockheads. For as Bus. 
ment conſiſts in finding out the differences in things, 
and Wit in finding out their likeneſſes, ſo the 
Dunce is all diſcord and diſſenſion, and conſtantly 
buſied in reproving, examining, confuting, &c. 
while the Fop flouriſhes in peace, with Songs and 


His beaver'd brow a birchen garland wears, 
Dropping with Infant's blood, and Mother's tears. 
O'er every vein a ſhuddering horror runs; 

Eaton and Winton ſhake through al! their Sons. 
All Fleſh is humbled, Weſtminſter's bold race 143 
Shrink, and confeſs the Genius of the place ; 

The pale Boy-Senator yet tingling ſtands, 


And holds his breeches cloſe with both his hands. 


Then thus, Since Man from Beaſt by Words is 
known, 149 
Words are Man's province, Words we teach alone. 
When Reaſon doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
Points him two ways, the narrower is the better. 
Plac'd at the door of Learning, youth to guide, 
We never ſuffer it to ſtand too wide. ; 
| To aſk, to gueſs, to know, as they commence, 155 
As Fancy opens the quick ſprings of Senſe, 
We ply the memory, we load the brain, 
Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain, 
Confine the thought, to exerciſe the breath; 
And keep them in the pale of Words till death. 16 
Whate'er the talents, or howe'er deſign'd, 
We hang one jingling padlock on the mind: 
A Poet the firſt day, he dips his quill 3 
And what the laſt ? a very Poet till, 
Pity ! the charm works only in our wall, 169 
Loſt, loſt too ſoon in yonder Houſe or Hall. 
There truant WIN DRAM every Muſe gave o'er, 
There TALBOT ſunk, and was a Wit no more! 
How ſweet an Ovid, Murray was our boaſt ! 
How many Martials were in Pul TEN V loſt! 170 
Elie ſure ſome Bard, to our eternal praiſe, 
In twice ten thouſand rhyming nights and days, 
Had reach'd the Work, the All that mortal can; 
An South beheld that Mafter-piece of Man. 
Oh (cry'd the Goddeſs) for ſome pedant Reign! 
Some gentle JAMEs, to bleſs the land again; 176 


REMARKS, 


Ver. 140. the dreadful wand 3} A cane uſually 
borne by Schoolmaſters, which drives the poor ſouls 
about like the wand of Mercury. | | 

* | SCRIRLe 


uſed: by Pythagoras as an emblem of the different 
roads of Virtue and Vice. 


Ver. 174. that Maſter-piece of Man.] Viz. an 
fect Epigram to be as difficult a performance as an 


Poem is the greateſt work human nature is ca- 
«© 'pable of. 


tells us that this King, James the Firſt, took up- 
on himſelf to teach the Latin tongue to Car, El 
of Somerſet ; and that Gondomar the Spaniſh Am- 
baſſador would ſpeak falſe Latin to him, on purpoſe 
to give him the pleaſure of correQing it, whereby 
he wrought himſelf into his good graces. | 

This great Prince was the firſt who aſſumed the 
title of Sacred Majefty, which his loyal Clergy 


Hymns of praiſe, Addrefſet, CharaQers, Epitha- 
mums, &e, m_ 


transferred from God to him. The Plirciples 
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ver. 151. like the Samian letter, ] The letter Y. 


Et tibi quæ Samios Sunit litera ramos.“ Perſ. 


Epigram. The famous Dr. South declared a per- 
Epic Poem. And the Critics ſay, „An Epic 


Ver. 176. Some gentle Jamrs, &c.] Wilſon 


. Pc % 
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To tick the Doctor's Chair into the Throne, 
Give law to Words, or war with Words alone, 
Senates and Courts with Greek and Latin rule, 
And turn the Council to a Grammar School! 180 
For ſure, if Dulneſs ſees a grateful Day, 
Tis in the ſhade of Arbitrary Sway, 
O! if my ſons may learn one earthly thing, 
Teach but that one, ſufficient for a King; 
That which my Prieſts, and mine alone maintain, 
Which, as it dies, or lives, we fallorreign: 186 
May you, my Cam, and Ifis, preach it long, ; 
« The RicuT Diving of Kings to govern 
wrong.” 
Prompt at the call, around the Goddeſs roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a ſable ſhoal: 190 
"Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 
A hundred head of Ariſtotle's friends. 
Nor wert thou, Iſis! wanting to the day, 
Though Chriſt-church long kept prudiſhly away.] 
ach ſtaunch Polemic, ftubborn as a rock, 195 
Each fierce Logician, ftill expelling Locke, | 
Came * os ſpur, and daſh'd through thin and 
ic BE 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgerſdyck, 
$1 Tart LOW . | 
REMARKS. 


cc of Paſſive. Obedience and Non-reſiſtance (ſays 
4c the Author of the Diſſertation bn Parties, Let- 
<. ter 8.) which before his time had ſkulked per- 
4 haps in ſome old Homily, were talked, writ+ 

4 ten, and preached into vogue in that inglorious 
46 reign.” ; Ru 

Ver. 194. Though Chriſt-church, &c.] This 
Jine is doubtleſs ſpurious, and foiſted in by the im- 
pertinence of the Editor; and accordingly we have 
put it between Hooks. For I affirm this College 
came as early es any other, by its proper Deputies ; 


nor did any College pay homage to Dulneſs in its | 


whole body. 3 
BEN TL. 


Ver. 196. ſtill expelling Locke,] In the year 
1703 there was a meeting of the heads of the Uni- 
verſity of Oxſord to cenfure Mr. Locke's Eſſay on 
Human Underſtanding, and to forbid the reading of 
it. See his Letters in the laſt Edit. 

Ver. 198. On German Crouzaz, and Dutch 
Burgerſdyck.] There ſeems to be an improbability 
that the Doctors and Heads of Houſes ſhould ride on 
horſebacck, who of late days, being gouty or un- 
wieldy, have kept their coaches. But theſe are 
hoi ſes of great ſtrength, and fit to carry any weight, 
as their German and Dutch extraction may mani- 
feſt; and very famous we may conclude, being ho- 
noured with Names, as were the horſes Pegaſus and 
Eucephalus. | | 3 
| SCRIBL« 

Though I have the greateſt deference to the pe · 
netration of this eminent Scholiaſt, and muſt own . 
that nothing can be more natural than his inter- 
pretation, or juſter than that rule of criticiſm, 
which directs us to keep to the literal ſenſe, when 
no apparent abſurdity accompanies it (and ſure 
there is no abſurdity it (and ſure, there is no 
abſurdity in ſuppoſing a Logician on horſeback) yet 


| neſs. o 


| 1 As many quit the ſtreams that murmuring fall 


To lult the ſons of Margaret and Clare-hall, 200 
Where Bentley late tempeſtuous wont to ſport 
In troubled waters, but now fleeps in Port. 


Before them march'd that awful Ariftarch ; 


Plew'4 was his front with many a deep Remark : 
His Hat, which never vail'd to human pride, 20g 


Walker with reverence took, and laid aſide. 


Low bow'd the reſt: He, kingly, did but nod; 

So upright Quakers pleaſe both Man and God. 
Miſtreſs ! diſmiſs that rabble from your throne : 
Avaunt— is Ariſtarchus yet unknown? 210 
The mighty Scholiaſt, whoſe unweary'd pains 

Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton's ſtrains. 
Turn what they will to Verſe, their foil is vain, 


REMARKS. 


brated were not real horſes, nor even Cen- 
taurs, which, for the ſalkke of the learned Chi- 
ron, I ſhould rather be inclined to think, if I 
were forced to find them four legs, but downrighe 


plain men, though Logiclans: and only thus we- 


tamorpheſed by a rule of rhetoric, of which Car- 
dinal Perron gives us an example, where he calls 
Clavius, „Un Eſprit peſant, lourd, ſans ſubtilite, 
ce ni gentileſſe, ux GROSS CHEVAL. p' ALLE- 
© MAGNE,” ws ay th 5 Ih 
Here I profeſs to go oppoſite to the whole ſtream 
though awkwardly, at an elegant Greciſm in this 
repreſentation; for in that language the word in 
2 was often prefixed to others, to denote great- 
| ſtrength; as l inxroyauccn, 
ixxoptgetpoy, and particularly, INTLOTNQ MQN, a 
great, connvifſeur, which comes neareſt to the caſe in 
hand. Scir. Marr. 
Ver. 199. the ſtreams] The river Cam, running 
by the walls of theſe Colleges, which are particularly 
famous for their fkill in diſputation, 
Ver. 202. ſleeps in Port.] viz. ,*© Now. retired 
ce into harbour, after the tempeſts that had long agi- 
« tated his ſociety.” So Scriblerus. ,- But the learn - 
ed Scipio Maſſei underſtands it of a certain Wine 
called Port, from Oporto, a city of Portugal, of 
which this Profeſſor invited him to drink abun- 
dantly. Scrr. MAFF, De Compotationibus Aca- 
demicis, [And to the opinion of Maffei inclineth 


Horace. 8 12 
Ver. 210. Ariſtarchus.] A famous Commentator 
and Corrector of Homer, whoſe name has been fre- 
uently uſed to ſignify a complete Critic. The Com- 
Fel paid by our Author to this eminent Profeſſor, 


contains his own praiſes, We ſhall therefore ſupply 
that loſs to our beſt ability. SCRIBL-. 

ve. 214. Critics like me—] Alluding to two 
famous Editions of Horace and Milton: whoſe rich- 
eſt veins of Poetry he had prodigally reduced to the 
pooreſt and moſt beggarly proſe.—Verily the learned 
ſcholiaft is grievouſly miſtaken. Ariſtarchus is not 


#311 1 muſt needs think the Hackneys here ccle- 


Critics like me ſhall make it Proſe again. 214 


of commentators. I think the poet only aimed, 


the ſagacious Annotator on Dr. King's Advice to 


in applying to him ſo great a Name, was the reaſon | 
that he hath omitted to comment on this part, which 


boaſting here of the wonders of his art in annihilating | 
the ſublime; but of the uſefulneſs of it, in reducing 


r % Rad 9. 6: ' 6 


Stands our Digamma, and o'ertops them all. 


the turgid to its proper elaſs; the words et make it 


| Quintilian quotes Cicero as writing it Hermagora, | 
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Roman and Greek Grammarians! know your Bet- 
ter: Tl F ; 

Author or ſomething yet more great than Letter; 

While tow'ring o'er your Alphabet like Saul, 


*Tis true, on Words is ſtill our whole debate, 
Diſputes of Me or Te, or Aut or At, ; 2 Yo 
To found or ſink in cano O or Aa, 

Or give up Cicero to C or K. 8 

Let Freind affect to ſpeak as Terence ſpoke, 

And Alſop never but like Horace joke: 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 225 
Manilius or Solinus ſhall ſupply : 


REMARKS. 


proſe again, plainly ſhewing that proſe it was, 
though aſhamed of its original, and therefore to proſe 
it ſhould return. Indeed, much it is to be lamented 
that Dulneſs doth not confine her critics to this uſeful 
taſk; and commiſſion them to diſmount what Ariſto- 
phanes calls Pa tzraroczuyu, all proſe on horſe - 
back. SCRIBL, 

Ver. 216. Author of ſomething yet more great 
than Letter ;] Alluding to thoſe Grammarians, ſuch 
as Palamedes and Simonides, who invented fingle 
letters. But Ariſtarchus, who had found out a 
double one, was therefore worthy of double honour, 

25 SCRIBL. | 

Ver. 247, 218. While towering o'er your Al- 
phabet, like Saul, Stands our Digamma, ] Alludes 
to the boaſted reſtoration of the /Eolic Digamma, 
in his long projected Edition of Homer. He calls it 
ſomething more than Letter, from the enormous fi- 
gure it would make among the other letters, being 
one Gamma ſet up the ſhoulder of another. 

Ver. 220. of Me or Te, ] It was a ſerious diſpute, 
about which the learned were much divided, and 
ſome treatiſes written: Had it been about Meum and 
Tuum it could not be more conteſted, than whether 
at the end of the firſt Ode of Horace, to read, Me 
doctarum hederæ præmiĩa frontium, or, Te doctarum 
hederz.—By this the learned ſcholiaſt would ſeem to 
infinuate that the aiſpute was not about Meum and 
Tuum, which is a Miſtake : For, as a vererable ſage 
obſerveth, Words are the counters of Wiſemen, but 
the money of Fools; ſo that we ſee their property 
was indeed concerned. Seiz. 

Ver. 222. Or give up Cicero to C or K.] Gram- 
matical diſputes about the manner of pronouncing 
Cicero's name in Greek. It is a diſpute whether in 
Latin the name of Hermagoras ſhould end in as or a, . 


- — 


which Bentley reje&s, and ſays Quintilian muſt be 
miſtaken, Cicero could not write it ſo, and that in 
this cafe he would not believe Cicero himſelf. Theſe | 
are his very words: Ego vero Ciceronem ita ſcripſiſſe 
ne Ciceroni quidem affirmanti crediderim.— Epiſt. ad 
Mill. in fin. Frag. Menand. et Phil. | 
Ver. 223, 224. Freind=Alſop] Dr. Robert 


1 


Freind, maſter of Weſtminſter-ſchool, and canon of 
Chrit-church—Dr. Anthony Alſop, a happy imita. | 
tor of the Horatian ſtyle. < _ . 
Ver. 226. Manilius and Solinus] Some critics 
kaving bad it in their choice to comment eicher on 


For Attic Phraſe in Plato let them ſeek, 

I poach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greek, 

In ancient Senſe if any needs will deal, 

Be ſure I give them Fragments, not a Meal; 236 
What Gellius or Stobæus haſh'd before, 

Or chew'd by blind old Scholiaſts'o'er and o'er, 
The critic Eye, that Microſcope of Wit, 83 
Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit: 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole; 23 8 
The body's harmony, the beaming ſoul, 

Are things which Kuſter, Burman, Waſſe ſhall ſee, 
When Man's whole frame is obvious to a Flea. 

Ah, think not, Miſtreſs] more true Dulneſs lies 
In Folly's Cap, than Wiſdom's grave diſguiſe, 246 
Like buoys, that never fink into the flood, 

On Learning's ſurface we but lie and nod, 

Thine is the genuine Head of many a houſe, 

And much Divinity without a Nes. 

Nor could a Baxzow work on every block, 245 
Nor has one ATTERBURY fpoil'd the flock. 

See! ſtill thy own, the heavy Canon roll, 

And Metaphyſic ſmokes involve the Pole. 

For thee we dim the eyes, and tuff the head 

With all ſuch reading as was never read: 250 
For thee explain a thing till all men doubt it, h 
And write about it, Goddefs, and about it: 

So ſpins the filk-worm ſmall its ſlender ſtore, 

And labours, till it clouds itſelf all o'er. 


What though we let ſome better ſort of fool 25g 


Thrid ev'ry ſcience, run through every ſchool ? 
Never by tumbler through the hoops was ſhown 
Such ſkill in paſſing all, and touching none. 

He may indeed (if ſober all this time) 


Plague with Diſpute, or perſecute with Rhyme. 260 


We only furniſh what he cannot uſe, 

Or wed to what he muſt divorce, a Muſe ; 

Full in the midſt of Euclid dip at once, 

And petrify a Genius to a Dunce: 

Or ſet on Metaphyſic ground to prance, 265 
Show all his paces, not a ſtep advance. 

With the ſame CEMENT), ever ſure to bind, 

We bring to one dead level every mind. 

Then take him to develop if you can, 

And hew the Block off, and get out the Man. 270 
But wherefore waſte I words? I ſee advance 
Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governor, from France, 


REMARKS. 


Virgil or Manilius, Pliny or Solinus, have choſen 


the worſe author, the more freely to diſplay their 


critical capacity. 


Ver. 228, &c. Suidas, Gellius, Stobœus] The firſt | 


a Dictionary- writer, a collector of impertinent facta 
and barbarous words; the ſecond a minute Critic ; 
the third an author, who gave his Common-place 
book to the public, where we happen to find much 
Mince- meat of old books. 

Ver. 245, 246. Barrow, Atterbury] Iſaac Bar- 
row, Maſter of Trinity, Francis Atterbury, Dean of 


Chriſtchurch, both great Geniuſes and eloquent 


Preachers; one more converſant in the ſublime Geo- 
metry, the other in claſſical Learning; but wha 
equally made it their care to advance the polite Arts 
in their ſeveral Societies. ö | 


Ver. 273. lac d Grether] Why las'd ? Becauſe 
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Walker! our hat — nor more be deign'd to ſay, 
But, ftern as Ajax' ſpectre, ſtrode away. 

In flow'd at once a gay embroidered race, 275 
And tittering puſh'd the Pedants off the place: 
Some would have ſpoken, but the voice was drown'd 
By the French horn, or by the opening hound. 

The firſt came forwards, with as eaſy mien, 
As if he ſaw St. James's and the Queen. 280 
When thus th* attendant Orator begun, 

Receive, great Empreſs ? thy accompliſh'd Son: 
Thine from the birth, and ſacred from the rod, 

A dauntleſs infant! never ſcar'd with God, 

The Sire ſaw, one by one, his Virtues wake: 285 
The Mother begg'd the bleſſing of a Rake. 


REMARKS, 


| Gold and Silver are neceſſary trimming to denote the 
areſs of a perion of rank, and the Governor muſt be 
ſuppoſed ſo in foreign countries, to be admitted into 
courts and other places of fair reception. But how 
comes Ariſtarchus to know at fight that this Governor 
came from France? Know ? Why, by the laced coat. 
| | SCRIBL. 
Ibid. Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governor] Some 
Critics have objeted to the order here, being of opi- 
nion that the Governor ſhould have the precedence 
before the Whore, if not before the Pupil. But were 
he ſo placed, it might be thought to. infinuate that 
the Governor led the Pupil to the Whore ;z and were 
the Pupil placed firſt, he might be ſuppoſed to lead 
the Governor to her. But our impartial Poet, as he 
7s drawing their picture, repreſents them in the order 
in which they are generally ſeen; namely, the Pupil 
between the Whore and the Governor; but placeth 
the Whore firſt, as ſhe uſually governs both the 
other. | 
Ver. 280. As if he ſaw St. James's] RefleQing 
on the diſreſpectſul and indecent Behaviour of ſeveral 
forward young perſons in the preſence, ſo offenſive | 
to all ſerious men, and to none more than the good 
Scriblerus. 
Ver. 281. th' attendant Orator] The Governor 
aboveſaid. The Poet gives him no particular name; 
being unwilling, I preſume, to offend or to do injuſ- 
tice to any, by celebrating one only with whom this 
character agrees, in preference to ſo many who, 
equally deſerve it. | SCRIBL. 
Ver. 284. A dauntleſs infant ! never ſcar'd with 
God] i. e. Brought up in the enlarged principles of 
modern Education; whoſe great point is, to keep | 
the infant mind free from the prejudices of opinion, 
and the growing ſpirit unbroken by terrifying Names. 
Amongſt the happy conſequences of this reformed 
diſcipline, it is not the leaſt, that we have never after- 
wards any occaſion for the Prieſt, whoſe trade, as a 
modern wit informs us, is only to finiſh what the nurſe 
began. SCRIBL, 
Ver. 286 —the bleſſing of a Rake.] Scriblerus is 
here much at a loſs to find out what this bleſſing ſnould 
be. He is ſometimes tempted to imagine it might 
be the marrying a great fortune; but this, again, for 
the vulgarity of it, he rejects, as ſomething uncom- 
mon ſeemed to be prayed for. And after many 
ſtrange Conceits, not at all to the honour of the fair 
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Thou gav'ſt that Ripeneſs, which fo ſoon began, 
And ceas*d fo ſoon, he ne'er was Boy, nor Man, 
Through School and College, thy kind cloud o'ercaſt, 
Safe and unſeen the young Mneas paſt : 299 
Thence burſting glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunn'd with his giddy Larum half the town, 
Intrepid then, o'er ſeas and lands he flew ; 

Europe he ſaw, and Europe ſau him too. | 
There all thy gifts and graces we diſplay, 295 
Thou, only thou, directing all our way: 

To where the Seine, obſequious as ſhe runs, 

Pours at Great Bourbon's feet her ſilken ſons; 

Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Vain of Italian arts, Italian Souls: 300 
To happy Convents, boſom'd deep in vines, 

Where ſlumber Abbots, purple as their wines: 

To Iſles of Fragrance, lily-filver'd vales, 

Diffuſing languor in the panting gales : 

To lands of ſinging, or of dancing ſlaves, 305 
Love- whiſpering woods, and lute-reſounding waves. 
But chief her ſhrine where naked Venus keeps, 
And Cupids ride the Lion of the Deeps, 

Where, eas'd of fleets, the Adriatic main 


Led by my hand, he ſaunter'd Europe round, 

And gather'd every Vice on Chriſtian ground; 

Saw every Court, heard every King declare 

His royal Senſe, of Operas or the Fair; 

The Stews and Palace equally explor'd, 315 
Intrigu'd with glory, and with ſpirit whor'd ; 

Try'd ell hors d'œuvres, all liqueurs defin'd, 
Judicious drank, and greatly-daring din'd; 


REMARKS, 


fies himſelf by ver. 316. where the Orator, ſpeaking 
of his pupil, ſays, that he | 


Intrigued with glory, and with ſpirit whor'd, 


which ſeems to inſinuate that her prayer was heard. 
Here the good Scholiaſt, as, indeed, every where elſe, 
lays open the very ſoul of modern criticiſm, while he 


open the door to much erudition and learned con- 


than that he might be a Rake; the effects of a thing 
for the thing itſelf, a common figure. The careful 
mother only wiſhed her ſon might be a Rake, as well 
knowing that its attendant Bleſſings would follow ot 
courſe. | LEN 

Ver, 307. But chief, &c.] Theſe two lines, in 
their force of imagery and colouring, emulate and 
equal the pencil of Rubens. 


Deeps z] The winged Lion, the Arms of Venice. 


Europe, for her naval Force and the extent of her 
Commerce; now illuſtrious for her Carnivals. 
Ver. 418. greatly-daring din'd z] It being indeed 


compoſitions, whoſe diſguiſed ingredients are gene- 


rally unknown to the gueſts, and highly inflamma: 


ſc, he at length reſts in this, that if was, that her | 


tory and unwholeſome. 


| Wafts the ſmooth Eunuch and enamour'd ſwain, 310 


ſon might paſs for a wit; in which opinion he forti- 


makes his own ignorance of a poetical expreſſion hold 


jecture: the bleſſing of a rake ſignifying no more 


Ver. 308. And Cupids ride the Lion of the 
This Republic, heretofore the moſt conſiderable in | 


no ſmall riſque to eat through thoſe extraordinary 
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Dropt the dul! lumber of the Latin ſtore, 

Spoil'd his own language, and acquir'd no more; 320 
All Clailic learning loſt on Claſſie ground 

And laſt turn'd Air, the Echo of a Sound; 

See now, half cur'd, and perfectly well-bred, 
With nothing but a Solo in his head. 

As much Eſtate, and Principle, and Wit, 325 
As Janſen, Fleetwood, Cibber ſhall think fit; 
Stol'n from a Duel, follow'd by a Nun, 

And, if a Borough chuſe him, not undone! 

See, to my country happy 1 reſtore 

7] his glorious Youth, and add one Venus more, 330 
Her too receive (for her my ſoul adores), 

So may the ſons of ſons of ſons of whores 


Prop thine, O Empreſs! like each neighbour 


Throne, 

And make a long Poſterity thy own. 
Pleas'd, ſhe accepts the Hero and the Dame, 335 
Wraps in her Veil, and frees from ſenſe or ſhame. 

Then look'd, and ſaw a lazy, lolling ſort, 
Unſeen at Church, at Senate, or at Court, 
Of ever. liſtleſs Loiterers, that attend 
No Cauſe, no Truſt, no Duty, and no Friend. 340 
Thee too, my Paridel } ſhe mark'd thee there, 
Stretch*d on the rack of a too eaſy chair, 
And heard thy everlaſting yawn confeſs 
The Pains and Penalties of Idleneſs : 
She pitv'd 1 but her Pity only ſhed 345 
Eenigner influence on thy nodding head. 

But Annius, crafty Seer, with ebon wand, 
And well-diſſembled emerald on his hand, 
Falſe as his Gems, and canker'd as his Coins, 
Came, cramm'd with capon, from where Pollio dines. 
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Ver. 324. With nothing but a Solo in his head ;] 
With nothing but a Solo? Why, if it be a Solo, how 
would there be any thing elſe? Palpable tautology! 
Read boldly an Opera, which is enough of conſcience 
for ſuch a head as has loft all its Latin. BEeNTL. 

Ver. 326. Janſen, Fleetwood, Cibber] Three 
very eminent perſons, all Managers of Plays; who, 
though not Governors by profeſſion, had each in his 
way, concerned themſelves in the Education of 
Youth ; and regulated their Wits, their Morals, or 
their Finances, at that Period of their age which is 
the moſt important, their entrance into the polite 
world. Of the laſt of theſe, and his Talents for 
this end, ſee Book i. ver. 199, &c. 

Ver. 331. Her too receive, &c.] This confirms 
what the learned Scriblerus advanced in his Note on 
ver. 272, that the Governor, as well as the Pupil, 
had a particular intereſt in this lady 

Ver. 341. Thee too, my Paridel!] The Poet 
ſeems to ſpeak of this young gentleman with great 
affection. The name is taken from Spenſer, who 
gives it to a wandering Courtly Squire, that travelled 
about for the ſame reaſon for which many young 
Squires are now fond of travelling, and eſpecially to 
Paris, | 

Ver. 347. Annius,] The name taken from An- 
ius the Monk of Viterbo, famous for many impoſi- 
tions and Forgeries of ancient manuſcripts and in- 
ſcriptions, which he was prompted to by mere Va- 

Ver. VI. 


{ 
<} 
} 
! 


| 
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Soft, as the wily Fox is feen to creep, 351 
Where baſk on ſunny banks the ſimple ſheep, 
Walk round and round, now prying here, now there, 
So he; but pious, whiſper'd firſt his prayer. 

Grant, gracious Goddeſs! grant me ſtill to cheat, 
O may thy cloud {till cover the deceit! 356 
Thy choicer miſts on this afſembly ſhed, 
But pour them thickeſt on the noble head. 
So ſhall each youth, aſſiſted by our eyes, 


See other Cæſars, other Homers riſe ; 360 


Through twilight ages hunt th* Athenian fowl, 

W hich Chalcis Gods, and mortals call an Owl, 
Now fee an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 

Nay, Mahomet ! the Pigeon at thine ear ; 

Be rich in ancient brafs, though not in gold, 363 
And keep his Lares, though his houſe be ſold; 


To headleſs Phæbe his fair bride poſtpone, 


Honour a Syrian Prince above his own 

Lord of an Orho, if I vouch it true ; 

Bleſt in one Niger, till he knows of two. 370 
Mummius o'erheard him; Mummius, Fool-re- 

nown'd, 

Who like his Cheops ſtinks above the ground, 

Fierce as a ftartled Adder, ſwell'd, and ſaid, 

Rattling an ancient Siſtrum at his head: 
Speak 'ſt thou of Syrian Princes? Traitor baſe! 375 

Mine, Goddeſs! mine is all the horned race. 
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nity, but our Annius had a more ſubſtantial mo- 
tive. 

Ver. 363. Attys and Cecrops] The firſt Kings of 
Athens, of whom it is hard to ſuppoſe any Coins are 
ex tant; but not fo improbable as what follows, that 
there ſhould be any of Mahomet, who forhad all 
Images; and the ſtory of whoſe Pigeon was a monk - 
Iſh fable. Nevertheleſs one of theſe Anniuſes made 
a counterfeit medal of that impoſtor, now in the col- 
lection of a learned Nobleman. 

Ver. 371. Mummius] This name is not merely 
an alluſion to the Mummius he was fo fond of. but 
probably referred to the Roman Genera! of that name, 
who burned Corinth, and committed the curious Stu- 
tues to the Captain of a Ship, aſſuring him, „ that 
if any were loft or broken, he ſhould procare others 
& to be made in their ſtead,” by which it thould 
ſeem (whatever may be pretended) that Mummius 
was no Viituoſo. 

Ibid.—Fool renown'd] A compound epithet in 
the Greek manner, renow:'d by fools, or renowned 
for making fools. 


Ver. 372. Cheops] A King of Egypt whoſe body 


was certainly to be known, as being buried alone in 


his Pyramid, and is therefore more genuine than any 
of the Cleopatras. This Royal Mummy, being fto— 
len by a wild Arab, was purchaſed by the Coral of 
Alexandria, and tranſmitted to the Muſſum of Mum- 
mius; for proof of which he brings a paflaga in 
Sandys's Travels, where that accurate and learned 
Voyager aflures us that he ſaw the Sepulchrce empty, 
which agrees exactly (ſaith he) with the tine of the 
theft above mentioned. But he omics to obſerve 
that Herodotus tells the ſame thing of it in his 
time. 


Ver. 375- Speak*& thou of Syrian Princes? 8&c.] 
30 The 
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True, he had wit, to make their value riſe ; 

From fooliſh Greeks to ſteal them, was as wiſe : 
More glorious yet, from barbarous hands to keep, 
When Sallee Rovers chac'd him on the deep. 380 
Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 

Down his own throat he riſqu'd the Grecian Gold, 
Receiv'd each Demi-God, with pious care, 
Deep in his Entrails—1 rever'd them there, 

I bought them, ſhrouded in that living ſhrine, 38 5 
And, at their ſecond birth, they iſſue mine, 

Witneſs great Ammon! by whoſe horns I ſwore, 
(Reply'd ſoft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful; and that thus 1 eat, 
Is to refund the Medals with the meat. 

To prove me, Goddeſs! clear of all deſign, 
Bid me with Pollio ſup, as well as dine : 

There all the Learn'd ſhall at the labour ſtand, 
And Douglas lend his ſoft, obſtetric hand. 

The Goddeſs ſmiling ſeem'd to give conſent; 395 
So back to Pollio, hand in hand, they went. 

Then thick as Locuſts blackening all the ground, 
A tribe, with weeds and ſhells fantaſtic crown'd, 
Each with ſome wondrous gift approach'd the Power, 
A Neſt, a Toad, a Fungus, or a Flower. 400 
But far the foremoſt, too, with earneſt zeal, 

And aſpect ardent, to tne Throne appeal. 

The firſt thus open'd : Hear thy ſuppliant's call, 

Great Queea, and common Mother of us all! 


390 


REMARKS, 
4 


The ſtrange Rory following, which may be taken 
for a fiction of the Poet, is juſtified by a true relation 
in Spon's Voyages. Vaillant (who wrote the Hiſ- 
tory of the Syrian Kings as it is to be found on me- 
dals) coming from the Levant, where he had been 
collecting various coins, and being purſued by a 
Corſair of Sallee, ſwallowed down twenty gold me- 
dals. A ſudden Bouraſque freed him from the Ro- 
ver, and he got to land with them in his belly. On 
his road to Avignon he met two Phyſicians, of whom 
he demanded aſſiſtance. One adviſed Purgations, 
the other Vomits. In this uncertainty he took nei- 
ther, but purſued his way to Lyons, where he found 
his ancient friend the famous Phyſician and Anti- 
quary Dufour, to whom pe related his adventure. 
Dufour, without ſtaying to inquire about the uneaſy 
ſymptoms of the burthen he carried, firſt aſked him, 
Whether the Medals were of the higber empire ? 
He aſſured him they were. Dufour was raviſhed 
with the hope of poſſeſſing fo rare a treafure; he 
bargained with him on the ſpot for the moſt curious 
of them, and was to recover them at his own ex- 
pence. | 

Ver. 387. Witneſs great Ammon!] Jupiter Am- 
mon is called to witneſs, as the father of Alexander, 
to whom thoſe Kings ſucceeded in the diviſion of 
the Macedonian Empire, and whoſe Horns they wore 
on their Medals. 5 

Ver. 394. Douglas] A phyſieian of great Learn 
ing and no leſs Taſte; above all, curious io what 
related to Horace, of whem he collected every Edi- 
tion, Tranflation, and Comment, to dhe number of 
ſeveral hundred volumes. 


| 
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{ Fair from its humble bed I rear'd this flower, 405 


Suckled, and chear'd, with air, and ſun, and 
ſhower : 

Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I ſpread, 

Bright with the gilded button tipt its head. 

Then thron'd in glaſs and nam'd it CAR o LIN: 

Each maid cried, Charming! and each youth, Di— 
vine! 410 

Did Nature's peneil ever blend ſuch rays, 

Such varied light, in one promiſcuous blaze! 

Now proftrate! dead | behold that Caroline: 

No maid eries, Charming! and no youth, Divine! 

And lo the wretch?! whoſe vile, whoſe inſect luſt 415 

Lay'd this gay daughter of the Spring in duſt. 

Oh puniſh him, or to th' Elynan ſhades 

Diſmiſs my ſoul where no carnation fades. 

He eeas'd, and wept, With innocence of mien, 

Th' Accus'd ſtood forth, and thus addreis'd the 
Queen: | 

Of all ta” enamel'd race, whoſe filvery wing, 421 

Waves to the tepid Zephyrs of the ſpring, 

Or ſwims along the fluid atmoſphere, 

Once brighteſt ſhin'd this child of Heat and Air, 

I ſaw, and ſtarted from its vernal bower 425 

The riſing game, and chac'd from flower to flower. 

It fled, I follow'd; now in hope, now pain 

It ſtopt, I ſtopt; it mov'd, I mov'd again. 

At lait it fixt, *:was on what plant it pleas*d, 

And where it fix'd, the beauteous bird 1 ſeiz d: 430 

Roſe or Carnation was below my care; 

I meddle, Goddeſs! only in my ſphere. 

[ tell the naked fact without diſguiſe, 


And, to excuſe it, need but ſhew the prize; 


Whoſe ſpoils this Paper offers to your eye, 435 
Fair ev'n in death! this peerleſs Butterfly. 

My ſons! (ſhe anſwer'd) both have done your 

parts: 

Live h-ppy both, and long promote our arts. 
But hear a Mother, when the recommends 
To ycur fraternal care our ſleeping friends. 440 
The common Soul, of Heaven's more frugal make, 
Serves but to keep fools pert and knaves awake; 
A drowſy Watchman, that juſt gives a knock, 
And breaks our ref, to tell us what's a clock. 
Yet by ſome object every brain is ſtirr'd ; 445 
The dull may waken to a Humming-bird ; 
The moſtrecluſe, diſcreetly open'd, find 
Congenial matter in the Cockle kind 
The Mind in Metaphyſics at a loſs, | 
May wander in a wilderneſs of Mos 459 
The head that turns at ſuperlunar things, 
Pois'd with a tail, may ſteer on Wilkins“ wings. 


REMARKS. 


Ver, 409. and nam'd it Caroline: ] It is a com- 
pliment which the Floriſts uſually pay to Princes and 
great perſons, to give their names to the moſt curi- 
ous Flowers of their raifing : Some have been very 
jealous of vindicating this honour, but none more 
than that ambitious Gardener, at Hammerſmith, who 
cauſed his Favourite to be painted on his Sign, with 
this inſcription, This is My Queen Caroline. 

Ver. 452. Wilkins wings] One of the firſt Pro- 
jectors of the Royal Society, who, among many en- 


larged and uſeful notions; entertained che extravag aA 
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Oh hide the God till more! and make us fee 


POPE*'s 


G ! woul3 the Sons of Men once think their Eyes! 
An Reaſon giv'n them but to ſtudy Flies} 
See Nature in ſome partial narrow ſhape, 455 
Ang let the Author of the whole eſcape z 
Learn but to trifle ; or, who-moſt obſerve, 
To wonder at their Maker, not to ſerve. 
Be that my tafk (:eplies a gloomy Clerk, 
Sworn foe to Myſtery, yet divinely dark; 460 
Whoſe pious hope aſpires to ſee the day 
When Moral Evidence ſhall quite decay, 
And damns implicit faith, and holy lies, 
Prompt to impoſe, and fond to dogmatize :) 
Let others creep by timid ſteps and flow, 465 
On plain Experience lay foundations low, 
Ey common ſenſe to common knowledge bred, 
And laſt, to Nature's Caufe through Nature led. 
Aall-ſeeing in thy miſts, we want no guide, 
Mother of Arrogance, and Source of Pride! 470 
We nobly take the high Priort Road, 
And reaſon downward, till we doubt of God: 
Make Nature til) incroach upon his plan; 
And ſu ve him off as far as &'er we can: 
Thruſt ſome Mechanic Cauſe into his place; 475 
Oc bind in Matter, or diffuſe in Space. 
Or, at one bound o'erleaping all his Jaws, 
Make God Man's Image, Man the final Cauſe, 
Find Virtue local, all Relation ſcorn, 
See all in Self, and but for Self be born: 480 
Of nought fo certain as our Reaſon ſtill, 
Of nought ſo doubtful as of Soul and Will. 


Such as Lucretius drew, a God like Thee: 

Wrapt up in Self, a God without a Thought, 485 
Regardleſs of our merit or default. | 

Or that bright Image to our fancy draw, 

Which Theocles in raptur'd viſion ſaw, 

Wiid through Poetic ſcenes the GEN Ius royes, 

Or wanders wild in Academic Groves; 490 
That NATVU&E our Society adores, 

Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus ſnores. 


REMARKS. 


hope of e poſHibility to fly to the Moon; which has 
put ſome volatile Geniuſes upon making wings for 
that purpoſe, 

Ver. 462. When Moral Evidence ſhall quite- de- 
cay, ] Alluding to a ridiculous and abſurd way of 
ſome Mathematic ians, in calculating: the gradual-Je- 
cay of Moral Evidence by mathematical proportions : 
according to which calculation, in about fifty years it 
will be no longer probable that Julius Cæſar was in 
Gaul, or died in the Senate Houſe. See Craig's 


POEMS. 475 


Rous'd at his name, up roſe the bowzy Sire, 

And ſhook from out his Pipe the ſeeds of fire; 

Then ſnap'd his box, and ſtrok'd his belly down, 498 
Roſy and reverend, though without a Gown, 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 

Led up the Youth, and call'd the Goddeſs Dame, 
Then thus. From Prieftcraft-happily ſet free, 

Lo! every finiſh'd Son returns to thee: 500 
Firſt ſlave to Words, then vaſſal to a Name, | 
Then dupe to Party; child and man the ſame 
Bounded by Nature, narrow'd ftill by Art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I ſeen, 505 
Smiling on all, and ſmil'd on by a Queen! 

Mark'd out for Honours, honour'd for their Birth, 
To thee the moſt rebellious things on earth ; 

Now to thy gentle ſhadow-all are ſhrunk, 

All melted down in Penſion, or in Punk! 510 
So K *, fo B * , ſneak' d into the grave, 

A Monarch's half, and half a Harlot's ſlave. 

Poor W * V, niptlin Folly's broadeſt bloom, 


| Who praiſes now? his Chaplain on his Tomb. 


REMARE¹s. 


ten, you might as ſoon have found a Wolf in Eng- 


land as an Atheiſt? The truth is, the whole ſpecies 
was exterminated. There is a trifling difference in- 
deed concerning the Author of the Atchievement, 
Some, as Dr. Aſhenhurſt, gave it to Bentley's Boy- 
lean Lectures. And he ſo well convinced that great 
Man of the truth, that wherever afterwards he found 
Atheiſt, he always read it A Theiſt. But, in ſpite 
of a claim ſo well made out, others gave the honour 
of this exploit to a latter Boylean Lecturer. A ju- 
dicious Apologiſt for Dr. Clarke, againſt Mr. Whiſ- 
ton, ſays, with no leſs elegance than politiveneſs of 
Expreſſion, It is a moſt certain truth that the De- 
monſtration. of the being and attributes of God, has 
extirpated and baniſhed Atheiſm out of the Chriſtian- 
| world, p. 18. It is much to be lamented, that the 
cleareſt truths have ſtill their dark fide. Here we 
ſee it becomes a doubt which of the two Herculeſes 
was the monſter-queller. But what of that? Since 


| the thing is done, and the proof of it ſo certain, there 


is no occaſion for ſo nice a canvaſſing of circumſtanges. 

SCRIBL. 

Ibid. Silenus] Silenus was an Epicurean Philoſo- 

pher, as appears from Virgil, Eclog, vi. where he 
lings the principles of that philoſophy in his drink. 

Ver. 50 1. Firſt ſlave to words, &c.] A Recapi- 

tulation of the whole Courſe of modern Education 


Theologize Chriſtianæ Principia Mathematica, But 
as it ſeems evident, that facts of a thouſand years 
old, for inſtance, are now as probable, as they were 
five hundred years ago; it is plain, that if in fifty 
more they cuite diſappear, it muſt Le owing, not to 
their Arguments, but to the extraordinary power of 
our Goddeſs; for whoſe help therefore they have 
reaſon to pray. 

Ver. 492. Where Tindal diftates and Silenus 
ſnores.] It cannot be denied but that this fine ſtroke 
of fatire againſt Atheiſm was well intended. But 
how muſt the Reader ſmile at our Author's officious 
real, when he is told, that at the time this was writ- 


"deſcribed in this book, which confines Youth to the 
ſtudy cf Words only in Schools; ſubjects them to 
the authority of Syttems in the Uaiverſities; and de- 
ludes them with the names of Party diſtinctions in 
the world. All equally concurring to narrow the 
Underſtanding, and eſtabliſh Slavery and Error in 
Literature, Philoſophy, and Politics. The whole 
finiſhed in modern Free-thinkirg: the completion” 
of whatever is vain, wrong, and deſtructive to tbe 
haopineſs of mankind ; as it eſtabliſhes Self-love for 
the ſole Principle of Action. : 

Ver. 506. ſmil'd on by a Queen] i. e. Thix, 


| Queen or Goddeſs of Dulneſs, 
30 2 


476 
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'Then take them all, oh take them to thy breaſt! 551 And ſtrait ſucceeded, leaving ſhame no room, 


Thy Magus, Goddeſs ! ſhall perform the reſt. 
With that, a WIZ ARD OI p his Cup extends; 
Which whoſo taftes, forgets his former friends, 
Sire, Anceſtors, Himſelf. One caſts his eyes 
Up to a Star, and like Endymion dies; 520 
A Feather, ſhooting from another's head, 
Extracts his brain; and Principle is fied z 
Loſt is his God, his Country, every thing; 
And nothing left but Homage to a King ! 
The vulger herd turn off to roll with Hogs, 525 
To run with Hor ſes, or to hunt with Dogs; 
But, ſad example! never to eſcape 
1 heir Infamy, ſtill keep the human ſhape. 
But ſhe, good Goddeſs, ſent to every child 
Firm Impudence, or Stupefaction mild; 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 517. With that a Wizard old, &c.] Here 
bcginneth the celebration of the ExEA TER MYS- 
"7 ERIES of the Goddeſs, which the Poet, in his In- 
vocation, ver. 5. promiſed to ſing. 

Ver. 518. —forgets his former Friends, ] Surely 
there little needed the force of charms or magic to ſet 
aſide an uſeleſs Frier.dſhip, For of all the accommo- 
ditions of faſhionable life, as there are none more re- 
putable, ſo there are none of ſo little charge as friend- 
ſip. It fills up the void of life with a name of dig- 
nity and reſpect ; and at the fame time is ready to 
give place to every paſſion that offers to diſpute poſ- 
ſeſſion with it. h : SCRIBL. 

Ver. $23, 524. Loſt is his God, his Country 
And nothing left but Homage to a King I] So ſtrange 
as this muſt ſeem to a mere Engliſh reader, the fa- 
mous Monſ. de la Pruyere declares it to be the cha- 
racter of every good ſubject in a Monarchy: © Where 
<< (fays he) there is no ſuch thing as love of our 
«© Country, the Intereſt, the Glory, and Service of 
<< the Prince ſupply its place,” De la Republique, 
chap. x. 

Of this duty another celebrated French Author 
Treaks indeed a little more diſreſpectfully; which for 
that reaſon, we ſhall not tranſlate, but give it in his 
ben werds, © L* Amour de la Patrie, le grand motif 
«© des premiers Heros, n'eſt plus regard que comme 

4 une Chimere; Iidce du Service du Roi, etendiie 
«< juſqu'a Foubii de tout autre Principe, teint lieu de 
<c ce qu'on appelloit autrefois Grandeur d'Ame et 
«+ Fidelite.” Eoulainvilliers Hiſt. des Anciens Par- 
lements de France, &c. 

Ver. 528. ſtill keep the human ſhape.] The ef- 
fects of the Magus's Cup, by which is allegorized a 
total corruption of heart, are juſt contrary to that of 
Circe, which only reprefents the ſudden plunging 
into pleaſures. Her's there ore, took away the 
ſhape, and lett the human mind; his takes away the 
mind, and leaves the human ſhape. 

Ver. 529. But ſhe, good Goddeſs, &c.] The only 
comfort people can receive, mult be owing in ſome 
ſhape or other to Dulneſs ; which makes tome ſtu- 
pid, others impudent, gives Self-conceit to ſome, 
on the Flatiertes of their dependants, preſents the 

tue colours of Intereſt to others, and buſies or 


2 * ”> . . * 17 * 1 I 
#7 uics the ret with idle Pleafures or Senſuality, till | Ver. 556. Seve and Verd eur] French Terms re 


1 


Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom, 

Kind Self- conceit to ſome her glaſs applies, 
Which no one looks in with another's eyes; 
But, as the Flatterer or Dependant paint, 535 


' Beholds himſelf a Patriot, Chief, or Saint. 


On others Intereſt her gay livery flings, 

Intereſt, that waves on Party-colour'd wings: 
Turn'd to the Sun, the caſts a thouſand dyes, 
And, as ſhe turns, the colours fall or riſe, 540 

Others the Syrens Sitters warble round, 

And empty heads conſole with empty found. _ 

No more, alas ! the voice of Fame they hear, 

The balm of Dulneſs trickling in their ear, 

Great C + 5 H#**, P“ *, R * ., * 545 
Why all your Toils? your Sons have learn'd to ſing. 
How quick Ambition haites to cidicule ! 

The Sire is made a Peer, the Son a Fool. 

On ſome, a P ieſt ſuccin& in amice white 
Attends; all fleſh is nothing in his ſight ! 550 
Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn, 

And the huge Boar is ſhrunk into an Urn: 

The board with ſpecious miracles he loads, 

Turns Hares to Larks, and Pigeons into Toads. 
Another (for in all what one can ſhine ?) 558 
Explains the Seve and Verdure of the Vine. 


REMARES, 


they become eaſy under any infamy. Each of which 
ſpecies is here ſhadowed under Allegorical perſons. 

Ver. 532. Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian 
gloom. ] i. e. She communicates to them of her own 
Virtue, or of her Royal Colleagues. The Cibberian 
forehead being to fit them for Self-conceit, Self-in- 
tereſt, &c. and the Cimmerian gloom, for the Plea- 
ſures of Opera, and the Table. : SCRIBL. 

Ver. 883. The board with ſpecious Miracles he 
loads, &c. ] Scriblerus ſeems at a loſs in this place. 
Specioſa miracula (ſays he), according to Horace, 
were the monſtrous fables of the Cyclops, Læſtry- 
gons, Scylla, &c, What relation have theſe to the 
Trans formation of Hares into Larks, or of Pigeons 
into Toads? 1 ſhall tell thee. The Læſtiy gons 
ſpitted Men upon Spears, as we do Larks upon 
Skewers; and the fair Pigeon turned to a Toad, 1s 
ſimilar to the fair Virgin Scylla ending in a filthy 
beaſt. But here is the difficulty, why Pigeons in ſo 
ſuocking a ſhape ſhould be brought to a Table. Hares 
indeed might be cut into Larks at a ſecond dreſſing, 
out of frugality: Vet that ſeems no probable motive, 
when we confider the extravagance before mentioned 
of diſſolving whole Oxen and Boars into a {mall vial 
of Jelly; nay it is expreſsly ſaid, that all fleſh is 
rothing in his ſight. I have ſearched in Apiclus, 
Pliny, and the Feaſt of Trimalchio, in vain; 1 can 
only retolve it into ſome myſterious ſuper ſtitious 
Rite, as it is ſaid to be done by a Prieſt, and ſoon 
after called a Sacrifice, attended (as all ancient ſa- 
crifices were) with Libation and Song. SCRIBL. 

This good Scholiaſt, not being acquainied with mo- 
dern Luxury, was ignorant that theſe were only the 
miracles of French Cookery, and that particularly 
pi geons en crapeau' were a common Gith, 
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What cannot copious Sacrifice atone ? R 

Thy 'Treufles, Perigord ! thy Hams, Bayonne ? 

Wich French Libation, and Italian Strain, 

Waſh Bladen white, and expiate Hays's ſtain. 560 

KNnIGuT lifts the head: for what are crowds undone, 

Jo three eſſential Partridges in one? 

Gone every bluſh, and filent all reproach, 

Contending Princes mount them in their Coach, 
Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, 555 

Tie Queen confers her Titles and Degrees, 

Her children firſt of more &Ringuiſh'd ſort, 

Who itudy Shakeſpeare at the Inns of Court, 


REMARKEY, . 
lating to Wines, which ſignify their flavour an 
poig nancy. . 


Et je gagerois que chez le Commandeur 
6 Villandri priſeroit fa Seve et ſa Verdeur. 
Deſpreaux. 


St. Evremont has a very pathetic Letter to a Noble- 
man in diſgrace, adviſing him to ſeek comfort in a 
good Table, and particularly to be attentive to theſe 
Qualities in his Champaigne. 

Ver. 556. Bladen—Hays] Names of Gameſters. 
Bladen is a bl:ck man. RoBERT KRNICHT, 
Caſhier of the South Sea Company, who fled from 
England in 1726 (afterwards pardoned in 1742).— 
Theſe lived with the utmoſt magnificence at Paris, 
and kept open Tables frequented by perſons of the 
firſt quality cf England, and even by Princes of the 
Blood of France, 

Ibid, Bladen, &c.] The former Note of Bladen 
4% is a black man,“ is very abſurd. The Manuſcript 
here is partly obliterared, and doubtleſs could only 
have been, Waſh Blackmoors White, alluding to a 
known Proverb. | SCRIBL. 

Ver. 567. Her children firſt of more diſtinguiſh'd 

ſort, : 
Who ſtudy Shakeſpeare at the Inns of 

Court. 
II would that Scholiaſt diſcharge his duty, who 
ſhould negle& to honour thoſe whom DuLNEsSs has 
diſting uiſhed; or ſuffer them to lie forgotton, when 
their rare modeſty would have left them nameleſs. 
Let us not, therefore, overlook the Services which 
have been done her Cauſe, by one Mr. Thomas 
EpwarDs, a Gentlemaa, as he is pl=-aſed to call 
himſelf, of Lincoln's Inn; but, in reality, a Gentle- 
man only of the Dunciad ; or, to ſpeak him better, 
In the plain language of our honeſt Anceſtors to ſuch 
Muſhrooms, a GentJeman of the laſt Edition: who, 
nobly eluding the ſolicitude of his careful Father, 
very early retained himſelf in the cauſe of Dulneſs 
againſt Shakeſpeare, and with the wit and learning 
of his Anceſtor Tom Thimble in the Rehearſal, and 


with the air of good nature and politeneſs of Caliban | 


in the Tempeſt, hath now happily fini hed the Dance's 
progreſs, in perſonal abuſe. For a Libeller is no- 
thing but a Gtubſtreet Critic run to Seed. 
Lamentable is the Dulneſs of theſe Gentlemen of 
the Danciad. This Fungoſo and his friends, who 
ere all Gentlemen, have exclaimed much againſt us 
kor reflecting his birth, in the words, 4 a Geatle- 
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Impale a Glow-worm, or Vert profeſs, 

Shine in the dignity of F. R. S. 530 
Some, deep Free- maſöns, join the ſilent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagoras's place: 

Some Botaniſts, or Florilts at the leaſt, 

Or iflue Members of an Annual feaft. 


Nor pait the meaneſt unregarded, one 575 


Roſe a Gregorian, one a Gormogon, 
The laſt, not leatt in honour or applauſe, ? 
Ifis and Cam made Doc Tons of her Laws. 
Then bleſſing all, Go, Children of my care! ! 
To Practiee now from Theory repair. 80 
All my commands are eaſy, ſhort, and full: 
My Sons } be proud, be ſelfith, and be dull. 
Guard my Prerogative, aſſert my Throne: 
This Nod confirms each Privilege your own. 
— 
REMARKS. 

man of the laſt Edition,“ which we hereby declare 
concern not his birth, but his adoptien only: and 
mean no more than that he is become a Gentleman 
of the laſt Edition of the Dunciad. Since Gentle- 
men, then, are ſo captivus, we think it proper to 
declare that Mr. Thomas Thi-nble, who is here ſaid 
to be Mr. Thomas Edwards's Anceſtor, is only re- 
lated ta him by the Muſe's fide. SCRIBL. 

This Tribe of Men, which Scriblerus has here ſo 
well excmplitied, our Poet hath elſewhere admirably 
characterized in that happy line, 


4 A brain of Feathers, and a heart of Lead.“ 
For the ſatire extends much farther than to the per- 


ſon who occaſioned it, and takes in the whole ſpecies 
of thoſe on whom a good Education (to fit then for 


ſome uſeful and learned profethon) has been beſtowed 


in vain. That worthleſs Band 


C Of ever-liſtleſs Loiterers, that attend 
No cauſe, no truſt, no duty, and no friendz** 


Who, with an underſtanding too diſſipated ang futile 
for the offices of civil life; and a heart too lumpiſh, 
narrow, and contracted for thoſe of ſocial, become 
fit tor nothing: and ſo turn Wits and Critics, where 
ſenſe and civility are neither required nor expected. 
Ver. 571. Some, deep Free-Maſons, join the fi- 
lent race] The Poet all along expreſſes a very parti- 
cular concern for this ſilent Race: He has here pro- 
vided, that in caſe they will not waken or open (as 
was before propoſed) to a Humming-Bird or a Cockle, 
yet at worſt they may be made Free- Maſons; where 
Taciturnity is the only eſſential Qualification, as it 
was the chief of the diſciples of Pythagoras. 

Ver. 576. A Gregorian. one a Gormogon.] A 
ſor: of Laybrothers, Slips from the Root of the Free- 
Maſons. ; 

Ver. 534. each Privilege your own, &c.] This 
ſpeech of Dulneſs to her Sons at parting may poſſibly 
fall ſhort of the Reader's expectation; who may ima- 
gine the Goddets might give them a Charge of more 
conſequence, and, from ſuch a Theory as is betore 
delivered, incire them to the practice of ſomething 
more extraordinary, than to perſonate Running Fovt- 
mea, Jockeys, Stage Coachmen, & e. 
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The Cap and Switch be ſacred to his Grace; «585 
With Staff and Pumps the Marquis leads the Race; 
From Stage to Stage the licens'd Earl may run, 
Pair'd with his Fellow-Charioteer the Sun; 
The learned Baron Butterflies deſign, 

Or draw to filk Arachne's ſubtile line; 

The judge to dance his brother Sergeant call; 
The Senator at Cricket urge the ball; 

The Biſhop ſtow (Pontific Luxury!) 

An hundred Souls of Turkeys ina pye; 

The ſturdy Squire to Gallic maſters ſtoop, 

And drown his Lands and Manors in a Soupe. 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 
Teach Kings to fiddle, and make Senate; dance. 
Perhaps more high ſome daring ſon may ſoar, 
Prond to my lift to add one Monarch more : 
And, nobly conſcious, Princes are but things 
Norn for firſt Miniſters, as Slaves for Kings, 
Tyrant ſuprem=! ſnali three Eftates command, 
And MAKE ONE MISHTY DUNCIAD OF THE 
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600 


LAND ä 604 
More ſhe had ſpoke, but yawn'd—All Nature 
nods : 


What Mortal can reſiſt the Lawn of Gods? 
REMARKS. 
But if it be well confidered, that whatever incli- 


nation they might have to do miſchief, her ſons are 
generally rendered harmleſs by their Inability z and 


: Then 


POEMS. 


Churches and Chapels inſtantly it reach'd: 

(St. James's firit, for leaden G preach'd) 

catch'd the Schools; the Hall ſcarce kept 
3 awake; 


The Convocation gap'd, but could not ſpeak: 610 


Loſt was the Nation's Senſe, nor could be found, 
| While the long folemn Uniſon went round: 
Wide, and more wide, it ſpread o'er all the realm; 
Ev'n Palinurus nodded at the Helm: 
The Vapour mild o'er each Committee crept ; 
Unfiniſh'd Treaties in each Office ſlept; 
And Chiefleſs Armies doz'd out the Campaign! 
And Navies yawn'd for Orders on the Main. 
O Maſe! relate (for you can tell alone, 
| Wits have ſhort Memories, and Dunces none) 
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i fingular Epitaſis of a Poem, to end as this does, with 
a Great Yawn; but we muſt conſider it as the Yawn 
of a God, and of powerful eſlects. It is not out of 
Nature, moſt long and grave counſels concluding in 
this very manner: Nor without Authority, the in- 
comparable Spenſer having ended one of the moſt 
conſiderable of his works with a Roar; but then it 
is the Roar of a Lion, the effects whereof are de- 
ſcribed as the Cataſtrophe of the Poem. 
Ver. 607. Churches and Chapels, &c.] The Pro- 
grels of this Yawn, is judieious, natural, and worthy 
to be noted. Firſt it ſeizeth the Churches and Cha- 


that it is the common effect of Dulneſs (even in her pels; then catcheth the Schools, where, though the 
greateſt efforts) to detc ai her own deſign 3 the Poet, boys be unwilling to ſleep, the Maſters are net: Next 
I am perſuaded, will be juſtified, and it will be al- Weftminſter-hall, much more hard indeed to ſubdue, 
lowed that theſe worthy perſons, in their ſeveral ranks, and not totally put to filence even by the Goddeſy : 


do as much as can be expected from them. 
Ver. 585. The Cap and Switch, &c.] The God- 


defs's political balance of favour, in the diſtribution : 


of her rewards, deſerves our notice. It conſiſts in 
joining with thoſe Honours claimed by birth and 


high place, others more adapted to the genius and ta- 
And thus her great Fore- 


lents of the Candidates. 
runner, John of Leyden, King of Munſter, entered 
on his Government, by making his ancient friend and 
companion, Knipperdolling, General of his Horſe 


| Then the Convocation, which though extremely de- 
: firou* to ſpeak, yet cannot: Even the Houle of 
Commens, juſtly called the Senſe of the Nation, is 
loft (that is to ſay ſuſpended) during the Yawn ; (far 
de it from our Author to ſuggeſt it could be loit any 
longer!) but it ſpreadeth at large over all the reſt of 
the Kingdom, to ſuch a degree, that Palinurus him- 
ſelf {though as incapable of ſleeping as Jupiter) yet 
noddeth for a moment; the effect of which, though 
ever ſo momentary, could not but cauſe ſome Relaxa- 


and Hangman. Ar.d had but Fortune ſeconded his tion, for the time, in all public affairs. Scr1BL. 
great ſchemes of Reformation, it is ſaid, he would | Ver. 610. The Convocation gap'd, but could not 
have eſtabliſhed his whole Heuſehcld on the ſame ſpeak ;] Implying a great defire ſo to do, as the 
reaſonable footing. SCRIBL. learned Scholiaſt on the place rightly obſerves. 

Ver. 590. Arachne's ſubtile line;] This is one Therefore beware, Reader, left thou take this Gape 
of the moſt ingenious employments aſſigned, and for a Yawn, which is attended with no deſire but to 
therefore recommended only to Peers of Learning. go to reſt : by no means the diſpoſition of the Con- 
Of weaving Stockings of the Webs of Spiders, ſee | vacation 5 whoſe melancholy caſe in ſhort is this: She 


the Phil. Tranſ. 5 

Ver. 591. The Judge to dance his brother Ser- 
geant call: ] Alluding perhaps to that ancient and 
ſolemn Dance, intitled, A call of Sergeants. 

Ver. 598. Teach Kings to fiddle,] An ancient 
amuſement” of Sovereign Princes, (viz.) Achilles, 
Alexander, Nero; though deſpiſed by Themiſtocles, 
who was a Repubiican—Make Senates dance, either 
after their Prince, or to Pomtoiſe, or Siberia. 

Ver. 606. What Mortal can reſiſt the Yawn of 
Gods '] This verſe is trul 7 Homerical; as is the 
concluſion of the Action, where the great Mother 
compoſes all, in the ſame manner as Minerva at the 
period of the Odyſſey —It may indeed ſeem a very 


was, as reported, infected with the general influexe 
of the Goddeſs; and while ſhe was yawning Care- 
leſsly at her eaſe, a wanton Courtier took her at ad- 
vantage, and in the very nick clap'd a Gag into her 
chops. Well therefore may we knew her meaning 
by her gaping ;z and this diſtreſsful poſture our poet 
here deſcribes, juſt as ſhe ſtands at this day, a ſad 
example of the effects of Dulneſs and Malice un- 
checked, and deſpiſed. BEN TT. 

Ver. 615—618.] Theſe Verſes were written ma- 
ny years ago, and may be found in the State Poems 
of that time. So that Scriblerus is miſtaken, or who» 
ever elſe have imagined this Poem of a freſher date. 

Ver. 620. Wits have ſhorc Memories, | This ſcems 


POPE's P 


Relate, who firſt, who laſt reſign'd to reſt ; 
Whoſe Heads ſhe partly, wzoſe completely bleſt; 
What charms could Fa&tion, what Ambition lull, 
The Venal quiet, and entrance the Pull; 
Till drown*d was Senſe, and Shame, and Right, and 
Wrong— 62 
O fing, and huſh the Nations with thy Song! 
s$S © © 9 9:0 0 xo, w 
In vain, in vain, the all-compoſing Hour 
Reſiſtleſs falls: the Muſe obeys the Power. 
She comes ! ſhe comes ? the ſ:ble Throne behold 
Of Night Primæval, and of Chaos old! 
Before her, Fancy's gilded clouds decay, 
And all its varying Rain-bows die away. 
Wit ſhoots in vain its momentary fires, 
The meteor drops, and in a flaſh expires. 
As one by one at drezd Medea's ſtrain, 
The fickening ſtars fade off th? ethereal plain; 
As Argus? eyes, by Hermes' wand oppreſt, 
Clos'd one by one to everlaſting reſt ; 


4 
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to be the reaſon why the Poets, when they give us a 
Catalogue, conſtantly call for help on the Muſes, 
who, as the Daughters of Memory, are obliged not 
to forget any thing. So Homer, Iliad ii. 


TIanSoy 3' wn ay jev8rooua oF” c, 
Ez un OMupemiateg Mecziy Ag aiyiox 90 
Ovyaleps;, u ˖,j. ; 


And Virgil, Æn. vii. 


© Et meminiftis enim, Dive, et memorare poteſtis: 
«© Ad nos vix tenuis fame perlabitur aura.“ 


But our Poet had yet another reaſon for putting this 
Taſk upon the Muſe, that, all beſides being aſleep, 
ſhe only could relate what paſſed. SCRIBL. 

Ver. 624. The Venal quiet, and, &c.] It were 
a Problem worthy the ſolution of Mr. Ralph and 
his Patron, who had lights that we know nothing of, 
Which required the greateſt effort of our 
Goddeſs's power, to intrance the Dull, or to quiet 
the Venal. For though the Venal may be more un- 
ruly than the Dull, yet, on the other hand, it de- 
mands a much greater expence of her Virtue to in- 
trance than barely to quiet. $CRIBL. 

Ver. 629. She comes! ſhe comes! &c.] Here 
the Muſe, like Jove's Eagle, after a ſudden ſtoop at 
ignoble game, ſoareth again to the ſkies. As Pro- 
phecy hath ever been one of the chief provinces of 


| 
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Thus at her felt approach, and ſeeret might, 


Art after Art goes out, and all is Night : 

See ſkulking Truth to her old cavern fled, 
Mountains of Caſuiltry heap'd o'er head 
Philoſophy, that lean'd on Heaven before, 
Shrinks to her ſecond cauſe, and is no more. 

| Phyfic of Metaphyfic begs defence, 

And Metaphy ſic calls for aid on Senſe! 

See Myſtery to Mathematics fly! 

In vain ! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die, 
Religion bluſhing veils her ſacred fires, 

And unawares Morality expires. 

Nor public Flame, nor private dares to ſhine : 
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Nor Euman Spark is left, nor Glimple divine 
{ Lo! thy dread Empire, CAS ! is reftor'd, 


Light dies before thy uncreating word: 
Thy hand, great Anarch ? lets the curtain fall; 


655 
And univerſal Darkneſs buries All. 
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the writings of ſome even of our moſt adored au- 
thors, in Divinity, Philoſophy, Phyſics, Metaphy*cs, 
& c. who are too good indeed to be named in ſuch 
company. 

Ibid. The ſable Throne behold] The ſable Thrones 
of Night and Chaos, here repreſente i as advaneing 
to extinguiſh the light of the Sciences, in the firſt 
place blot out the Colours of Fancy, and damp the 
fire of Wit, before they proceed to their work. 

Ver. 641, Truth to her old cavern fled.] Allud- 
ing to the ſaying of Democritus. That Truch lay 
at the bottom of a deep well, from whence he had 


\ 


| drawn her: Though Butler ſays, He frſt put herin, 


before he drew her out. 

Ver. 649. Religion bluſhing veils her ſacred 
fires, ] Bluſhing as well at the memory of the paſt 
overflow of Dulneſs, when the barbarous learning of 
fo many ages was wholly employed in corrupting 
the ſimplicity, and defiling the purity of Religion, as 
at the view of theſe her falſc ſupports in the preſent; 
of which it would be endleſs to recount the particu- 
l-rs. However, amidſt the extinction of all other 
Lights, ſhe is ſaid only W withdraw hers! as hers 
alone in its own nature is unextinguiſhable and eter- 
nal. 

Ver. 650. And unawares Morality expires.] It 
appears from hence that our Poet was of very dif- 
ferent ſentiments from the Auther of the Character- 
iſtics, who has written a formal treatiſe on Virtue, 
to prove it not cnly real but durable, without the 
ſupport of Religion, The word Unawares alludes 
to the confidence of thoſe men, whe ſuppoſe that 


Poeſy, our Poet. here foretells from what we feel, 
what we are to fear; and in the ſtyle of other pro- 
paets, hath uſed the future tenſe for the preterit ; 
knce what he ſays ſhgll be, is already to be ſeen, in 
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| 


| Morality would flouriſh beſt without it, and conle- 
queatlyto the ſurprize ſuch would bein (if any ſuch 
there are) who indeed love Virtue, and yet do all 
they can to root out the Religion of their Country, 
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